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      Iron Wall – Episode 001
    

    Eleven years old?

    Yes, I was eleven.

    The happiest time of my life. Back then, I was gentle, kind… and I had a family.

    “Young master, it’s time to wake up.”

    A soft voice stirred me from sleep.

    I opened my eyes to the fragrant aroma of tea.

    The maids had brought Tieguanyin, a rare tea that could only be found in Shanxi Province.

    After that, they dressed me in a soft, warm fur coat.

    Our family was quite wealthy.

    “Your father will be joining you for breakfast this morning.”

    That news made the corners of my lips lift into a smile.

    My father loved his family.

    He joined us for breakfast whenever possible. And when he had to travel far, he always returned with a pile of gifts.

    Honestly, I looked forward to the gifts more than his return.

    I quickly rushed out of the room.

    “Hahaha! So I paid them off and bought all the goods myself!”

    “You did a good thing.”

    “Right? Hahaha!”

    Even from the entrance, I could hear my father’s hearty laugh.

    He was a cheerful, bold man. I think people respected him.

    The first to greet me when I entered was my mother.

    “Oh my, my youngest is finally awake?”

    She embraced me warmly.

    Every morning, she greeted me with love and warmth.

    “Geez, you're already eleven. Still acting like a baby?”

    “Time to let go of Mother’s embrace, don’t you think?”

    My brothers teased me like that. But I loved my mother’s scent.

    My sisters joined in too.

    “That kid always acts cute.”

    “Jealous? Too bad—cuteness is a gift you're born with.”

    “What did you just say?”

    “If you don’t get it, that’s your problem.”

    “What?!”

    “Alright, that’s enough.”

    There were seven of us siblings. So breakfast was always noisy, wild, and chaotic.

    We teased and fought every day—and made up every day. We were like best friends. Always looking for new games.

    “Hey, don’t forget we’re going to Mount Namphi today!”

    “That’s the place with the giant frogs, right?”

    “Totally! Ja-moon said he saw one.”

    “Don’t trust that guy. He’s always lying.”

    “No, he said he’s sure this time.”

    “Kyung-ah, you’re coming too, right?”

    “Of course! Hehe.”

    I laughed a lot. And I was full of affection.

    But that winter...

    Everything changed.

    “Aaaah!”

    A scream jolted me awake.

    It was so terrible, I couldn’t tell if I was dreaming or awake.

    Then I heard my second sister’s voice.

    “K-Kyung-ah! Wake up!”

    Her voice trembled badly. My eldest sister was behind her, crying.

    “Sob…”

    “Sis, what’s going on?”

    “I’ll explain later. We need to go. Now!”

    My second sister grabbed my hand and pulled me.

    As we stepped out of the room, fire blazed before my eyes. Heat I’d never felt before.

    I couldn’t think straight.

    Then I saw it—horrors beyond imagination.

    A battlefield of slaughter, death, and corpses.

    “Screaaam!”

    “Help!”

    Clang! Clink!

    “Urgh!”

    “I don’t want to die!”

    “Aaahhh!”

    I shut my eyes tight.

    All I could do was let my sister drag me along.

    “Eek!”

    She stumbled and fell.

    I opened my eyes—and saw something worse.

    Our parents… were dead.

    It was… a shock too immense for words.

    My mother’s face was half split open. My father’s body was severed at the waist.

    That image burned into my memory like a brand.

    “Save the children first!”

    My uncles arrived.

    They scooped us up and ran from the house like fugitives.

    Even then, I saw the attackers.

    They all wore black masks and glared at us with murderous intent.

    They wanted us dead too. Thankfully, our uncles protected us.

    I don’t know how many died that day. But I know most of our people vanished.

    Aside from my parents and third brother, the rest of us siblings survived—thanks to our uncles, who were martial artists.

    “Hyung… why did this happen?”

    I asked my oldest brother.

    After a long silence, he finally answered.

    There had been a treasure in our house.

    And monsters in human skin had come for it.

    “The bastards from the Moryong Clan and Gudo Trading Group… I’ll never forgive them.”

    Grit.

    My brother clenched his teeth in fury.

    That’s when I learned the enemy’s name.

    The Moryong Clan, one of the five major orthodox sects.

    And Gudo Trading Group, one of the three biggest merchants on the continent.

    Back then, I didn’t know how powerful they were.

    But I still remember how angry my brothers were, and how my sisters cried in frustration.

    We fled to a place called Cheonghae.

    Father had a friend there who agreed to take us in.

    “Thank you for your kindness.”

    “Don’t mention it. We must help one another in times like these.”

    Father’s friend had a kind face.

    He comforted us, said we were like his own children, and held us warmly.

    But absurdly enough… the very next day, he betrayed us.

    While we were desperately eating from hunger, armed men appeared.

    
      Thunk.
    

    “Urgh… How could you…”

    “Hehehe. A man’s gotta survive. Don’t hold it against me.”

    “You think you’ll get away with this?”

    “Fool. This is the only way to survive. The Cheol Clan is finished.”

    “Traitor…”

    “Kill them all.”

    Clang! Clack!

    “Ahhhh!”

    “They’re escaping that way! After them!”

    We fled once again.

    And I lost more family.

    This time… my only little sister.

    She was only seven years old.

    Her death hit me hard.

    I couldn’t speak for a long time.

    Even after that, the torment didn’t end.

    Blood Slaves—the martial world’s hunting dogs—chased us constantly. We fled through snow and wind for half a year.

    Eventually, we escaped to a faraway land.

    They called it Xinjiang.

    The environment was harsh and alien. We couldn’t even find clean water to drink.

    Thankfully, we settled by a lake called Lop Nur.

    There, we could finally catch our breath.

    The only survivors now were Uncle Ma—Father’s sworn brother—Second Brother, Second Sister, and me.

    Uncle Ma had lost his inner strength. My brother lost an arm. But they cried with relief just to be alive.

    We mourned the dead.

    Hundreds had perished. It was tragic and bitterly unfair.

    
      Sob…
    

    “It’s okay. We’re still alive.”

    “That’s right. As long as we’re alive, we can take revenge.”

    Just as we were pulling ourselves together…

    The final misfortune struck.

    “Wahaha! Kill them all!”

    “Hehehe, that girl is mine!”

    “Where are you running to?!”

    Bandits.

    They were cruel, vicious, and targeted everyone near the lake—including us.

    They slaughtered everyone.

    And I was no exception.

    I was stabbed in the stomach and collapsed.

    I thought I died.

    But I opened my eyes amidst corpses.

    I could feel the warmth of blood slowly fading.

    Was this the end?

    Beside me, my second brother lay dead, drenched in blood.

    At that point, I didn’t even feel sadness.

    Just one thought.

    
      Why… our family?
    

    The night sky was strangely clear and beautiful.

    I stared up and wondered:

    
      Why did this happen to our family?
    

    
      What did we do to deserve this? Was it some terrible sin?
    

    But my little sister… she was only seven. What sin could she have committed?

    I thought long and hard. And finally reached an answer.

    No.

    We did nothing wrong.

    We simply… were weak. And had nothing.

    That’s why we died.

    The moment I realized that, something inside me broke.

    The things called emotions.

    They vanished, and only one thought remained.

    
      I want them to feel the same question.
    

    Yes.

    
      They need to suffer as I did. As my family did.
    

    
      Revenge.
    

    Yes. I will take revenge.

    I leapt to my feet.

    Strangely, strength surged through me.

    My stomach felt like it was tearing apart, and I thought my guts would spill out. But I crawled out from under the corpses.

    
      I have to survive.
    

    I clenched my teeth.

    I’d do anything to live.

    I wore clothes stripped from corpses I couldn’t even bear to look at before.

    I ate scraps from the ground to regain strength.

    To heal my wounds, I needed money—so I stole.

    That’s how I survived.

    To a twelve-year-old, the world was merciless.

    I had to do whatever it took.

    It was hard, cruel, and painful. But I endured it all, fueled by rage and vengeance.

    Fortunately, I was smart, and bigger than most kids my age.

    I lasted a year like that.

    “Snrk. What are you doing here, boy?”

    Someone spoke to me.

    An old man with a bit of a belly.

    His eyes were bright, and his eyelids drooped slightly, giving him a kind appearance.

    But I no longer trusted appearances.

    I didn’t even respond.

    Instead, he sat beside me.

    “Hoho. You’ll freeze to death out here.”

    
      Annoying old man.
    

    Reluctantly, I spoke.

    “Please just ignore me.”

    “I can’t ignore a kid who looks like he’s about to die in the snow.”

    “Then give me money.”

    “Hohoho.”

    Instead of money, he offered something else.

    “I won’t just hand it to you. But if you tell me what you’re doing, I’ll buy you dumplings.”

    I was too hungry to refuse.

    “Fine.”

    He ran off to a store and came back with ten dumplings.

    He gave me one, then ate one himself and asked,

    “So, what are you doing out here for over an hour?”

    “...Gulp. I’m here to learn martial arts.”

    I swallowed a dumpling whole and answered. He handed me another and asked,

    “Learning martial arts, huh? You think standing outside this inn will help?”

    “I saw Cheonak Paegeom go in an hour ago. I’m waiting to ask him.”

    “Ho? That scoundrel… you know he’s a bad man, right?”

    “I don’t care.”

    Cheonak Paegeom was a renowned master in this region.

    I’d heard rumors he was seeking a disciple. That’s why I came here.

    I wanted to enter the inn, but the server kicked me out. So I waited outside.

    The old man looked at me quietly, then asked again.

    “Wouldn’t it be better to have a good master, though?”

    “Learning martial arts is all that matters. I don’t care if he’s good or bad. I don’t have the luxury to care.”

    He watched me finish the last dumpling.

    Then he asked,

    “Want me to teach you?”

    “Teach me what?”

    “Martial arts.”

    “No thanks.”

    I rejected him without hesitation.

    Surprised, he asked again.

    “Why not?”

    “My enemies are really strong.”

    “I’m strong too.”

    “Strong people don’t have pot bellies.”

    “Hohohoho.”

    He burst into laughter.

    Then, with a bitter smile, he said,

    “You’re right. I’m not that strong. But the martial art I know is. It once produced the strongest man in the world.”

    “Sure, sure.”

    “You little brat. You don’t believe me.”

    I brushed him off, and he stood up.

    “Alright. Seeing is believing. Watch closely, kid.”

    “?”

    “Funny enough, I’m here because of Cheonak Paegeom. Speak of the devil—there he is.”

    I followed his gaze.

    A tall man walked out of the inn, with two swords strapped in an X across his back. A double scar across one cheek.

    It was definitely Cheonak Paegeom.

  
    

    There was no room for me to interfere.
Before I knew it, the old man was standing in front of Cheonak Paegeom.
I didn’t know what words had passed between them. But Cheonak Paegeom drew his sword first.
Chae-aeng.
“You’re telling me to leave? Hah. You senile old fool, you must be desperate to die.”
“You’ve done enough wicked deeds.”
“Sure. If you beat me, I’ll leave quietly. But you’ll have to wager your life.”

    And so, the two of them fought.
No, calling it a fight isn’t quite right. It was over in an instant.
With a flash, Cheonak Paegeom collapsed to the ground.
The old man warned him.
“Leave within three days. If not, I’ll take an arm. Remember that.”

    He was strong enough.
I ran straight over and knelt before him.
“I want to learn martial arts.”
The old man smiled kindly and lifted me up.
“You switch sides pretty quickly, don’t you?”
“I just want to live.”
That very day, I joined Jincheonmun.

