
Table of Contents

ECHO of THE ERASED

Chapter 4. Pixel-Eating Ghost, Glitch | Chapter 5. Seren, the Singing Nebula Spirit | Chapter 6. The Gravity Prankster, Balloon | Chapter 7. Sahara, the Dream-Eating Sand Spirit | Chapter 8. Mirrorin — The True Face Inside the Glass

Chapter 10. Whisper, the City Ghost That Feeds on Rumors | Chapter 11. The Erased Exorcism Records — Redact

Chapter 4. Pixel-Eating Ghost, Glitch

Chapter 5. Seren, the Singing Nebula Spirit

Chapter 6. The Gravity Prankster, Balloon

Chapter 7. Sahara, the Dream-Eating Sand Spirit

Chapter 8. Mirrorin — The True Face Inside the Glass

Chapter 10. Whisper, the City Ghost That Feeds on Rumors

Chapter 11. The Erased Exorcism Records — Redact


[image: ]

〈As I Begin Imagining This Story〉

I have always been drawn to things that disappear.
Memories that fade, records that are erased,
lives and events that are pushed aside until no one remembers they ever existed.
Nothing is exempt—not people, not places, not even entire worlds.
When I first set out to write this story, a question echoed in my mind:
“If all the erased things could speak, what would their voices sound like?”
And another one followed:
“Wouldn’t someone need to listen to them?”
Thus, the SamMaekyung Team was born.
They are far from perfect.
They stumble, they regret, and they each carry wounds they wish they could erase.
But maybe that is precisely why
they can hear the faint voices of things that have been forgotten.
This novel is not about hunting ghosts.
It is about understanding ghosts as traces on the verge of being erased,
the final shape of stories that were discarded or buried.
Instead of destroying them,
I wanted to explore the possibility of preserving them,
pausing them, or rewriting them back into existence.
The events the team encounters mirror emotions we have all felt at least once:
unresolved regrets,
connections lost before we had the courage to speak,
dreams folded away because no one understood them.
The scenes in this book were imagined as moments when
those drifting pieces of ourselves
take form and quietly reach out.
Through this story of traveling across a “universe of erased things,”
I hoped to explore themes like
the ethics of memory,
the responsibility within relationships,
the weight of choices,
and ultimately, the many imperfect ways we try to understand one another.
If, through this story, you find yourself looking at
your own forgotten fragments—or someone else’s—
with a little more gentleness,
then that alone will have made this work worthwhile.
And if those fragments feel a little less alone
because you remembered them for a moment—
that will be enough.
From Fire Lee

––––––––
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Chapter 1 — We’re Going. Ghosts of the Cosmos (The Beginning of the Journey)
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Dawn had not yet broken, but the great structure orbiting the galactic core was already glowing softly.
A satellite city studded with thousands of windows—
G.E.I.S.T. Headquarters, the hub of galactic exorcism and spectral response.
“‘Galactic Exorcism & Inter-Spirit Tactical Unit’... What a pompous name.”

The young man leaning against the window muttered the line to himself.
Black hair with the faintest blue sheen, long fox-like eyes, a face that hovered somewhere between charming and handsome depending on how the light hit him.
Ujin Kang, early twenties.
Spectral Resonance Engineer.
And today—yet again—his brilliance had caused a problem.
Outside the window, the small test pod he had launched minutes earlier was being retrieved by a docking arm.
On the wall behind it, a perfect black scorch mark bloomed like a flower.
“Ujin.”

A cold voice shot from behind.

“What kind of calculation could possibly produce this result?”

He turned.
A woman stood with her arms crossed, staring him down.
Short, neat hair.
A black coat-style spacesuit tailored with ruthless precision.
Posture sharp enough to cut glass.
Sera Yoon, G.E.I.S.T. strategic analyst and field commander.

“Well...” Ujin put on a very serious expression.
“The experiment was a success.”
“Which part?” Sera’s eyebrow twitched.

“The pod didn’t explode,” he said brightly.
“And we only charred the wall. Statistically? That’s practically a miracle.”
“Didn’t they teach you in training not to use the word ‘miracle’ in space?”
Sera let out a long sigh.
“Shall I list the violations? Unauthorized output modification, breach of safety radius, incomplete experiment logs—”

“Oh, I logged it.”

He produced a small device from his belt.
A hologram flared to life, filling the air with glowing formulas and charts.
[Spectral Resonance Device v3.7 — Experiment Log]
— Output: 170% of planned
— Resonance Response: Exceeded expectations
— Side Effects: Minor wall scorching (repairable)
“See? I even wrote ‘minor wall scorching.’ Very precise.”
Ujin beamed with pride.
Sera pressed her lips together.

“Ujin Kang.”

“Yes?”

“What’s the name of this device again?”

