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  Chapter 1: The Stranger’s Command





Hakyung moved swiftly under the clear water, to the point where even the smallest grain of sand was visible.

The movement of his smooth legs and arms was as natural as a fish’s.

While he held a large basket at his side, Hakyung soon found his spot and started rummaging through the ground.

As he stirred the sand and large leaves, the water quickly turned into a murky mess.

Hakyung gently shook the basket.

Light mud was swept away by the current, and inside the basket, small, plump shrimp jumped up.

Thinking that today would be the last time he would encounter these little creatures, he felt a bittersweet emotion.

“Hakyung! Is it all done?”

“Yes! This is the last basket!”

“Oh, hurry up and come up! It’s cold!”

Hakyung brightly responded to the voices of his uncles from afar.

With a shout of “Eutcha!” he balanced the basket on his head and moved his feet.

Indeed, swimming was much faster than walking in the water, but he had to move carefully, afraid the shrimp he had caught would be swept away by the current.

He climbed a small hill and emptied the basket into the large container that held today’s catch.

His uncles, standing nearby, patted him on the shoulder and complimented him.

“Hakyung, you packed it up tight for the last one, huh?”

“Yeah, well. What’s going to happen to that Aesu (shrimp) in our village now?”

“Aesu? It’s not Aesu, it’s Aisu! Eh, I-su!”

“Aesu or Aisu, what’s the difference! Geez!”

Hakyung laughed shyly at his uncles’ banter and firmly put on the cap he had left by the basket.

It felt as natural as breathing to cover his head with the cap.

His uncles gave him a final, congratulatory word and handed him an envelope.

It was his payment for the week.

Clutching the precious payment, Hakyung quickly ran home.

The roof, which had been patched with slate plates, looked as though it would collapse any moment, but it boasted sturdy strength that had lasted for over 20 years.

“Grandma! I’m home!”

Throwing off his slippers, Hakyung suddenly opened the bedroom door.

His grandmother, Lee Mal-Sook, who had been sewing, greeted him with a smile while holding a piece of fabric.

“Oh my, has my little piggy come back?”

“Yup! Little piggy is back!”

Hakyung grinned and wrapped his arm around his grandmother’s waist.

She was the one who had raised him and his siblings in place of their parents, who had passed away early.

It was natural to feel deep affection for her, more than family.

Since the origin of dolphins was “pig whale,” his grandmother always called Hakyung and his siblings “little piggy” instead of “little puppy.”

They had heard this phrase so many times as children that there was no awkwardness at all.

“Here, Grandma! This is my payment for the week. Let’s go to the bank together tomorrow.”

“Oh… you’ve worked hard, good job!”

“Hard work? It’s just something I have to do.”

His grandmother’s eyes welled up with tears as she thought about the hard work Hakyung had done to pay off his debts.

She felt deeply upset whenever she thought about how Hakyung had been out catching shrimp all day, from morning until late at night, with hands so swollen they looked as though they might burst.

On the other hand, Hakyung smiled cheerfully with a carefree face.

He was grateful that he could make money to support his grandmother, who had raised him and his siblings, especially since her back had bent with the years.

“Young people are the real treasure. This level of hardship doesn’t even count as real suffering,” he thought.

All Hakyung wished for was that his grandmother could live the rest of her life peacefully, without debts.

At just 24 years old, Hakyung had matured far too early, leaving his grandmother even more upset without even realizing it.

Hakyung patted his grandmother’s shoulder with a composed expression.

“Don’t worry, Grandma. When I go to Seoul, I’ll make even more money. You just stay with the uncles and aunts and have fun, okay?”

“Alright, that’s what you should do. Grandma will be waiting for my little piggy. Go and come back healthy, okay?”

“Of course! If I lose my health, I won’t have anything left!”

Hakyung pretended not to notice the tears welling in his grandmother’s eyes as he shrugged his shoulders.

Just three more years of hard work, and he could live happily with his grandmother for the rest of his life, without worry.

“But is it really reliable? Isn’t Kim Taeyoung lying to you again?”

“No, no, he’s not that bad. Don’t you remember, Taeyoung saved my life?”

“That may be true, but…”

Even after Hakyung’s explanation, his grandmother didn’t fully look convinced.

After reassuring her several times, Hakyung was finally able to put his grandmother’s worries to rest.

Having comforted his grandmother, it was only two days after arriving in Seoul that Hakyung found himself sitting, homeless, in a corner of a building.

“Damn. Kim Taeyoung, you bad son of a…”

Muttering the harshest words he knew, he pressed his cap down even further.

The address Kim Taeyoung had given him was displayed clearly on his phone screen: Seoul, OO, XXX Street 32-7, 3rd floor.

He had double-checked the address several times after finding the neighborhood, but it was nowhere to be found.