    It was my third year learning martial arts.
“Hahaha! You’ve already established Saengeotogyeol. Congratulations.”
I pretended not to hear him and continued training in Geumgang Wunae Fist.
“You brat. Why so quiet? What’s bothering you this time?”
“...”
My master was sharp.
Smiling, he asked,
“Why? You’ve trained like mad for two years and your inner energy’s just a speck?”
“...”
“Wondering when you’ll master it, when you’ll get your revenge?”
“...Pretty much.”
“Haha. The beginning is always the hardest. Like rolling a snowball, once your inner energy grows, it’ll grow fast. Don’t worry.”
“Yes, sir.”
I answered, but honestly, I was frustrated.
I wanted to find those people as soon as possible—to make them regret everything.

    It was while this frustration and impatience were building up that my master took me to the base of the mountain.
“Eating something tasty always helps your mood.”

    We lived deep in the mountains.
There was only one path down to the village, and it was always quiet.
But today was different.

    Thud. Thump.
“Ugh, please stop. I’m sorry!”
“Sorry? That’s it? Just take the beating.”
“Please, mister, stop!”
“Brat, where do you think you’re touching?”
Thwack.

    Four thugs were beating a man half to death.
Even his young son was being hit.
My master could never walk past such a sight.

    “Tsk tsk. This won’t do. Stay here.”
“I can handle this.”
I stepped forward.
Trash like them—I could handle that.
But my master looked at my face and shook his head.
“Tsk tsk. No good. You’re full of killing intent. I’ll go instead.”
“Are you just going to flick their heads and let them go again?”
“Haha.”
“That won’t work. Scum like them never change.”
“Still, you can’t just kill everyone you meet.”

    I couldn’t understand. Honestly, people like that… I thought it would be fine if they were all dead.

    My master walked up to them.
“Gentlemen. That’s enough.”
“Who the hell is this geezer?”
“Old man, if you don’t want to become a corpse, mind your own damn business.”
“Haha. Such foul mouths.”

    He waved his hand and took them all down in a flash.
He didn’t kill them, of course.
He even treated the man who’d been beaten.

    Then, the boy approached my master.
“Thank you, grandpa. Thank you for saving us.”
“Oh, are you okay?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Haha. Brave little guy.”

    It was the moment he reached out to pat the child’s head.

    Papapapat!
Suddenly, hundreds of thin, sharp needles rained down on him. They gleamed with poison.
It was from the very man he had just healed.

    My master responded calmly.
He stepped back, infused energy into his long robe, and spread it wide to block the needles.

    But there was more than one assassin.
The second attack came from the ten-year-old boy.
Papapapat!
He was holding a small canister that launched even more poisoned needles.

    Even my master hadn’t expected that.
“Guh...”
He dodged with all his might but still took a hit to the forearm.
“Master!”
I ran to him in a panic.
In the meantime, he had already taken down the assassins.
But his left arm was badly swollen.
When he pulled the needle out, black blood oozed from the wound.

    Without hesitation, he made a decision.
Sssht!
“Ugh...”
He cut off his own left arm.
The pain must’ve been immense, but he didn’t even flinch.

    I tore a strip from my robe and wrapped it around the wound.
Then I turned around.
“Get on my back, Master. We need to get to a doctor now.”

    Though I was only fifteen, I was already as strong as an adult.
I could carry him.
But instead, he pushed me away.
“Gyeong-ah. Step back. It’s not over yet.”

    “Hahaha... So you’re no ordinary old man. Surviving the Silver Star Poisoned Needle, huh?”

    A man approached us.
Two swords strapped to his back, a large scar across his cheek.
It was Cheonak Paegeom—back from three years ago.
He hadn’t forgotten the humiliation he suffered from my master.
Now, he was back.

    This time, I stood in front of my master.
“No, Gyeong-ah. Run. You’re not ready.”
He shouted, but I ignored him.

    All I thought about was how to beat this bastard.
“Hahaha. Good decision. I was going to kill both of you anyway.”

    He laughed arrogantly. He didn’t even draw his sword.
He clearly didn’t see me as a threat.

    ‘This is my chance. The first move is everything.’

    I took a deep breath and activated Saengeotogyeol.
I remembered something my master once said:

    
      “In a real fight, you don’t have time to think about what move to use. You watch your opponent. See them clearly, understand the surroundings, and react accordingly. That’s why you fight with the techniques you know best.”
    

    So I prepared the Geumgang Wunae Fist—the art I knew best.
I studied Cheonak Paegeom carefully:
His footsteps, his breathing, even the sway of a single strand of hair.

    Before I knew it, he was three steps away.
He smirked—and then, his form blurred.
His shoulder rose slightly, and his sword vanished.

    He had swung.
‘Fast—too fast.’
I couldn’t tell what he was aiming for.

    Then I remembered the shoulder movement.
The neck.
Without hesitation, I ducked.
Shhhh.
The blade sliced through the air above my head.

    It was so sharp, my scalp tingled.
Probably lost a chunk of hair.

    ‘At this rate, I’ll die.’
My nerves were on edge.
My mind went blank.

    I saw nothing but Cheonak Paegeom.
And the more fear I felt, the more I tried to focus.

    
      Zzzzzzt.
    

    That’s when it happened.
Something unbelievable.
My vision lit up.
No joke—like the sun was right beside me.
Everything became brighter.

    My field of vision expanded—zoomed in.

    I saw his face—too clearly.
His three upper teeth slightly showing, his lips parted.
A single nostril hair poked out. His left eye was bloodshot.

    And then, I saw his sword.
A moment ago, it had been a blur.
Now, I saw it raised above his shoulder, descending diagonally.
The blade gleamed with light as it aimed for my shoulder.

    ‘Why? Why is it so slow?’

    Confused, I twisted my body.
I dodged easily.
Shhht.
“Huh?”
Cheonak Paegeom was startled and swung again.

    I dodged again—plenty of time to spare.
I even observed him closely.
His sword form, his shoulder movement, the way his fingers gripped the handle.
He held the sword with his thumb, ring, and pinky fingers—his index and middle fingers upright.
That was a trait of someone trained in illusion swordsmanship.

    His left wrist looked swollen.
When he tried to rotate his sword left, he flinched slightly.
Arthritis? Either way, his left swing was sluggish.

    Also, his right shoulder was higher.
He used both swords, but clearly favored the right.

    As I thought this, a blade skimmed past my face.
Shhh.

    I kept dodging. Ten seconds passed.
Cheonak Paegeom’s lips parted in shock.
His eyes trembled—he was flustered.

    Honestly, I was too.
I didn’t know why this was happening.
But I had to focus on beating him.

    Shhh. Shhh. Shhh.
“Haah… Haah…”

    But I couldn’t land a hit.
Even with his movements visible, he dodged my attacks.
‘A direct fight won’t work.’

    I looked around.
Just a glance gave me everything.
The number and positions of rocks on the ground, color and texture differences in the soil, even a fly three paces away.

    None of that helped in a fight.

    Then I saw it—Silver Star Poisoned Needles.
Some were still on the ground, others stuck to my master’s robe.

    ‘I have to use that.’
I also saw the assassins’ short blades.
I dashed toward them.

    A blade flew at my back, but I ignored it.
Vooom.
I rolled across the ground.

    Dodging the sword, I reached a fallen assassin.
I drew his blade and rolled near my master.

    “You little rat…”
Luckily, Cheonak Paegeom didn’t realize what I was doing.
He gritted his teeth and drew his second sword.

    Chaang.
He had finally thrown away his pride.

    He rushed toward me.
Meanwhile, I cut away the part of my master’s robe with the poisoned needles.
Careful not to get pricked, I started rolling around again.

    Riiiip. Slash.
It was different now.
I could still see the attacks, but the two swords blocked all escape routes.
My robe tore, and blood trickled from my back.

    “Haah... Haah...”
I waited for my chance.

    “You bastard! Just die already!”
He slashed both swords in a crossing arc.

    I had already seen this move three times.
I narrowly dodged and stepped in close.
Then I slammed my shoulder into him.

    Thud.
Cheonak Paegeom staggered back.

    Right toward the poisoned needles.
‘Please step on them.’

    That would end it.
But—no luck.
He didn’t step far enough.

    ‘Tch. When have I ever trusted luck?’

    I don’t.
I make my own fate.

    I charged again. He did too.

    “Yaaaargh!”
He slashed both swords down in a mighty arc.
I dodged and slipped left.
As expected, his left side was weaker and slower.
I found a chance.

    
      Wunae Fist: Single Point Shatter.
      

      Bam!
    

    But he blocked it with his knee.
Too easily.

    He sneered.
‘Yeah, I know. It must’ve looked weak. But that wasn’t the real goal.’

    I rolled again—and threw the piece of robe embedded with needles.

    It landed exactly at his feet.

    I deliberately exposed my neck.

  
    

    
      Iron Mirror – Chapter 3
    

    Because my attack had failed, the Sky-Evil Sword let his guard down.
So he easily took the bait.
The distance was too close to swing my sword,
so I stepped forward and swung my elbow.

    Crack.
His head twisted, and my vision went dark.
It hurt so badly I felt like my eyeballs would pop out, and I nearly lost consciousness.
But I fought to stay awake.
I rolled to the side just in case my plan had failed.

    Cough. Cough.
But that wasn’t necessary.
The Sky-Evil Sword was coughing up blood.
He had stepped on the Silver Star Feathered Needles.
Not just one or two, but dozens of poisoned needles.
And he didn’t have the internal energy to suppress the poison.

    Gurgle.
The effect was immediate.
Black blood poured from his orifices, and he died instantly.

    It was the first time in my life I had killed someone.

    Hoo…
But… what’s this?
Strangely, I felt nothing.
So unaffected that it felt bizarre.

    The assassins were still alive.
I walked over and stabbed their necks with my dagger.

    Ugh.
Once I confirmed they were all dead, I stood up.

    I learned one thing—
When you fight, you must kill.

    With that resolve in mind, I ran to my master.
I had to get him to a doctor.
But Master’s expression was strange.
His mouth was agape as he stared at my face.

    He looked like someone witnessing a miracle—utterly shocked.
Well, of course.
A kid who hadn’t trained in martial arts for even three years had just killed the Sky-Evil Sword.

    But that wasn’t the reason.

    Master was staring at my eyes in shock.

    He touched around my eyes, shouting with joy.
He even shed tears.

    I was confused.
I raised my dagger and looked into the blade.
I was stunned.

    My eyes were glowing gold.
Instead of black pupils, radiant golden light shone in their place—mysterious and sacred.
The Golden Wheel Eyes had manifested for the first time.

    Later, Master explained that this had happened once before.
The founder of our Jincheon Sect, Seo Mun-ryeong, had the Golden Wheel Eyes.
And he had once been hailed as the greatest martial artist in the world.

    My chance had finally come.

    
      Thirteen years passed.
    

    Whooosh.
In Xinjiang, the wilderness is vast and the wind merciless.
It felt like dry wind was tumbling across the barren land.
Facing it head-on, I stood and looked at a small grave.

    It was my master’s, who passed away last night.
I had made the grave myself this morning.

    There were no tears. No choking sobs.
We’d spent enough time together, and I had no regrets.
All I could do was wish him a peaceful rest.

    But something still weighed on me.
Before the grave were three blue satchels.

    They were part of Master’s final will—but I hesitated to touch them.
I knew what Master was trying to do.

    He didn’t want me to take revenge.
But I had to.

    That will was a kind of trap.
If I took those bags, I’d be shackled.
It would delay the revenge I so desperately sought.

    A year? Five years?
Maybe even longer.
Could I endure that?