“Ghost Heart Tuner. It tunes the heartbeat of a ghost.”

His eyes sparkled as he spoke.

“It reads the emotional wavelength of a spirit and sends the matching resonance to soothe it. Basically... a frequency of love?”

“That sounded less like a report and more like poetry,”
Sera cut him off.
“G.E.I.S.T. is not a poetry foundation.”
“Aw, come on. Modern exorcism is all about emotional nuance,” Ujin said, waving his hands.
“Ghosts have feelings too! Just beating them up is an old-fashioned approach.”
At that moment, the hangar doors slammed open.

“Who the hell burned the wall this time?”

A booming voice thundered across the room.

Both of them turned.

A massive silhouette filled the doorway—
Over 190 cm tall, muscles like steel cables, wearing a simple combat suit that did nothing to hide the thickness of his neck.
Close-cropped hair.
A voice like rolling stones.
Dohan Ma, G.E.I.S.T. field agent.

“Ah...” Dohan looked at the blackened wall and sighed.
“Of course. You again, Ujin.”
“The word ‘again’ is factually misleading. This is only the third time this year,” Ujin protested.

“That’s exactly what makes it a problem, you little—”
Dohan pressed a hand to his forehead.
“I’ve been avoiding the maintenance crew for a month because of you.”

“But the pod didn’t break!” Ujin said cheerfully.
“And I finally figured out the resonance that targets a ghost’s heart directly. This is going to be legendary in the field.”
Sera gave Dohan a sideways glance.

“I’m not sensing ‘legendary.’ I’m sensing ‘volatile.’”

“Same,” Dohan grunted.
“If that thing explodes next to me, who’s paying the hospital bill?”
“You two really lack romance,” Ujin sighed dramatically.
“You have to look into the heart of the ghost, not the regulations—”

Sera shot Dohan a brief glance.
“I still don’t see ‘useful.’ All I see is ‘potential hazard.’”
“Same here.”
Dohan nodded firmly.
“If that thing explodes next to me, who’s taking responsibility?”
“You two really have no sense of romance,” Ujin sighed.
“You should try looking into a ghost’s heart instead of—”
Before he could finish, an alarm blared across the entire hangar.

BEEP—! BEEP—!

Red warning lights swept across the ceiling like falling sheets of fire.

Sera’s eyes sharpened immediately.
“Emergency summons.”
Dohan’s jaw tightened.
“At this hour? Never a good sign.”
A large holographic panel lit up in the hangar’s center.
The G.E.I.S.T. emblem flickered to life, followed by a familiar face.
A middle-aged man with short gray hair, thin lips, and eyes that looked permanently exhausted—and permanently sharp.

Rag Noin, Director of G.E.I.S.T.

“This is a general summons,” Rag’s voice echoed through the hangar.
“Ujin Kang, Sera Yoon, Dohan Ma. Report to the briefing room. Immediately.”
The hologram vanished, leaving a moment of heavy silence.

“...That’s unusual,” Sera murmured.
“Normally summons go to established teams.”
“Exactly,” Dohan crossed his arms.
“And we’re not a team.”
“Maybe we’re about to become one.”
Ujin grinned.
“Feels like destiny. Our fateful first meeting—”
“Do not put the word destiny in your report,” Sera snapped.

“Fine, then I’ll write: ‘a statistically inevitable cosmic convergence.’”

Dohan groaned, running a hand through his hair.
“You two talking gives me a headache. Let’s just go.”
The three left the hangar together.



The briefing room sat beneath a massive glass dome at the heart of headquarters.
Stars drifted slowly overhead, and small ships glided past like meteors.
Director Rag stood alone in front of a glowing hologram, arms crossed.
He turned as they entered.
“You’re here.”

Sera straightened immediately.
“Sera Yoon reporting. May we know the reason for the emergency call?”
“You will,” Rag said.
With a flick of his hand, a gigantic galactic map expanded in the air.
A grand spiral galaxy unfurled before them, dotted with pulsing red points.

“In the past month, anomalous spectral activity has surged across the galaxy,” Rag said, voice low.
“This is not simple ghost mischief. Flight-path disruptions. Communication blackouts. Planetary system errors. Numerous incidents forming a very specific pattern.”
Sera narrowed her eyes.
“Pattern meaning... frequency? Or spatial distribution?”
“Both.”

Rag zoomed in on several red-marked regions—different colors, different sectors, but forming a connected trail along the galaxy’s arms.

“The reported spirits all share the same fundamental resonance cycle. And when we plot the locations...”

A line traced itself across the hologram, linking the red points into a vast curve.

