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Chapter 46 — Standing on the Same Question
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Nothing changed overnight.

The question didn’t disappear.
It didn’t demand an immediate answer either.
It stayed.

And now,
they were standing on it together.



Junho felt the difference in small ways.

They didn’t avoid the topic.
They didn’t circle around it.
But they also didn’t bring it up unnecessarily.

The question existed—
quietly.
Like ground beneath their feet.

Something acknowledged,
but not constantly examined.



In his first life,
questions had always been obstacles.
Things to overcome.

Once answered,
you moved on.
Now, he was learning—

some questions weren’t meant to be answered quickly.

They were meant to be shared.



They worked as usual.

Schedules.
Deadlines.
Minor disagreements.
Nothing changed on the surface.

But the posture had shifted.

They weren’t pretending the question didn’t exist.

They weren’t rushing to resolve it either.

They were allowing time
to do its work.



One afternoon, Seoyeon spoke.

“It’s strange.”

Junho looked at her.

“What is?”

“Knowing there’s a question there...
but not feeling rushed by it.”
Junho nodded.

“I feel that too.”

She considered this.

“It feels... stable.”

The word surprised him.

But it fit.

Stability didn’t always come from certainty.

Sometimes it came from alignment.



They walked out together later.

At the corner, they slowed.

Not because they had something to say—
but because the moment allowed it.
Seoyeon spoke again.

“As long as we’re standing here—
I think I’m okay.”
Junho met her gaze.

“Me too.”

No vow followed.

No definition.

Just presence.



That night, Junho wrote:
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〈Same Question〉
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	Some questions don’t need answers.

	They need shared ground.

	Standing together
changes what the question means.


He underlined shared.

In his first life,
he had shouldered questions alone.
Now, he wasn’t.

And that made all the difference.



The next day,
they moved forward as before.
Not because nothing was unresolved.

But because unresolved
didn’t mean unstable.
Junho realized—

standing on the same question
was already a kind of answer.
Not in words.

But in how they stayed.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 47 — No Longer Able to Go Back
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The realization didn’t come as regret.

It came as orientation.

A quiet understanding
that something had shifted irreversibly.



Junho noticed it one morning
while preparing to leave.
He checked his schedule.
Packed his bag.
Everything was routine.

And yet—

there was no part of him
that wondered
What if things went back the way they were?
That thought simply didn’t appear.



In his first life,
every change had carried an escape hatch.
If this didn’t work,
he could adjust.
If things grew uncomfortable,
he could retreat.
That belief had kept him moving—
and kept him hovering.
Now, that option felt gone.

Not because it was forbidden.

Because it was irrelevant.



He felt it during a conversation.

Someone suggested returning
to an earlier approach.
“Like before.”

Junho listened.

And realized—

before no longer existed.

Not as a place to return to.

Only as a reference.

He said so.

“That wouldn’t work anymore.”

His voice was calm.

Certain.

The discussion moved on.



Later, walking with Seoyeon,
he felt it again.
The ease they’d had at the beginning—
that lightness—
it wasn’t gone.

But it had changed shape.

It carried weight now.

History.

Awareness.

There was no version of them
that could be naive again.
And strangely—

Junho didn’t miss it.



In his first life,
irreversibility had scared him.
Because it meant loss.

Now, it felt different.

It meant direction.

When you can’t go back,
you stop checking behind you.
You look forward.



That night, he wrote:
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〈No Return〉
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	Not going back isn’t a loss.

	It’s a commitment to where you are.

	Some paths only exist
because others are closed.


He underlined commitment.

In his first life,
he had delayed commitment
to preserve options.
Now, he saw—

options were lighter
than direction.



The next time doubt surfaced,
it didn’t tempt him to retreat.
It asked him to adjust—
from where he stood.
And that felt manageable.



Junho smiled faintly.

Being unable to go back
didn’t trap him.
It anchored him.

And from that anchor,
he could move—
not freely,

but intentionally.
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Chapter 48 — The First Day Things Went Out of Sync
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This time,
the misalignment didn’t surprise him.
That was the difference.



The day unfolded calmly.

Too calmly, perhaps.

Junho arrived early.
Finished what he needed to finish.
Seoyeon arrived shortly after.

They exchanged greetings.

Everything was polite.
Orderly.
And unmistakably—
careful.



This wasn’t the first time things went out of sync.

But it was the first time
they both knew it.
They were aware of the distance now.

Not reacting to it.
Not denying it.
Just... carrying it.



They worked together.

But no longer automatically.

Where they used to anticipate,
they now confirmed.
“Are you okay with this?”

“Should we do it this way?”

The questions weren’t insecurity.

They were caution.

And caution,
while necessary,
changed rhythm.



Junho noticed the effort behind their coordination.

Nothing clashed.

But nothing flowed either.

Like walking side by side
while constantly checking
whether the other person was still there.



In his first life,
he would have mistaken this for maturity.
Clear communication.
Defined boundaries.
But now he could feel it—

this wasn’t growth.

It was adjustment.

And adjustment,
when sustained too long,
became strain.



At one point,
their opinions diverged.
Not significantly.

Just enough.

Junho offered a suggestion.

Seoyeon considered it, then said,

“I think I’ll stick with my approach.”

Junho nodded.

“Okay.”

The exchange was clean.

No friction.

And yet—

something tightened.

Not between them.

Inside him.



This was different from before.

The earlier misalignment
had been unconscious.
This one was deliberate.

They were choosing restraint.

Choosing not to lean.

Choosing not to test.

And that choice had weight.



Walking home later,
Junho thought about it.
If Chapter 38
had been about noticing misalignment—
this day was about maintaining it.

Not resolving it.

Not collapsing it.

Just... living with it.



He wrote in his notebook:
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〈Out of Sync — Again〉
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	The second misalignment
is heavier than the first.

	Awareness adds weight.

	Holding distance
requires effort too.


He paused, then added:

	Stability can be tiring.


That line surprised him.

But it felt true.



Junho lay down that night
with a different kind of fatigue.
Not emotional.

Not physical.

Relational.

The fatigue of holding posture.

Of staying measured.

Of choosing not to move too far
in any direction.



He stared at the ceiling.

This wasn’t failure.

But it wasn’t resolution either.

It was a plateau.

And plateaus, he knew,

were places where people
either learned how to rest—
or realized
they needed to move again.
Junho closed his eyes.

He didn’t know
which this would be yet.
But he knew one thing—

this second time out of sync
mattered more than the first.
Because now,
they were both standing inside it.
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