    I shook my head.
No—I couldn’t.

    But ignoring my master’s last wish?
That was impossible too.

    I might be selfish, but I wasn’t ungrateful.
I wouldn’t become a heartless bastard who forgot kindness for vengeance.

    I thought long and hard—
And realized it was actually quite simple.

    I picked up the three satchels and tucked them into my robe.

    I had four revenge targets.
And three tasks my master had entrusted to me.

    I would alternate between them.
First up—revenge.

    The first target…

    
      The bandit clan.
    

    I prepared to leave.
I packed lightly and sold off everything else.
Then sent a messenger bird to Bae Minhwan.

    I was ready to go.

    One last look at Master’s grave.

    At that moment, it felt like I could hear his voice.

    I knelt and bowed so hard the ground cracked.

    
      Thud. Thud.
    

    I walked away without looking back.

    There was once a man known as the Ghost Shadow Thief.

    A master of stealth and movement, and a gentleman thief obsessed with wealth.
Due to his profession, he often uncovered people’s secrets—
and later realized these secrets were more profitable than gold.
From then on, he stopped stealing treasures
and instead focused on trading information.

    That led to the founding of the Shadowless Gate (Muyeongmun).
Now, it’s the most famous intelligence group in the martial world,
with branches even beyond the Central Plains.

    In Xinjiang, the branch leader was Bae Minhwan.

    He was over 60 years old.
Retired from active duties, most operations were handled by his son.
He usually spent his time fishing peacefully.

    But today was different.
Instead of fishing gear, he had a carriage prepared early in the morning.

    His household was in a stir.
Eventually, his son Bae Jungdo heard of it.

    Though healthy, his father was old. Concerned and curious, he sought him out—
and met him just before he boarded the carriage.

    Minhwan smiled knowingly.

    The carriage moved slowly as he began to speak.

    Jungdo nodded instinctively.
He now understood why his father was in such a hurry.

    
      Cheolgyeong.
    

    His father was deeply obsessed with the man.
Always concerned, always eager to help with his requests.

    No matter what Cheolgyeong asked, his father always complied.

    Luckily, not for free—but the details of their dealings were a mystery.

    Jungdo sighed.

    Minhwan just smiled.
Clearly, he couldn’t—or wouldn’t—say.

    Jungdo was about to step off when suddenly—
The carriage stopped.

    
      Clunk.
    

    They exchanged puzzled looks.
Then heard a subordinate call out.

    Soon, men in black cloaks appeared.
One stepped forward.

    Minhwan smirked bitterly.

    The current master of Muyeongmun didn’t like Minhwan.
This was only the second letter in ten years.

    Cheolgyeong was his only joy in these later years.
They had barely reconnected—
and now this?

    Still, the choice was clear.

    Cheolgyeong’s business was personal.
The Gate Master’s letter was official.
It couldn’t be ignored.

    After all the investment, he couldn’t let him slip away.

    A good idea popped into his head.

    Minhwan turned to the messengers.

    Once they left, Minhwan turned to his son.

    Jungdo was baffled.

    Jungdo couldn’t accept that.
Cheolgyeong was just a client.

    Minhwan had always longed to return there.
Jungdo knew that.

    Jungdo sighed.

    It was a night of torrential rain.

    A man like a bear appeared.
He was over 7 feet tall, broader than a man’s outstretched arms.
His forearms were as thick as a man’s waist.
His legs looked sturdy enough to serve as pillars.

    He walked slowly, yet radiated pressure without even using his martial arts.

    His voice was so deep it rumbled through the floor.
His eyes were calm and clear.

    It was unforgettable.

    A rare, worsening poison required herbs not found in Xinjiang.
Expensive and hard to obtain.

    Cheolgyeong didn’t have the money.

    So he offered to work in exchange.
Jungdo had asked about his martial skills—

    That led to a sparring match with a Muyeongmun warrior.
Cheolgyeong had easily won.

    Minhwan stayed calm.
But Jungdo felt like he’d been struck by lightning.

    
      

    

  
    

    
      Iron Mirror – Chapter 4
    

    
      The Black Death Sect.
    

    It was one of the top ten sects in Xinjiang.

    The sect leader, Heavenly Blood Blade Demon Bajal, was an absolute martial arts master, and the sect had more than ten thousand disciples.

    Their conduct, however, was far from honorable—they made their fortune through human trafficking, theft, murder, arson, and similar atrocities.

    At the time, they clashed often with the Muyoung Sect. Bloody conflicts broke out, becoming a major headache.

    Then, out of nowhere, news spread that Bajal was dead.

    And rumors followed:

    
      “Blood Night Fragrance is the greatest assassin under heaven, and he was hired to kill the Black Death Sect’s leader.”
    

    But who exactly was Blood Night Fragrance? And who was the client?

    Even the Muyoung Sect, which survived on information, couldn’t uncover his identity. Eventually, the Black Death Sect fragmented into scattered remnants and collapsed.

    Baemin-hwan smiled.

    He had deliberately spread false rumors about Blood Night Fragrance.

    He really killed the leader of the Black Death Sect?
The thought was confusing and unbelievable.

    Baemin-hwan pointed at the box beside him.

    50,000 nyang was enough to buy dozens of houses. A huge amount.

    The conversation ended there.

    The two got off the wagon and parted ways.

    Baemin-hwan left with the headquarters team, while Bae Jung-do went home to pack his things.

    The meeting place was five days away, so the whole trip would likely take ten days.

    
      “Whew. This’ll be a rough journey. Cheolgyeong... I wonder how much he’s changed over five years.”
    

    Something felt strange.

    Whenever he thought about revenge, he felt an almost eerie sense of peace.

    
      Because I’ve dreamed of this for more than ten years? Because I can finally act? Shouldn’t I be more excited?
    

    Then he thought of his first target.

    
      The bandits.
    

    Only then did he feel a flicker of excitement.

    He had lived in Xinjiang all these years, and the bandits were always within reach.

    But he couldn’t touch them.

    His master had strictly forbidden it—“Unless they attack you first, leave them be.”

    
      Now those restrictions are gone.
    

    Now, he could go after them freely.

    With that thought, he ran nonstop for four days and finally arrived at Lake Napobakho—the largest lake in eastern Xinjiang.

    The water was clear and the lake was vast.

    Just looking at it made him feel refreshed.

    
      “Yeah… I remember feeling this way as a child too.”
    

    He remembered the first time he saw this lake.

    Back then, he had cried every day, deeply saddened.

    Staring at the lake was the only thing that gave him any relief.

    His second brother and sister had stayed by his side then.

    They comforted him, and the three had vowed to get revenge together.

    Of course, that vow was shattered when the bandits returned.

    
      Uncle Cheol and second brother died fighting, and second sister was raped and murdered.
    

    The memory made his blood boil.

    Luckily, he knew who those bandits were.

    
      The Black Water Bandits.
    

    That was the name of the group that had raided them back then.

    Children's laughter snapped him out of his thoughts.

    Over 200 people were camping by the lake, and more than a dozen children were playing in the water.

    Of course, there wasn’t a single person he recognized.

    Just memories.

    He stayed there for a day.

    Caught fish when hungry, slept on the ground without a tent.

    He stayed far from the others, knowing the villagers feared him.

    Finally, the person he had been waiting for arrived.

    A large wagon approached, and a man stepped out.

    The middle-aged man wore clean silk garments and complained exaggeratedly.

    He wasn’t the one Cheolgyeong had been waiting for.

    He remembered it was the man’s son.

    
      His name was Bae Jung-do, I think?
    

    Currently the acting head of the Muyoung Sect's Xinjiang branch, a vice-chief.

    The man smiled and approached.

    Cheolgyeong gave a slight nod.

    He didn’t like formalities. They were just meaningless words.

    Bae Jung-do continued.

    
      Of course I remember.
    

    They didn’t help for free.

    They demanded a hefty price—and he repaid it.

    The Black Water Bandits.

    The ones who killed his family.

    They formed 15 years ago, operated around Lake Napobakho, wore black hoods, and disbanded after a mutiny 7 years ago.

    He didn’t care about their past crimes.

    He wanted to know where they were now. That was what he paid for a year ago.

    Bae Jung-do sighed.

    Of course it was hard.

    That’s why he gave them a year, and 10,000 nyang upfront.

    Baemin-hwan had confidently claimed it could be done.

    
      Did they really keep that promise?
    

    Bae Jung-do licked his lips and spoke again.

    
      Just third-rate warriors.
    

    If Uncle Cheol and the others hadn’t been injured, they could’ve easily won.

    That made it all the more painful.

    This guy…

    
      He’s trying to change the subject.
    

    A tactic common among merchants—stall, build tension, create advantage.

    But he had a way of dealing with such people.

    He said nothing.

    He stayed completely silent, showing no reaction.

    He didn’t like talking anyway—this method suited him best.

    You can beat an enemy, but not a business partner.

    Silence was perfect for dealing with talkative merchants.

    And Bae Jung-do wasn’t just a chatterbox—he was a salesman.

    He needed reactions to do business. Without them, it was torture.

    After rambling for more than a minute, Bae Jung-do finally stopped.

    Annoyed, he asked:

    Still no answer.

    Bae Jung-do clicked his tongue and turned around.

    He boarded the wagon and began to leave.

    But Cheolgyeong smiled inside.

    
      You think you're leaving?
    

    No way.

    He was sure Bae Jung-do would come back, and didn’t even bother watching.

    Just stared at the lake.

    Like he said, the Black Water Bandits were a disbanded, lowly group.

    Finding them was hard—and likely expensive.

    But who else would buy such info?

    Only he would want it—and pay for it.

    Knowing that gave him confidence.

    The wagon moved about 100 paces, then stopped. It turned around and came back.

    As expected—Bae Jung-do was pragmatic. He wouldn’t lose money over pride.

    He got off the wagon and stood beside Cheolgyeong.

    Still silent. Bae Jung-do continued.

    Cheolgyeong waited patiently.

    Finally, Bae Jung-do snapped, throwing off his salesman smile.

    Now we can actually negotiate.

    Cheolgyeong slowly opened his mouth.

    He was clearly agitated. Cheolgyeong answered simply:

    That shut Bae Jung-do up.

    Cheolgyeong wondered if he remembered saying that five years ago—
because he had.

  
    

    
      Cheolgyeong - Episode 5 
    

    Baejungdo seemed to realize what was going on and gave a bitter smile.

    "Cheol Sohyeop, turns out you're the type to hold grudges."

    "My memory is quite good."

    "Fine. I admit it. When you said the herbs were expensive, I responded poorly. But that's all in the past, isn't it?"

    Now, Baejungdo was trying to persuade me.

    "Alright. I was a bit in the wrong last time. I'll apologize and even lower the price. Just give me 80,000 nyang. That's a 20,000 nyang discount with just a word."

    "No need. I don't want your apology. The price isn't right, so just leave."

    "You... You can't be serious."

    Baejungdo was genuinely flustered.

    "How can you suddenly void a deal made a year ago?"

    "You paid a 10,000 nyang deposit, didn’t you? And deals falling through because of price disagreements happen all the time."

    “Still…”

    Baejungdo was at a loss for words.

    In this line of work—buying and selling information—this kind of thing was common.

    When it happened, you sold the info to someone else or found someone who truly needed it.

    But the intel on the bandits could only be sold to Cheolgyeong. Unless a price had been agreed upon beforehand, there was no basis to complain if it was refused.

    And I knew why Father hadn’t set a price. It was because this mission was that difficult—too risky to estimate the cost.