“It looks like...” Ujin murmured,
“pieces scattered around. Like fragments.”
Rag’s gaze flicked to him.
“Exactly. We call them Fragment Spirits.”
“If they’re fragments,” Dohan said, crossing his arms tighter,
“you’re saying the original whole is still out there. Somewhere.”
“Correct.”
Rag gave a grave nod.
“Two months ago, a massive entity was detected near the galactic center. Its resonance spike rivaled a supernova. But immediately afterward, the signal shattered—split into many parts and vanished.”

Sera’s voice dropped.
“And those pieces are the ones causing trouble across the galaxy.”
“Yes.”

The hologram shifted, displaying various worlds in quick succession—
A neon-lit city.
A planet made of gears and machinery.
A vast region of drifting nebulae.
“Spirit whales blocking star routes. Time loops forming on orbit stations. Entire data clusters being eaten. Each phenomenon seems unrelated, but they all share the same resonant root. As if they were once the emotions of a single being...”

Ujin’s eyes sparkled.
“So the whole galaxy is covered in emotional debris. Like a cosmic breakup.”
“Do not romanticize this.”
Sera cut him off instantly.
“Director, if we recover or stabilize these fragments, can we identify the original entity?”

“Highly likely.”

Rag looked at the three of them in turn.

“That is why we are forming a dedicated task force.”

His gaze settled first on Ujin.

“Ujin Kang.”

“Yes!” Ujin shot his hand up like a student in class.

“You are our top specialist in resonance and sensor engineering. The problem is...”

A long pause.

“...your accidents are also top-tier.”

Ujin grinned awkwardly.
“Hey, being ‘top-tier’ is usually a compliment.”
“Sera Yoon,” Rag continued.
“Your strategic design and pattern analysis are unmatched. You will be essential in finding order within the fragments. However...”
“You mean I lack emotional persuasion,” Sera replied calmly.
“I accept that.”

“Dohan Ma.”

Rag’s gaze finally settled on the largest of the three.

“You... already know what I’m going to say, don’t you?”

Dohan shrugged.
“Ghosts, monsters, whatever—if it flies at us, I block it. If it thrashes around, I pin it. If it runs, I grab it. Simple enough.”
“Exactly.”
A rare smile tugged at Rag’s lips before he forced it back down.
“You’re one of the most reliable shields we have. But—”
“You’d like it if I watched my mouth more, right?”
Dohan cut in dryly.
“I try. Doesn’t stick.”
Rag sighed.
“Still... the three of you together might balance each other out. Your flaws might—just might—cancel out instead of multiplying.”
Sera blinked, startled.
“...Wait. Are you saying—”
“As of today,” Rag announced,
“you three will form the temporary special unit ‘Sammaekyung.’”
Ujin froze.

“...Sir, with all due respect, that name sounds like someone doesn’t like us very much.”

Dohan snorted.
“Actually? I kinda like it. Loud. Chaotic. Funny.”
Sera tilted her head slightly.
“The official reasoning for this team assignment, please.”
Rag tapped the hologram again.
A new display surfaced—
the schematic of a compact, sleek spacecraft.
“What’s this?” Sera asked.

“Your personal ship,” Rag said.
“The Ghostbuster-3. Small, but equipped with top-tier spectral response systems. Ujin—your resonance devices will be integrated into the core.”
“Whoa.”
Ujin’s eyes sparkled like a kid seeing a new toy.
“Can I engrave my name on the console?”
“Engrave nothing. Just make sure it doesn’t explode,” Rag snapped.

He gestured toward the pulsing red dots on the galactic map once more.

“The mission of Sammaekyung is simple:
Make contact with the fragment spirits scattered across these worlds.
Stabilize each situation. Recover or settle the spirits if possible.
And gather enough emotional and memory data to identify the original entity.”
Sera raised a hand.
“I have two questions.
	How much operational freedom do we have?

	Is ‘eliminating’ a spirit a valid option, or strictly a last resort?”


Rag paused before answering.

“First, field decisions are yours. Just... file your reports correctly.”

“Yes, sir,” Sera replied with a nod.

“Second—”
Rag’s voice deepened.
“Think of spirits not as targets to be erased, but as phenomena to be resolved. Something about this case feels wrong. Like we’re brushing against something far bigger than a curse or unfinished business. Mishandle it, and we might set off a backlash across the entire galaxy.”
“The entire galaxy...” Ujin murmured.
“For some reason that makes me even more excited.”
“This is not exciting, Ujin,” Rag snapped.
“And for the record—do not conduct field experiments.”
“But field data is the best kind...”
Ujin muttered, immediately going silent when Sera shot him a death glare.
“When do we depart?” Dohan asked.

“Now.”
Rag pointed toward the exit.
“Ghostbuster-3 is prepped in Hangar Bay Three. Supplies and standard gear are already loaded. Planetary briefings will update en route.”
His eyes swept across the three of them one last time.

“You’re all... very different. Honestly? It worries me.”

“Same here,” Sera added immediately.