    
      ‘And he wouldn’t have thought Cheolgyeong would give up the info this easily.’
    

    “Then what about revenge? How do you plan to find those bandits?”

    “I’ll find them another way.”

    “What way?”

    “That’s none of your concern.”

    I replied coldly.

    Baejungdo hesitated, paced back and forth from his wagon, clearly conflicted.

    Maybe this was the time to extend a hand?

    “There is a way.”

    “What do you mean?”

    Baejungdo’s eyes lit up and he came closer.

    “To be honest, I don’t have the money. But if you can support me with a few things, I can raise the funds. Then I’ll pay you the 70,000 nyang for the information.”

    “Hmm. Support, huh…”

    It wasn’t ideal, but it was better than getting nothing.

    “Fine. I’m listening.”

    Just as things were going according to plan, I heard the sound of galloping hooves.

    
      Thud thud thud thud.
    

    “Hyah! Hyah!”

    A group appeared, heading straight for the people near the lake.

    They shouted:

    “Ha! Hand over everything you’ve got and I’ll spare your lives!”

    “Oho! I like that wench. She’s mine. Don’t touch her.”

    “What the hell? That bastard’s glaring at me?”

    “Looks like they’ve forgotten who’s in charge. Let’s kill ten of them to make an example.”

    They were bandits.

    Twenty-two of them, all on horseback, armed with large blades.

    The stench of blood and rot seemed to carry all the way here.

    Bandits torment people and steal their belongings.

    They rape women and kill men. They treat lives worse than dog bowls, seeing people as less than animals.

    
      ‘Yes. That’s exactly it.’
    

    They reminded me of those from seventeen years ago.

    Different faces, same actions. That was enough for me.

    I was furious.

    Rage boiled inside me like fire. Those bastards weren’t even worthy of breathing.

    The deal could wait.

    I spoke briefly to Baejungdo.

    “Wait here.”

    Then I ran toward them.

    
      Swish!
    

    I charged in and swung my blade.

    
      Slash. Slash.
    

    “Arrrgh!”

    A ten-nyang blade bought off the street flew through the air—and twelve bandits were killed in an instant.

    Chaos erupted. The remaining bandits screamed and fled.

    None could be allowed to escape.

    “Aaargh!”

    “Ugh!”

    I chased them one by one, cutting them down, until suddenly I came to my senses.

    
      ‘Ah, right. I can’t kill them all.’
    

    I regained control with only three left.

    A shame.

    They died too easily.

    I lined the three up and forced them to kneel.

    “What’s your group’s name and current location?”

    The bandits looked at one another. Then one of them laughed mockingly.

    “Ha! You crazy bastard. Just kill me already.”

    If he wanted death, I’d help.

    I raised my fist, without hesitation.

    
      Thwack.
    

    
      Punch. Punch. Punch.
    

    As my fists rained down faster and harder, the man raised his hands.

    “Ugh... W-wait! Aah! It hurts too much! Please, I’m sorry! Aaaagh!”

    
      Thwack. Thwack.
    

    But I didn’t stop.

    I had no intention of stopping.

    If I were going to stop here, I wouldn’t have started.

    I could have killed him with a single blow, but I made it as painful as possible.

    So he’d understand.

    What it felt like for the people he had killed.

    I beat him to death.

    My hands were soaked in blood. His face was a mangled pulp, unrecognizable.

    When I turned to the remaining two, they shouted in unison.

    “We’ll talk! We’ll talk!”

    “We’re called the Sorangdan! There are twenty-two of us here, but another thirty are at the main camp!”

    “Where’s the main camp?”

    “It’s in Irajigon. Half a sijin ride from here by horse!”

    They scrambled to explain.

    I listened carefully, then killed them too.

    I never planned to let them live. I intended to kill every one of them.

    A short while later, Baejungdo approached.

    He looked pale, clearly shaken by the slaughter.

    I asked him:

    “Is Sorangdan on the list?”

    “Y-yes,” he answered weakly.

    “The location, numbers, names—tell me.”

    “They’re listed as being in Irajigon, around fifty members.”

    He read from the book. It matched what the bandits had said.

    The info was accurate.

    I asked again.

    “Does the Sorangdan have anyone who was formerly in the Heuksudan?”

    “Hmm. A man named Maeng Sahoek. He left Heuksudan for Sorangdan. He’s about six feet tall, long arms, with a cross-shaped scar on his cheek.”

    “Only one?”

    “Just one.”

    Then he looked over the corpses and muttered,

    “Shouldn’t you have asked their names before killing them? What if one of them was Maeng Sahoek…”

    “I want to ask a favor.”

    “What do you mean?”

    “If I kill the bandits, can Muyoungmun verify their identities? Check if any were from Heuksudan.”

    “You want us to identify every corpse? Whether they were in Heuksudan?”

    I nodded.

    “I’ll try not to damage their faces.”

    “No. Why should we do that for you?”

    “Because that’s the only way you’ll get paid.”

    Baejungdo gave me a puzzled look, so I explained simply.

    “When I reach the bandit camp, there’ll be loot. Take it and sell it.”

    He scoffed.

    “You’re not seriously thinking of using that to pay for the information?”

    “I am.”

    “That’s nowhere near enough. Bandits don’t carry proper goods. Most of it will be stolen. It won’t fetch a good price.”

    “Maybe not if you sell to fences. But what if you return it to the rightful owners?”

    Baejungdo’s eyes gleamed.

    “Bandits in Shingang have been active for centuries. Thousands of victims. Some would’ve lost treasures more precious than life itself.”

    “Hmm… That’s true…”

    He was clearly calculating now.

    “And some lost loved ones to the bandits.”

    “You’re right. If we approach those who want revenge, we could make money.”

    Some might be poor, but others would be rich.

    Some would pay thousands just for vengeance.

    “Muyoungmun could gain both money and fame.”

    “You’re giving us all the credit?”

    “Yes.”

    “How far are you planning to go with this? Just until the Heuksudan is wiped out?”

    I answered firmly.

    “I plan to kill every bandit in Shingang.”

    “W-what?”

    That was my intention from the start.

    Not just those on the list—I would annihilate every bandit in Shingang.

    “How you make use of that is up to Muyoungmun.”

    “Well… that might be possible, but it won’t be easy…”

    “Then don’t. But you won’t get the information fee either.”

    Baejungdo had no real choice. With a heavy sigh, he agreed.

    I received the list and began hunting down the bandits one by one.

    
      “Open the gate!”
    

    A loud voice rang out, and the massive five-jang tall iron gate creaked open.

    
      Screeeeech.
    

    It weighed over 200 gwan—it took five horses to pull it open or shut. But once closed, it was like a fortress.

    As the gate opened halfway, a group entered.

    They were the Third Division of the Magoldan.

    Magoldan was the largest bandit group in Shingang.

    Over 150 members, ten first-class experts, and their leader was said to be a master of the peak realm.

    The group was so large that even proper martial clans avoided them.

    “Welcome, Commander.”

    Baejonghoe, the man in charge of Magoldan’s operations, came out to greet them.

    The reply came from the Third Division commander, Bujanggan.

    “Damn it! You said we were hitting Daeeui Merchant Group. Why the hell are we being called back now?!”

    Bujanggan had a notoriously foul temper.

    But he was also the second strongest in Magoldan. In a bandit crew, strength was law, so Baejonghoe bowed and forced a smile.

    “Haha, Commander Bujang. We know how hard you work. But things are getting tense in Shingang. The boss is calling everyone in.”

    “Everyone? You mean the other commanders are here too?”

    “Yes.”

    That shut Bujanggan up.

    The three division commanders of Magoldan were usually spread across Shingang and never returned to the base unless something serious happened.

    They also didn’t get along well—so being summoned all at once meant something big was going down.

    Though quick-tempered, Bujanggan wasn’t a fool.

    Only now did he notice the grim tension hanging over the camp. He changed his tone and asked Baejonghoe:

    “Hey, Chief. What the hell is going on?”

    “Well… You’ve been in Cheonghae, so you might not have heard. But for the past month, bandit groups have been getting slaughtered.”

    “Slaughtered?”

    “Yes. Fifteen confirmed groups, all wiped out. One of them was the Pirandan.”

    “Pirandan? What about their boss, Piran Sureu?”

    “Dead.”

    Pirandan was a small group—around 40 members—but their boss was no joke.

    He was a massive Westerner with blonde hair and ridiculous strength.

    One swing of his sword could cleave a man in two.

    Bujanggan had met him once and didn’t fancy his chances in a fight.

    “Shit. Who the hell is behind this? Some bastards from the Central Plains? Got any leads?”

    “No survivors. Only rumors.”

    “What kind of rumors?”

    “Quiet.”

    A deep voice rumbled.

    They turned. A massive man over 8 cheok tall stood there.

    “Boss.”

    It was Majungseok, the boss of Magoldan.

    Piran Sureu had been tall even by foreign standards.

    But Majungseok was even larger.

    His fists were as big as a man’s head—and he had smashed many with them. His martial prowess was exceptional, known to have reached the peak realm.

    
      

      

    

  
    

    
      Steel Mirror — Chapter 6
    

    Majungseok shouted loudly.

    "Honestly, I could wipe out a small bandit gang like that all by myself. No need to worry."

    "Of course, sir."

    Before they knew it, Bae Jonghoe had approached and was nodding beside him.

    Even the vice-captain acknowledged Majungseok’s martial prowess. That’s why he was curious.

    "Then why did you call everyone back to the main base?"

    "Why do you think? I’m not afraid of those guys, but the others might get picked off one by one. Times like this, we gather and concentrate our strength. Right, Chief?"

    "Indeed, Lord. An excellent decision."

    From the way he looked, it was clear that the idea hadn’t come from the brute Majungseok himself. It had to be the suggestion of the once well-educated Bae Jonghoe.

    "Alright then, since we’ve all gathered here, no need to worry. Let’s have a drink."

    "Um, Lord... perhaps we should hold a meeting first—"

    "Bah, meetings can wait till tomorrow."

    "Exactly. We’ve all had a hard journey, might as well start with a drink."

    "Right, right. Here in Shingang, I am the law. Even those so-called orthodox sects from the Central Plains don’t stand a chance here. I’m invincible! Hahaha!"

    
      Clang clang clang clang.
    

    Just then, a sudden noise erupted from the entrance, causing a commotion.

    "What is it? What’s going on?"

    "Looks like an intruder!"

    A bandit near the entrance shouted.

    "An intruder?"

    Majungseok was the first to dash toward the gate. The vice-captain and Bae Jonghoe followed, and the rest of the group rushed after them.

    Majungseok ran a few steps and quickly reached the front gate. He climbed atop the barricade and shouted.

    "How many of them? Fifty? A hundred?"

    "Well… it’s just one."

    The guard at the entrance replied hesitantly.

    Majungseok looked at him incredulously, then turned his eyes outward.

    Sure enough, someone was walking toward them from beyond a hundred paces.

    Furious, Majungseok swung his fist.

    
      Thud.
    

    The squad leader collapsed instantly, but it wasn’t enough to satisfy Majungseok.

    "You idiot! Sounding the alarm for just one guy? Are you out of your mind?!"

    "But sir… he killed Captain Lee."

    "What?"

    At that, Majungseok asked for details.

    It turned out that when the intruder was first spotted, Captain Lee happened to be nearby. He laughed and ran out, thinking it would be fun. He was decapitated in an instant.

    That was why the alarm had sounded.

    Embarrassed, Majungseok muttered.

    "Tch. Lee must’ve let his guard down."

    Then the third captain, Vice-Captain Bugangan, shouted.

    "Besides, Captain Lee was the weakest among the three captains!"

    "Exactly. Anyway, Third Captain, take some men and go kill that guy!"

    "Me? Sir?"

    "What, should I go then?"

    Bugangan cursed inwardly but ran off toward the stables.

    He began gathering the bandits.

    Truthfully, his skills were about equal to Lee’s, so he was planning to stay back and let the others test the waters.

    "Yeah. Let the others go first and see how it plays out..."

    Just then—

    "He’s charging at us!"

    "Wh-what?"

    "Watch out!"

    
      Boom!
    

    A deafening blast.

    The horses reared up in panic, and Bugangan was thrown from his saddle.

    Amid the chaos, he saw something.

    The massive iron gate—more than five jang (15 meters) tall—was flying through the air.

    It weighed over 200 gwan (about 750 kg).

    ‘How is that even possible?’

    Screams rang out, and a mist of blood spread in every direction.

    And within that mist, shining streaks darted back and forth.

    
      Whoosh. Whoosh.
    

    With every flash, a dozen men fell.

    Only later did Bugangan realize what it was—a kind of flying sword.

    One of those shining blades came flying toward him.

    Bugangan twisted his body and drew the broadsword on his back.

    He couldn’t pull it out completely, but thanks to twisting his body, he barely managed to block the attack.

    
      Clang!
    

    It was longer than a dagger—about the size of his forearm—and jet black. After clashing, the blade recoiled as if being pulled.

    He noticed a silver thread attached to the hilt.

    The intruder was wielding that weapon with the thread.

    "What the... a seungpyo? Damn. Just some trick weapon."

    Traditionally, those who used seungpyo (rope-dart swords) or meteor hammers weren’t considered high-level martial artists.

    Weapons like that only worked against amateurs.

    They also had a clear weakness:

    ‘They’re vulnerable when retrieving the weapon.’

    Majungseok, the bandit leader, knew this too.

    And he charged at the intruder himself.

    He unleashed his signature technique—Pacheon Fist.

    
      Woooooom.
    

    The technique wasn’t sophisticated, but it was backed by immense internal energy.

    Thunderous sounds echoed as his fist struck the intruder’s chest.

    
      Thwack!
    

    It should’ve been over.

    No one could survive that punch.

    Bugangan, who had once taken that punch himself, knew it well.

    He expected the enemy to cough blood and collapse.

    But no.

    The intruder didn’t even flinch.

    A breeze blew. Dust and the bloody mist cleared, revealing the scene.

    "Huff."

    Bugangan gasped in awe.

    ‘He’s huge.’

    Until now, Majungseok had been the largest man he’d ever seen.

    But this man dwarfed even him.

    His shoulders were immense, and his exposed forearms looked thicker than Bugangan’s waist.

    Majungseok looked like a child in comparison.

    "A man like that actually exists?"

    He seemed more like a beast than a human.

    Majungseok was even more shocked.

    Not just by the intruder’s size, but by his skin—it was unbelievably tough.

    He’d used his full power, yet it felt like hitting a rock.

    No... more like striking the ground.

    Their eyes met.

    Majungseok froze.

    Under thick brows were golden irises—not just golden pupils, but the whites of his eyes glowed faintly with gold as well.

    Those eyes felt mysterious.

    And terrifying.

    They looked right through him, like the eyes of a ghost.

    Then the intruder spoke.

    "Are you affiliated with the Blackwater Gang?"

    His voice was incredibly deep—so low it seemed to echo from the depths of the earth.

    "What the hell is this guy saying?!"

    Feeling mocked, Majungseok got angry.

    He gathered all his energy and unleashed his final technique: Heaven-Shattering Annihilation.

    "Die!"

    
      Crackle. Crackle.
    

    Electricity crackled around his fist, multiplying its force. He aimed at twelve vital acupoints—just one hit would be fatal.

    But the intruder didn’t dodge.

    Was he paralyzed by fear?

    Majungseok grinned as every strike landed.

    
      Boom! Bang! BOOM!
    

    ‘Heh... That’s the end. No matter how strong his body is—wait… huh?’

    Majungseok’s grin froze.

    The intruder’s face was unchanged.

    No pain. No fear. No surprise.

    He just stared at him.

    "Is that the best you’ve got?"

    "You… bastard..."

    Furious, Majungseok raised his fist again.

    But this time, the intruder moved too.

    He didn’t use his rope-dart sword. He simply punched back.

    
      Wham!
    

    Though he stood like a mountain, when he moved, it was like the wind.

    They clashed at the same moment—but the intruder's fist was perfectly aimed at Majungseok’s.

    
      Crack.
    

    "Urgh!"

    Their fists met—but the intruder was fine, while Majungseok screamed.

    His hand shattered instantly.

    Then came the beating.

    
      Whap! Whap! WHAM!
    

    No special technique—just repeated punches. But they were fast. And brutal.

    "Pl-please… spare me—"

    
      Thud.
    

    Majungseok didn’t get to finish his plea.

    His body shattered, and he died on the spot.

    The intruder didn't stop.

    He looked around and waved his hands again.

    The rope-dart swords flew once more. The bandits fell like wheat before a scythe.

    Bugangan turned away.

    He gave up fighting.

    He chose to run—just like the others.

    Bandits had no loyalty. When things looked bad, they fled.

    The intruder moved even faster, using both hands now.

    The glinting blades doubled in number. The slaughter accelerated.

    
      "Aaargh!"
    

    
      "Gack!"
    

    Most bandits were dead, but some managed to escape.

    Fewer than twenty fled in different directions.

    Bugangan was among them.

    "Huff... huff... That monster... where the hell did he come from..."

    How long had he been running?

    Half a sijin (roughly an hour). He finally felt safe.

    But he wasn’t.

    
      Thud-thud-thud-thud.
    

    A strange sound.

    He instinctively looked back—and nearly collapsed.

    The intruder was sprinting toward him.

    But not at a normal speed.

    Whoever said big men were slow—was wrong.

    This man, like a moving fortress, ran like a swallow. Each toe tap launched him forward in great strides.

    Sand exploded behind him in a majestic display.

    If this were just a spectacle, it would’ve been awe-inspiring.

    But he was coming to kill.

    Bugangan panicked.

    ‘I’ll draw my sword early and strike when he gets close—’

    
      Thwack.
    

    A flying object pierced his chest.

    Foolishly, he’d forgotten the silver thread.

    
      Thud.
    

    He collapsed.

    Just before losing consciousness, he saw the intruder running after the others.

    From the direction, he realized the man wouldn’t stop until every last bandit was dead.

    ‘R-relentless…’

    Now he understood why no bandits survived the man's attacks.

    Was this the end?

    But then the intruder returned.

    He looked closely at Bugangan’s face—and smiled.

    As if he’d just found a long-lost treasure.

    And Bugangan lost consciousness.

    
      Some time later…
    

    Bugangan opened his eyes.

    It was dark, with stars overhead. Night had fallen.

    ‘Doesn’t look like the underworld… Am I still alive?’

    He remembered being struck—but had it only grazed him?

    ‘Heh. Guess I’m lucky. I survived that monster.’

    He felt elated and tried to stand.

    Something was wrong. He couldn’t move.

    As if his pressure points had been sealed.

    "You’re awake?"

    A deep voice.

    He realized he wasn’t alone.

    A massive hand helped him sit upright.

    There was a campfire. And the intruder sat in front of it.

    "Good. I was worried you’d die."

    The man examined his wounds.

    Bugangan realized the truth.

    He wasn’t lucky.

    He was alive because this man had saved him.

    But why?

    He soon got his answer.

    The intruder asked,

    "You’re Bugan, aren’t you? Former deputy leader of the Blackwater Gang?"

    "Gasp."

    Bugangan was stunned.

    That was a secret he’d take to his grave.

    His real name was Bugan. Seven years ago, he’d been the second-in-command of the Blackwater Gang. One night, drunk and angry, he’d killed the leader.

    Then changed his name and lived quietly ever since.

    How did this man know?

    "W-what are you talking about?"

    He played dumb.

    With no evidence, he could just deny it.

    But he’d underestimated his opponent.

    The man grabbed his pinky.

    And snapped it.

    
      Crack.
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    He didn’t know how it was broken, but the pain was excruciating.

    Bu Janggan screamed at the top of his lungs.

    “AAARGHHH!”

    But that wasn’t enough for the intruder. He grabbed Bu Janggan’s broken finger, twisted it, and then ripped it off with brute force.

    The pain was beyond imagination.

    Bu Janggan felt like his mind had gone blank from the sheer agony.

    “AAAAAARGH! P-Please… stop! I’m begging you!!”

    “The Black Water Group?”

    “Y-Yes! I was the Black Water Group’s vice-leader. You’re right!”

    The resolve to never speak, no matter what, shattered instantly.

    “M-May I ask why you’re doing this? Were you… close to our boss?”

    The intruder said nothing. He simply grabbed Bu Janggan’s ring finger.

    And just like before—he twisted it, broke it, and tore it off.

    “AAAAAAARGH!!”

    Strangely, there was no blood. The man had sealed his blood vessels beforehand.

    “P-Please… I’m sorry… I admit it. I was wrong. Just spare me!”

    “What did you do wrong?”

    The intruder asked calmly.

    Bu Janggan began rambling whatever came to mind.

    “I-I killed the boss. And… I’ve killed many others. W-What else was there…”

    He’d been a bandit for over twenty years.

    He had committed so many crimes, he couldn’t remember them all.

    Then the intruder spoke quietly.

    “Seventeen years ago, the Black Water Group raided Napo Bakhho village. My family died fighting you. And… you raped and murdered my sister.”

    “T-That…”

    He wanted to make an excuse, but honestly, he didn’t remember.

    He’d raped over a hundred women—how could he recall something from over a decade ago?

    Still, his survival instincts kicked in. He began blurting out lies.

    “I-I remember! Yes, I was in the Black Water Group then. But I was young and didn’t take part in that raid. I definitely didn’t do anything like rape. You must be mistaking me for someone else.”

    The intruder smiled.

    His white teeth looked strangely neat. He spoke kindly.

    “Heh. Don’t worry. I clearly remember your face. I’ve got a good memory—and just in case I ever forgot, I thought about it every day. There’s no way I’d forget.”

    His eyes began to redden.

    Bu Janggan’s unease peaked.

    Until now, the intruder had shown no emotion and remained calm throughout.

    But now he seemed visibly agitated.

    “Let’s take our time. Once I’m done with your fingers, I’ll move to your wrist, then the back of your hand, your elbow, your shoulder. After your left hand, it’ll be your right. Then I’ll go to your legs.”

    “W-Wait! I was wrong! I’m truly sorry! If you let me live, I’ll spend the rest of my life making amends!”

    “My sister said that too. Even after being raped, she apologized and begged to be spared. And what did you do?”

    “Th-That…”

    He had no words.

    “When I’m done with your bones, I’ll slowly peel off your skin. Then tear apart your muscles one by one…”

    
      Tremble tremble.
    

    Bu Janggan couldn’t help but shiver.

    The intruder’s voice, spoken slowly and deliberately as if chewing each word, felt genuine. His eyes were filled with a maddened resolve.

    “Look forward to it. I’ll make you feel the exact pain my sister went through.”

    “N-No! AAAARGHHHH—!!”

    From that point on, Bu Janggan survived for three more days—enduring the most excruciating pain a human could feel.

    
      How much time passed after that?
    

    A month? Two?

    He hadn’t realized there were this many bandit groups in Xinjiang. But he kept hunting them down—and didn’t let a single one live.