“Wow,” Ujin muttered.
“Painfully honest today.”
“But listen well,” Rag continued quietly.
“When dealing with spirits, brute strength and intellect alone are not enough.
You need a head that follows protocol,
a body that endures the unknown,
and yes—sometimes—even a ridiculous amount of emotion.”
He exhaled.
“You three have all of that.”
A beat of silence.

Then Dohan let out a short laugh.
“Sir, you should’ve opened with that. You almost made me sentimental.”
Sera lowered her gaze slightly.
“We’ll justify your trust.”
Ujin raised a hand in a gentle salute.
“Cosmic heartbreak ghost or whatever it is—we’ll go soothe it.”
“Just make sure you return in one piece,” Rag said.
“That’s an order, Sammaekyung. Dismissed.”
Hangar Bay Three housed a small spacecraft with a sleek white hull, hovering silently above the docking platform.
Its curves were smooth, almost elegant, and along the side, bold letters gleamed under the hangar lights:
G.E.I.S.T — Special Unit Sammaekyung
Ghostbuster-3
“Ohh...”
Ujin breathed out, eyes widening.
“It’s prettier than I expected.”
“Name’s the only problem,” Dohan muttered.

“Sammaekyung... I’m going to lose dignity every time I introduce us.”
“You get used to names,” Ujin said with a bright grin.
“It has a ‘Hell’s Idol’ kind of vibe, you know?”
“That’s worse.”
Sera cut in sharply—
but her eyes carried a faint amusement.
A panel on the hull slid open, and the boarding ramp descended with a soft hiss.

Ujin stepped on first, murmuring,
“Well then, first day of work for Team Sammaekyung.”
“It’s not work. It’s deployment,” Dohan corrected, following behind with a grumble.
“Work at least comes with a paycheck.”
“Exorcism gets hazard pay.”
Ujin laughed.
“And we get to chase ghosts across the galaxy. Romance, my friend!”
“Romance doesn’t put food on the table,”
Dohan grumbled—
but the corners of his mouth twitched upward.
Sera lingered at the entrance, glancing around the hangar one last time.

So many missions had begun here.
Some teams had returned.
Others... had not.
She ran quiet calculations in her mind—survival odds, success margins, variables.
But numbers didn’t cover everything.
A tiny smile slipped out.

“...Some variables don’t show up on reports.”

“What was that?” Ujin called from inside.

“Nothing.”
Sera shook her head.
“Just saying today doesn’t feel... unpleasant.”
Once all three boarded, the ramp folded closed, and the massive hangar doors slowly lifted open above them.

Beyond the widening gap, endless starlight poured in like a silent waterfall.

Ujin settled into the pilot’s seat and placed both hands on the controls.
“Ghostbuster-3, ready for first departure. Team Sammaekyung, all members aboard.”
“Route data loaded,”
Sera confirmed from the co-pilot seat.
“First destination: the neon city planet, Rirumina. First fragment signal detected there.”
“Output stable.”
Dohan tightened his harness in the rear seat.
“And just saying—Ujin, don’t try any strange experiments during launch.”
“Oh, please. Only rookies experiment at launch.”
Ujin waved a hand.
“I do mine halfway through.”
“You’re joking.”
Dohan narrowed his eyes.
“Of course I’m joking.”
Ujin raised both hands.
“No explosions today, promise.”
Sera’s voice cut in, calm and precise.
“Beginning ascent.”
The magnetic lift connected to headquarters powered up, gently raising the ship.
The floor of the hangar sank away beneath them as they rose toward the open gate and the star-filled void beyond.
Rag’s voice crackled through the comms.

“Sammaekyung.”

“Yes, sir,” the three answered in unison.

“You are not being sent out to become great heroes.”
His tone dropped, quieter, heavier.
“Just... do well enough to come back.”
Ujin smiled softly.
“Understood.”
Sera replied with a crisp,
“We’ll keep that in mind.”
And Dohan added only one line:
“Don’t worry. We don’t die that easily.”
The transmission cut.

The ship cleared the hangar at last.
Before them stretched the endless dark—
a vast ocean of glittering lights pinned against the void.
Ujin pushed the throttle forward.
“Well then... shall we?”
The Ghostbuster-3 swept into the starlight, carving a gleaming arc as it accelerated into open space.
It followed one long arm of the galaxy, heading toward a distant world shimmering in neon.
Out there, too many ghosts needed catching,
and too many hearts—spirits and otherwise—needed untangling.
And so the first journey of Sammaekyung was destined to be—
a little dangerous,
a little ridiculous,
and very, very loud.

Chapter 2 — The Planet of Neon Whales, Rirumina
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When the Ghostbuster-3 slipped out of hyperspace, the first thing that greeted the team was light.

Not ordinary light—
but an overwhelming cascade of colors, flooding and swirling
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