    Find the bandits. Kill them. Then move on. That was all he lived for.

    In the end, he had wiped out thirty-four groups.

    Each bandit group had between 30 to over 100 members, meaning he had killed over a thousand people.

    He felt no guilt. In fact, it felt refreshing.

    He only felt a little sorry toward his master. He imagined him nagging from the heavens.

    He understood those words. His master was warning him not to become a demon that delights in bloodshed.

    But it was only head knowledge—his heart couldn’t follow.

    The ghosts of his family screaming in agony hovered in front of his eyes.

    How could he not seek revenge?

    Even if his master stopped him, even if he became a monster.

    He was now looking for another group.

    Suddenly, two people from Muyoungmun approached.

    They usually watched from afar and only approached after the battle—to identify former Black Water members and collect the bandits’ treasures.

    But this time, they approached while things were quiet.

    “Greetings, Sir Iron Wall. I’m Jang Bisu, head of Division 82 of Muyoungmun’s Xinjiang branch. May I speak with you?”

    “Go ahead.”

    “Our branch leader has requested your presence. Would you kindly visit our headquarters?”

    Branch leader?

    It wasn’t Bae Jungdo—it was his father, Bae Minhwan, who was summoning him.

    “If it’s not urgent, I’ll come after I finish off the remaining bandits.”

    The list given by Muyoungmun had 41 bandit groups—only 7 were left.

    Only 10 members of the Black Water Group remained.

    But Jang Bisu said something unexpected.

    “That’s exactly why he’s asking for you. The remaining groups have suddenly vanished.”

    Vanished? Just like that?

    According to him, the bandits had completely disappeared.

    Curious, I searched for the next group on the list: the Gwangjeok Group. But they were truly gone.

    Only traces of life remained.

    I searched other locations. What Jang Bisu said was true.

    Where the hell did they go?

    To find out, I had no choice but to visit Bae Minhwan.

    So I headed for the Muyoungmun branch in Turpan.

    
      Turpan.
    

    Located at the eastern end of the Tian Shan Mountains, it had prospered during the Southern and Northern Dynasties as the Han Chinese kingdoms of Gaochang and Jiahe traded goods.

    Thus, it was home to many ruins and burial mounds spanning several eras.

    As I entered the city, everything went quiet.

    People stared at me and moved aside.

    I hadn’t activated my energy or scowled.

    My mere presence caused discomfort.

    And behind me, whispers followed.

    I heard it all—but ignored it.

    As a child, those words would’ve hurt. Made me feel shame.

    But now, they meant nothing.

    When you expect nothing from people, you’re never disappointed.

    Xinjiang people don’t drink tea, so teahouses were rare.

    In Turpan, there was only one: Xinjiang Tea House.

    “Welcom—whoa…”

    The attendant’s jaw dropped.

    I waited patiently for him to calm down.

    “P-Please wait here. I’ll call the manager.”

    He rushed off. Soon, Bae Jungdo arrived.

    “You’re here.”

    “…”

    “Please come upstairs.”

    He instructed the staff to prepare a room.

    I followed and was led to the third floor.

    As I climbed, I noticed two men entering Room Six.

    One had mediocre martial arts. But the other—his footsteps were odd.

    He deliberately stomped as he walked.

    I knew that gait well.

    
      An assassin.
    

    Trained killers moved that way when they didn’t want to alert others to their stealth.

    I’d been attacked by assassins—and had worked as one.

    ‘Why would an assassin be here?’

    Maybe they came for a contract.

    But more likely—they were here to kill.

    I was led to Room Five, right beside theirs.

    A simple room with just one table.

    I couldn’t hear their conversation—the wall was thick.

    So I sat close and used my internal energy to enhance my hearing.

    Faint voices came through.

    Then silence.

    Short—but enough to grasp the situation.

    About half an hour later, two men entered my room with a hearty laugh.

    “Hehehe. Kept you waiting?”

    A white-haired old man with a warm smile—but sharp eyes. That was Bae Minhwan, head of the Xinjiang branch.

    Bae Jungdo followed him in.

    “The bandits have vanished. Did you figure out why?”

    Bae Minhwan chuckled.

    “You really don’t bother with greetings. Aren’t you curious how much the loot was worth?”

    “…”

    “Hehe. Alright, I’ll skip to the point. The reason the bandits disappeared—my son knows.”

    He nodded at Bae Jungdo, who spoke.

    “You’ve been wiping out bandits across Xinjiang. The bodies are being found, and the rumors are spreading. People are calling you the ‘Bandit Blood Demon.’”

    I didn’t care for nicknames.

    “What’s more interesting is—other bandits heard the rumors. And got scared.”

    “No wonder. You do kill everyone you meet.”

    Bae Minhwan chuckled.

    “In the end, they decided to flee Xinjiang.”

    So that was it. Now that I knew why, I could focus on how to handle it.

    Would Muyoungmun track the ones that fled?

    As I pondered, Bae Jungdo continued.

    “Luckily, we got some good news recently…”

    Just then, Bae Minhwan raised a hand, cutting him off.

    Seemed like something important.

    He said:

    “Ahem. You know we’re merchants. If you want more info—you’ll have to pay.”

    That old fox.

    Probably trying to get back at me for haggling last time.

    “How much?”

    “This information could let you wipe out all the remaining bandits at once. And we can sell it to others too.”

    He was setting the bait carefully.

    “So? What’s the price?”

    “Twenty thousand nyang. And no discounts this time.”

    “What about the profit from the loot?”

    “Ah, now you ask. So far, the total profit is about seventy thousand nyang. Honestly, we got you a good deal—others wouldn’t even pay forty thousand.”

    “So basically, you just made back what you paid for the bandit list.”

    “That’s one way to see it.”

    The numbers seemed too perfect.

    I didn’t believe that old snake. He probably made more and just wasn’t saying.

    But I didn’t care enough to argue.

    ‘If I’m right, it won’t matter what I pay.’

    “Fine. Let’s do it.”

    I answered simply. Bae Minhwan and Bae Jungdo looked surprised.

    “You’re not bargaining this time?”

    “…”

    I didn’t respond. No reason to.

    Maybe suspicious, the two exchanged glances.

    Bae Minhwan said:

    “Alright, deal it is. You can pay later—first, the info. There are ten Black Water members you haven’t killed, right? They’re all in one place.”

    “Where? And why?”

    “Looks like they’re planning one last big score before fleeing. Over 200 bandits have gathered.”

    “Quite a crowd. Do we know their target?”

    “A merchant caravan departing from the Ormokje branch of Qinghai Escort Bureau in four days. They’re passing through Haphil to reach Qinghai. The bandits are aiming for that.”

    “Haha. Those bandits are making one last desperate move.”

    The Qinghai Escort Bureau was the biggest escort service in Qinghai.

    They spanned from the northwest of the Central Plains to Tibet and Xinjiang—and had powerful escorts.

    Most bandits wouldn’t dare attack them.

    “This time, they’ve prepared well. Word is they’ve hired dark masters from the Central Plains—and even bribed one of the Qinghai escorts.”

    “Qinghai Bureau should be cautious, then.”

    “Indeed. And once the raid is over, the bandits will scatter. Recovering the goods will be nearly impossible.”

    “Got it.”

    That last part was clearly directed at me.

    “So—how will you pay for the info?”

    Bae Minhwan asked with a smirk.

    Clearly enjoying the situation.

    Then, a loud voice erupted from the next room:

    “HEY!! Who do you think I am?! I told you I’d pay, didn’t I?!”

    To be continued.
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    Those were the assassins.
They were causing a commotion in the next room.

    “Ah, this is ridiculous. Who’s in charge here? Get the person in charge!”

    They were looking for the one responsible.
Bae Minhwan signaled to Bae Jungdo with his eyes.
Then, Bae Jungdo left the room—probably to handle the situation himself.

    Meanwhile, Bae Junghwan was pressuring me.

    “Come now, ignore them and let’s wrap this up.”
“…”
“That intel you just heard—it’s crucial even from Cheonghae Escort Agency’s perspective. It means we could sell it to them directly.”
“…”
“Don’t have the money? There are other ways, like last time. If you just help us out a little…”

    Strangely, this old man always wanted to make use of me.
But I had no intention of letting that happen.
Instead, I kept an eye on the situation next door.

    What I had anticipated was now happening.

    Crash.
Bang.
Sounds of things breaking, a scuffle.

    Even Bae Minhwan looked toward the next room with concern. I wanted to explain, but time was of the essence.
If I delayed, it could be too late.

    
      Wooooong.
    

    I activated Geumcheonmugyeong.
Energy stirred in my lower dantian and spread throughout my body.
My inner power wrapped around my heart, slowing my heartbeat and breathing.

    Then, everything I saw began to slow down.

    Geumcheonmugyeong is Jincheonmun’s secret internal art, forming the foundation that encompasses five core inner techniques. It enhances the senses of its user.
My eyes, in particular, were uniquely heightened.
My irises turned golden—this was called the Golden Wheel Eye.

    My field of view expanded more than threefold. I could see incredibly far, and even the tiniest details.
I could even see the pores on Bae Minhwan’s face and particles of dust floating in the air.
But it wasn’t just enhanced sight.

    In this moment, time seemed to freeze.
No matter how fast something moved, it appeared to me like a slowly drawn picture.
Even the wings of a flying fly flapped in discernible frames.

    This ability doesn’t awaken in just anyone.
Aside from the first head of Jincheonmun, I was the only one to manifest it.
And as my mastery of Jincheonmugyeong increased, so did the strength of Golden Wheel Eye.

    I had currently reached:

    With my senses pushed to their limits, I could now see what was normally invisible.
The wall separating me from the next room became semi-transparent.
I could detect sounds, bloodlust, and even the metallic scent of blood lingering on blades.

    Through this, I clearly understood what was happening next door:
An assassin was attacking Bae Jungdo.

    The moment he entered, they pounced.
As expected of assassins, they moved without revealing their killing intent, and their swordplay was lightning-fast.

    Bae Jungdo had already sustained seven stab wounds.

    ‘If I’m too late, it’ll be over.’

    I quickly activated Geumgang Wunae Fist.

    Crack.
The wall split. As I pushed through, I stepped inside.

    Boom!
As the wall crumbled, one of them turned toward me in surprise—
The one who was about to strike down Bae Jungdo with a longsword.

    Bae Jungdo’s condition was grave.
His right shoulder was severely injured, with torn muscles—he couldn’t raise his arm.
He clutched his sword with his left hand, barely blocking the attack.

    Then, the last assassin moved—
He slipped into Bae Jungdo’s blind spot, and even after the wall collapsed, didn’t look back—just thrust his sword forward.

    This one was dangerous.
A true elite assassin, focused solely on the kill.

    If I didn’t act, Bae Jungdo would die.

    ‘That’s unacceptable.’

    Even with the Golden Wheel Eye, I couldn’t control time.
And while I was fast, not fast enough to completely overwhelm the assassin.

    But there was still a way.

    I pushed the Golden Wheel Eye – Second Stage to its limit.
The golden hue in my eyes brightened intensely.

    What I saw now felt unreal—
Everything was vividly clear, as though I were in another world.

    I could see how the assassin’s muscles flexed and where his internal energy flowed.
I could even predict his next move and technique.

    I could also gauge how Bae Jungdo would react and attempt to dodge.

    Their movements played out in my mind, and I found a gap to intervene.

    Swish.
I threw two small shurikens from my waist.
One aimed for the assassin’s foot, the other at the moment his sword was about to pierce Bae Jungdo’s neck.

    They wouldn’t cause serious damage, but they would buy me a moment.

    That slight delay was enough for me to close the distance.
The assassin’s form wavered slightly, and Bae Jungdo narrowly dodged.

    I leapt forward, occupying the assassin’s next intended position.

    “Huh?”
The assassin faltered as his space was taken.

    Thud!
My fist struck his face.
He raised both arms to block, but it wasn’t enough.

    Crunch.
Crash.
His arms broke, shoulder dislocated, and he was flung backward.

    I immediately turned to the man with the longsword.

    Jincheon Style – Geumgang Wunae Fist
"One Point Destruction"

    A technique that concentrates all power into a single point.

    He tried to block with his sword, but it was futile.

    Crack!
“Aaaargh!”

    The longsword shattered, his arm and rib cage crushed.

    I didn’t kill him on purpose.
I needed to extract who sent them, and it was a courtesy to the Muyoung Sect.

    
      Hoo.
    

    I wasn’t unscathed either.
It hadn’t been long since I awakened the second stage of Golden Wheel Eye.
Using it so abruptly had strained my body.

    I immediately retracted the technique and shut my eyes.
They felt unbearably dry, as if I hadn’t blinked for three days and nights.

    This wasn’t something internal energy could fix.
I had to wait it out.

    Bae Minhwan crossed over and assessed the situation.
He checked on his son first and called a physician, then ordered his men to remove the assassins.

    Meanwhile, I requested a quiet room and stayed alone until my eyes recovered.

    ‘It’ll take at least half a shichen to subside.’
(One shichen = 2 hours)

    But it was worth the strain.
At least I didn’t have to see Bae Minhwan cry over his son’s death.
And talk of payment for the information would disappear, too.

    After half a shichen, Bae Minhwan visited.
He brought up the matter of payment first.

    “Iron Mirror. Thank you for saving my son. Let’s forget the matter of payment for the bandit intel. I won’t ask for money.”

    But that wasn’t enough.

    “I saw a token proving one’s identity in the Muyoung Sect. Lend me one.”
“The Muyoung Sect’s token? Why?”
“I need it.”
“That’s not something we just hand out.”
“Even as payment for your son’s life?”
“Ugh…”

    Bae Minhwan finally sighed in resignation.

    “Fine. I’ll have one made.”
“One more thing. I need information on the location written here.”

    I handed him a name I had prepared.
The vengeance against the bandits was nearly complete—it was time for the next.

    Bae Minhwan checked the name and sighed.

    “Whew… To what extent do you want it investigated?”
“What’s the maximum you can do?”
“If I wanted, I could find out the Sect Leader’s underwear color. But it’ll take time and money…”
“Your son’s life should cover that, don’t you think?”
“Fine, fine! Enough with the guilt trip!”

    Bae Minhwan snapped in frustration.
I didn’t press further.

    Bae Minhwan had a Muyoung Sect identity token crafted for Cheolgyeong and told him they’d lose contact for a while due to the assassins.
Cheolgyeong only nodded and left immediately.

    Bae Minhwan watched from the second floor as he departed, then walked over to his son’s bedside.

    “Jungdo, are you alright?”
“Forgive me for showing such a shameful sight, Father.”
“What could you have done? Surviving a planned assassin attack is luck in itself.”

    In truth, it was thanks to Cheolgyeong.
Without him, their reaction would’ve been too late.

    He’d repay that in due time. For now, more urgent matters came first.

    Bae Minhwan clenched his fist and muttered:
“Whoever dared do this—whatever the reason—I won’t let it slide. Triple the guards.”
“And you should increase your own as well, Father.”
“Right. I’ll handle what Cheolgyeong requested personally, so don’t worry about it.”

    No matter how busy, he wouldn’t neglect Cheolgyeong’s request.

    Bae Jungdo cautiously asked:
“Father, I admit Cheolgyeong is skilled. But there are many others like him if we have enough money. Why are you so invested in him? Is there a reason?”

    “The Golden Wheel Eye.”
“The Golden Wheel Eye?”

    Bae Minhwan paused, then slowly began.

    “Let me tell you why I’m so focused on him. But first, you need to know what happened five hundred years ago.”

    “A martial artist from the outer lands came to the central plains. He defeated renowned masters and even forced the Nine Great Sects to kneel. He’s said to have beaten the Demon Lord of Ten Thousand Mountains.”

    “He was the first and last from the outer lands to become known as The Greatest Under Heaven.”

    Bae Jungdo tilted his head in confusion.
Such a figure should’ve been famous—he’d never heard of him.

    “Never heard of him.”
“Of course. To the central sects and Demon Cult, it was a shameful history. They’ve worked hard for 500 years to erase him. His bloodline dwindled and eventually disappeared.”

    “So Cheolgyeong is related to him?”

    Bae Minhwan smiled faintly.
“Our Muyoung records say that man had golden eyes.”

    “Ah.”

    Now Bae Jungdo understood.

    Cheolgyeong was from the same sect as that legendary martial artist, and possessed the same Golden Wheel Eye.

    “He’s not yet at the level to speak of the world stage. But he will be. And we need to be by his side.”

    Bae Minhwan was the head of Muyoung’s Xinjiang branch.
He used to be an elder, and his hometown was in the central plains.
One day, he hoped to return there.

    For that, he needed results—and Cheolgyeong, with the Golden Wheel Eye, was the key.

    “He wiped out Xinjiang’s bandits the moment he appeared. He’s still minor now, but he’ll shake the world.”

    Like a calm lake disturbed by a massive stone.
Not just a ripple, but a tidal wave.

    True investors invest in the future.
Bae Minhwan was investing in Cheolgyeong.

    There were still bandits left.
Ten members of the Black Water Gang needed to be eliminated.
Only then would the first round of revenge be complete.

    Unfortunately, Muyoung Sect didn’t know their exact location.
The bandits were scared and constantly on the move.
Also, the recent assassin attacks had left Muyoung in chaos.

    ‘I’ll need a different way to track them.’

    Thankfully, he knew what their target was:

    Cheonghae Escort Agency.
If he followed them, he’d find the bandits.

    Cheolgyeong paused and looked around.
This was Xinjiang—mostly desert and grassland.
There were few places to hide.

    Following an escort mission undetected would be difficult.

    ‘Especially with my build, it’ll be even harder.’

    It would be better to become an escort himself.
Or even work as a baggage handler.

    As long as he moved with Cheonghae’s group, he’d inevitably run into the bandits.

    ‘With my level of martial arts, I should easily qualify as an escort.’

    But reality wasn’t so kind.

    
      To Be Continued…
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    Iron Mirror ran for three days.

    He finally arrived at a village called Oromokje and headed straight to a branch of the Cheonghae Escort Bureau.

    There were guards at the front gate, and when Iron Mirror approached, they immediately tensed up.

    Startled by his massive, hulking figure, they gripped their weapons tightly.

    Iron Mirror spoke.

    “I’m here to apply as an escort.”

    “P-please wait a moment.”

    One of the guards went inside and returned with another man.

    This middle-aged man had a slightly protruding belly and seemed to hold a somewhat higher rank.

    He looked at Iron Mirror as if observing a rare animal, then marveled at his physique.

    “Ho! Impressive indeed. Greetings. I’m Wang Jabok, the escort chief. You said you want to become an escort?”

    Iron Mirror nodded.

    “I don’t know your martial level, but judging by your appearance alone, you seem more than fit to be an escort. Bandits would probably flee at the mere sight of you! Hahaha.”

    He laughed heartily.

    From his reaction, Iron Mirror thought it would be easy to become an escort. But then a problem arose.

    “Let’s head inside first. There’ll be some paperwork, a simple test, and then we’ll do a background check. If nothing’s wrong, you can start in about a month.”

    A month?

    ‘I need to join the escort mission leaving tomorrow.’

    “I heard there’s an escort job departing tomorrow…”

    Wang Jabok chuckled.

    “This your first time working as an escort?”

    “Yes.”

    “I thought so… I don’t know where you heard that, but let me be clear. Most escort bureaus don’t put new hires straight into jobs. You could be a bandit spy or turn on us mid-mission.”

    They observed newcomers for about a month to gauge their character and verify their background.

    But Iron Mirror couldn’t wait a month.

    He asked Wang Jabok, “What about working as a porter?”

    “Same procedure. Still requires background checks. Takes about a month.”

    That threw a wrench in his plans.

    “Is there no other way?”

    Wang Jabok chuckled and asked, “Haha, so it’s not that you want to be an escort. You just want to earn money while traveling somewhere else? Trying to sneak into the escort mission tomorrow?”

    Iron Mirror nodded.

    “Occasionally some martial artists try that. We usually turn them away—unless it’s someone whose identity is well known and verified.”

    So if he could prove his identity, he could join the mission.

    Iron Mirror pulled out the Muyoungmun insignia he’d received from Bae Minhwan.

    “Would this suffice as proof?”

    Wang Jabok examined it and muttered, “Hmm… Looks authentic. Still, I’ll need to confirm with Muyoungmun. That’ll take about three days.”

    Still too long.

    Iron Mirror considered his options, then chose to push forward directly.

    “Then I’ll speak plainly. There’s intel that bandits are targeting this escort mission.”

    “What?! Is that true?”

    “Let me speak to the mission leader. I’ll explain in more detail.”

    Iron Mirror hated lying.

    But he wasn’t naive enough to reveal everything. He’d share only what was necessary.

    After a moment of hesitation, Wang Jabok led him inside.

    Iron Mirror was soon left alone with a man—the leader of the upcoming escort mission.

    “I’m Chief Escort Do Bangjin. I hear you mentioned something about bandits? But before that, which branch of Muyoungmun are you from?”

    He already seemed suspicious.

    Iron Mirror replied, “To be precise, I’m not a member. I simply have ties to Muyoungmun and received this insignia through that connection.”

    “What kind of ties?”

    “Nothing much. I have a grudge against bandits, and we’ve been cooperating as I track them down.”

    “You seek revenge?”

    Iron Mirror nodded.

    Revenge was common in the martial world and often considered justification for any action.

    “According to Muyoungmun, the bandits I’m after are planning to hit the next escort from Cheonghae.”

    “Hm… This upcoming mission…”

    Muyoungmun’s intel could be trusted.

    But Do Bangjin was a cautious man.

    “I understand your situation, but… I can’t take your word at face value. As you might know, Cheonghae Escort Bureau is the largest in both Xinjiang and Qinghai. We have the finest martial experts. Not once in the past decade have we fallen to bandits.”

    He said this with pride.

    Iron Mirror replied calmly, “This time will be different. Multiple bandit groups have joined forces—over two hundred of them, I hear.”

    “Two hundred?! Are you sure? Bandits are selfish by nature. I find it hard to believe they’d cooperate in such numbers.”

    “If you doubt me, contact Muyoungmun to verify.”

    He offered the insignia again.

    But Do Bangjin didn’t even glance at it.

    “I know what Muyoungmun is. But even the nearest branch is three days away on horseback.”

    “Then send a carrier pigeon.”

    “Pigeons aren’t reliable these days.”

    It wasn’t uncommon for carrier pigeons to be intercepted and their messages altered. That’s why truly vital information was never sent this way.

    So there was no time to verify anything before tomorrow’s departure.

    “Then let the escort mission depart as scheduled, and someone else can verify my identity and catch up later.”

    “That’s also not possible. It would take at least seven days. What if you turn out to be a bandit during that time?”

    Do Bangjin worried more than he appeared.

    Iron Mirror was getting frustrated.

    “You’re overcomplicating this.”

    There would be no swift resolution at this rate.

    He looked Do Bangjin straight in the eye and said,

    “You’re mistaken on two points.”

    “Oh? What do you mean?”

    “First, I don’t need to sneak in to steal your cargo.”

    He unleashed the Jincheon Internal Arts, releasing his energy without restraint.

    
      Wuuuuuung.
    

    The two men were startled and stepped back.

    Wang Jabok and even Do Bangjin couldn’t withstand the pressure for long. His face contorted.

    “S-stop! Cough, cough.”

    He coughed repeatedly, clearly injured internally.

    Iron Mirror withdrew his energy. Do Bangjin sighed deeply.

    “Phew… I apologize for doubting you. I didn’t realize you were such a high-level expert.”

    Iron Mirror’s aura had surpassed even peak-level mastery.

    At that level, even major sects would treat him like an elder.

    In contrast, escort bureaus were typically lower tier. Most escorts were second- or third-rate, and even the chief escorts barely ranked first-class. Do Bangjin was no exception.

    Simply put, Iron Mirror was strong enough to crush the escort mid-mission if he wanted. There was no need to sneak in.

    He added one more point.

    “Isn’t it strange? Of all the escort bureaus, why would they target Cheonghae’s Oromokje branch specifically?”

    Do Bangjin and Wang Jabok exchanged glances. Wang Jabok muttered,

    “Now that you mention it, it is odd. There are over five bureaus nearby. Even our branch has another office further south in Xinjiang. Why ours?”

    “There’s a traitor among your ranks.”

    At Iron Mirror’s words, their expressions turned grim.

    “Are you certain?”

    “That’s what Muyoungmun’s intel says.”

    “Hmmm…”

    Could someone have leaked the route and schedule?

    Even objectively, it seemed likely. But investigating wouldn’t be easy.

    Do Bangjin and Wang Jabok whispered to each other.

    “This could cause unnecessary turmoil.”

    “But we have to check. As you know, this escort mission is critical for our branch. Better to be safe than sorry.”

    “Hmmm…”

    If Iron Mirror was wrong, they’d just be embarrassed.

    But if he was right and they ignored him, they could lose everything.

    “Very well. Let’s do it.”

    Do Bangjin summoned everyone who knew the route and schedule.

    Then he said to Iron Mirror,

    “Please wait. We’ll conduct an internal check first, then speak again.”

    They escorted him to a quiet back room.

    Two shichen (four hours) passed since Iron Mirror was sent to the back.

    The sun was setting, but there was still no word.

    ‘They said it was urgent. What’s taking so long?’

    Iron Mirror opened the window and looked around. If nothing happened soon, he planned to go find the chief.

    Just then, he saw Wang Jabok passing by. He leaped from the window and approached.

    “What’s the situation?”

    “Whoa! You scared me!”

    Clutching his chest, Wang Jabok exclaimed,

    “You shouldn’t pop up like that!”

    “It’s been two shichen.”

    “Well, the thing is… Ahem. There are nineteen people who knew about the mission. All of them deny everything. And we’ve worked together for over twenty years—it’s hard to accuse anyone without proof.”

    So in short, they hadn’t made any progress.

    Hopeless.

    “I’ll help.”

    “How?”

    “Just take me to them.”

    If the escort was canceled, Iron Mirror’s plans would fall apart.

    He followed Wang Jabok to the gathering of escorts and chiefs.

    Along the way, he said,

    “As soon as we arrive, announce this: the escort mission has been canceled.”

    “What?!”

    “That’s what the chief decided after much deliberation.”

    “Wait, why lie about that?”

    Wang Jabok stopped and asked.

    Iron Mirror explained,

    “Think about it. If you were the traitor who leaked info to the bandits in exchange for money, and then heard the mission was canceled… what would you do?”

    “Ahh… Right. That would be bad. The bandits won’t just sit quietly.”

    The person who most needed the mission to go ahead was the traitor.

    “So they’ll react.”

    It was a simple plan.

    Once Wang Jabok made the announcement, Iron Mirror would observe the escorts from behind.

    The one who was most surprised and most strongly opposed was the likely traitor.

    They carried out the plan.

    “…Therefore, after long deliberation, Chief Do Bangjin has decided to cancel the mission.”

    “What?!”

    “Chief Wang, is this true?”

    “There’ll be huge penalties to pay.”

    “We’ll suffer massive losses.”

    “No, it’s the right decision. If the bandits really are targeting us, why take the risk?”

    “There’s no proof they’re after us!”

    People erupted all at once.

    Everyone was shouting their own opinions, creating a chaotic scene.

    In the midst of it, Iron Mirror activated the Golden Wheel Eye.

    His vision expanded, and time around him seemed to freeze. He divided his field of vision into nine sections, then divided those into nine more.

    Eighty-one segments—each analyzed simultaneously. A method of observation only Iron Mirror could perform.

    Most showed signs of surprise—slightly widened pupils, stiffened expressions, tensed bodies.

    He classified them into three types:

    First, those uninterested.

    People who didn’t care whether the mission happened or not. Only three, quietly standing in corners.

    Second, those who agreed with the cancellation.

    They acknowledged the threat of bandits and supported the decision. Six people.

    The remaining ten opposed the cancellation. Some calmly voiced their opinions from their seats, while others stood and passionately objected.

    Among them, one man caught Iron Mirror’s attention.

  
    

    
      Iron Wall – Chapter 10
    

    He was relatively calm.

    He seemed to be over sixty and was good at controlling his emotions.

    But if you looked closely, you’d see that he was resting his chin on his hand, subtly covering his mouth, and glancing around with eyes full of discontent.

    His shoulders were tense, and sweat beaded on his neck and forehead.

    Sweating in this weather?

    That alone was suspicious.

    What he said was also odd—he was agitating those around him.

    He incited the crowd like that, and the increasingly agitated people seemed ready to move.

    Cheol-gyeong approached the man.

    And asked outright,

    At that, the man’s heart began to race wildly. He grew agitated and shouted.

    He said it like a certainty.

    The man leapt to his feet.

    Perhaps due to his age, his acting was convincing. He looked truly wronged.

    He even yelled at Wang Ja-bok.

    He tried to throw a fit, insisting on his innocence.

    Cheol-gyeong gently placed a hand on his shoulder.

    
      Squeeze.
    

    No internal energy needed.

    Just his grip strength, and the man trembled and sat down, unable to resist.

    The man’s heartbeat surged at the word money.

    Cheol-gyeong closely observed his bodily reactions and followed the clues to the truth.

    Lips can lie. But unless one is a master, it’s hard to control your heartbeat or pulse.

    At first, the man looked deeply offended. But soon, he turned pale and finally lowered his head.

    Only then did the others around him begin to suspect him as well.

    That was Cheol-gyeong’s cue to step back.

    From this point on, it was an internal matter for the Qinghae Escort Agency. He left the rest to Wang Ja-bok and returned to his quarters.

    That night, Chief Escort Do Bang-jin and Escort Captain Wang Ja-bok came to see Cheol-gyeong.

    To Cheol-gyeong, that was the most important part.

    If they got scared and canceled the mission, tracking down the bandits would become far more complicated.

    He sighed heavily, clearly stressed. Wang Ja-bok explained further.

    Because the route was already the shortest possible.

    This was a fortunate decision for Cheol-gyeong.

    Even with every available escort, they had fewer than a hundred people. So they would fill the gap with mercenaries.

    Do Bang-jin turned to Cheol-gyeong and asked,

    They were sincerely grateful.

    And so was Cheol-gyeong—

    Grateful they hadn’t abandoned the mission.

    Now he could meet the bandits just as planned.

    The next morning, the Qinghae Escort Agency’s transport mission proceeded as scheduled.

    They maximized the number of escort fighters and gathered nearby mercenaries. The total number of warriors tripled before setting off.

    However, most of the lower-ranked fighters and wagon drivers weren’t told about the bandits. To avoid panic, only a few team leaders and elite guards were informed.

    Cheol-gyeong paid no attention to the internal workings of the agency.

    He quietly followed from the back.

    Due to his large size, he drew curious looks. Wang Ja-bok stepped in to introduce him.

    Cheol-gyeong said nothing, and Wang Ja-bok answered instead.

    He was good at keeping people calm.

    Cheol-gyeong, on the other hand, wasn’t used to such social settings.

    He had grown up alone with his master. After his master fell ill, Cheol-gyeong had done everything himself. Being among people like this, chatting, felt uncomfortable.

    Some approached him out of kindness, but he deliberately kept his distance.

    Eventually, they left him alone, and Cheol-gyeong became isolated once more.

    He fell back to the rear of the caravan.

    All the other guards and mercenaries were on horseback, but Cheol-gyeong walked.

    There simply wasn’t a horse large enough to carry him.

    Later, Wang Ja-bok came by and apologized.

    Cheol-gyeong told him it was fine.

    To him, walking was just another form of training.

    Three days passed like that.

    No one stayed near Cheol-gyeong. He followed from the very end, slowly and alone.

    At first, people kept an eye on him, but eventually, they forgot he was even there.

    He became like a shadow.

    
      Clip-clop.
    

    On the fifth day, he heard hooves.

    Cheol-gyeong looked up.

    He unconsciously clenched his fists.

    In the distance, he saw twenty-four riders. They wore thick travel cloaks and were armed.

    Among them were ten who seemed to be first-rate fighters—and even one who appeared to be a master.

    But they weren’t bandits.

    They were mercenaries hired by the Qinghae Escort Agency.

    Wang Ja-bok came up beside Cheol-gyeong with a proud smile.

    Truthfully, he didn’t care. But Wang Ja-bok went on.

    Soon, the group approached, and Wang Ja-bok went to greet them.

    The leader of the Blood Wolf Unit, Nam Gwan-woo, was a short man with an unusually long sword.

    He looked at Cheol-gyeong too, clearly intrigued.

    Chief Escort Do Bang-jin soon arrived and warmly welcomed him.

    The Blood Wolf Unit was one of the top three freelance squads in Qinghae and Xinjiang.

    Though they had over a hundred members, only thirty could be spared for this job.

    Nam Gwan-woo himself was a rare master-class warrior among mercenaries.

    After that, the journey grew tedious.

    More than twenty days passed without incident, and the group was nearing Hapmil.

    During a transport mission, accidents are inevitable.

    
      CRACK.
    

    The largest wagon was carrying the heaviest cargo—over 1,200 pounds—and pulled by four horses.

    But one wheel cracked, then broke entirely. The others couldn’t bear the weight, and the wagon tilted dangerously.

    Four porters rushed in, joined by three guards. But the wagon was too heavy—any attempt to stop it could be fatal.

    People shouted from all sides.

    Some ran to help, but it was already too late.

    The wagon tipped over helplessly. Even those holding it gave up and fled.

    The problem was the porter in the very back—his leg got caught, and he couldn’t escape.

    People screamed. Some closed their eyes.

    But… no scream came.

    People slowly opened their eyes—and were stunned.

    One man was holding the wagon.

    Not just stopping its tilt—but actually lifting it from underneath.

    With one hand.

    Someone shouted, and people rushed in.

    They brought large rocks and propped up the wagon. Only then did Cheol-gyeong let go.

    
      Thud.
    

    A massive catastrophe had been averted.

    Thanks to Cheol-gyeong, disaster had been narrowly avoided. People were amazed by his strength and stared in awe.

    Someone shouted—

    And others joined in.

    They clapped and cheered.

    From that moment on, people’s attitudes began to change.

    They were still a little intimidated, but no longer afraid of him.

    Some started conversations, others brought him food. Some even greeted him with respectful nods as they passed.
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