When he had asked him earlier, he’d helpfully attached a map to guide him…

What a thoughtful way to mess with me, creating a fake address and even providing a map.

It was almost touching, how much effort he put into this prank.

He couldn’t get in touch with him, maybe because he’d blocked his number.

It was only natural.

Even though Hakyung had been soft on him before, this time, he was too angry to let it slide.

“Damn.”

But what was the point of being angry now?

He didn’t even know where to direct his anger.

The cold air slapped his face, mocking him like a foolish dolphin, and passed by.

He rubbed his sore cheeks, but his hands were too cold to be of any use.

Going back to his hometown like this wasn’t an option.

He had boasted to his grandmother and the village elders about making lots of money, and defending Kim Taeyoung, who had made him the subject of ridicule, was bound to reach its limit soon.

Stuck in a dilemma, Hakyung sighed deeply.

Wandering aimlessly in Seoul, a city where he had no connections, was starting to feel like too much.
Having stayed up all night, Hakyung’s eyes kept closing.

He opened his mouth wide and yawned.

The warmth of the sunlight pouring into the corner of the building, though he didn’t know what kind of building it was, felt incredibly comforting.

With a sense of apology toward the building’s owner, Hakyung buried his face in his knees.

He decided to sleep for just 30 minutes.

He was serious.

“…Hey, hey!”

Just as he was drifting into a sweet slumber, someone nudged his foot.

A sense of irritation rose in his face at the relentless force.

He swatted at the foot, but the stranger skillfully avoided his hand and continued poking his foot.

The pain from his stubbed toes was too much for him to keep his eyes shut.

Reluctantly, Hakyung lifted his heavy eyelids and looked up at the person responsible for this force.

The backlight was so strong that he couldn’t make out the person’s face, but he could tell that the person was huge—almost like a door frame.

He had never seen someone so big in his life.

The imposing figure of the man made Hakyung’s eyes grow wide.

He quickly lifted his butt off the ground, expecting him to raise his foot again.

“Sorry, sorry!”

“What the hell? What are you doing sleeping here?”

“Well…”

Now that Hakyung’s eye level had risen, he got a good look at the man’s face, and his expression became even more frightened.

How could someone look so intimidating…!?

Most of the people Hakyung had known were either village elders with soft, round faces, his siblings who looked just like him with round faces, or Kim Taeyoung, who was always praised for his looks.

The people he had been around had soft, round curves.

But this man—his rough, angular face was terrifying.

Shivering, Hakyung awkwardly apologized, “Sorry. I’ll leave now.”

He tried to move to the left.

But the large shadow followed him, moving to the left as well.

He gasped quietly and quickly moved to the right.

Naturally, the large shadow moved to the right as well.

After several rounds of moving back and forth, Hakyung realized that the man was purposely following him.

Was he expecting some sort of fee for sleeping here…?

With only 20,000 won in his pocket, Hakyung’s hands trembled.

“Give it to me.”

“Excuse me?”

“That scrap of paper.”

The man pointed to a piece of paper sticking out of Hakyung’s pocket.

Lowering his head at the gesture, he grabbed the paper—his resume that he had worked on for days before coming to Seoul.

How did he even spot this?

But in this situation, it was nothing more than a piece of paper.

Just as the man had said, it was nothing more than a “scrap of paper.”

“Well, it’s just a resume.”


Hakyung tried to hide it as though it was no big deal, but the man remained silent, holding his hand out, clearly expecting it.

Reluctantly, Hakyung placed the resume into his hand.

“Follow me.”

He briefly scanned the resume and then said—no, ordered.

His commanding tone made Hakyung blink in surprise.

Without realizing it, he began to follow him, like a baby duck following its mother.



 
  Chapter 2: Underwater Deal





The man ahead leapt up two or three steps at a time, as if proud of his long legs.

Hakyung, whose legs were of average length, panted as he hurried after him.

Fortunately, the man stopped on the second floor.

It was an office with a clean white tone, down to the doorknob.

He had seen places like this on TV, but this was his first time seeing one in real life.

So Hakyung’s eyes darted around non-stop, taking everything in.

“You’re here?”

“You came out early, sir.”

“If you’d told us, I would have come to pick you up. You must’ve had a hard time.”

The men with buzzed hair all had bulky builds similar to the man leading them, and scars scattered across their faces.

They were all wearing strange black suits—not quite uniforms—which even someone as clueless as Hakyung could tell meant they were involved in something dangerous.

Seriously, some people are just that unlucky.

Even if they fall backward, they still manage to break their nose…

Of all places to take a break, I had to sit in front of a gangster hideout?

Hakyung’s lips drooped.

It felt like one more nudge and he’d burst into tears.

He was frozen in place, unable to move, knees trembling.

Just then, the man who had opened the office door turned back, his curious henchmen watching him from behind.

Clicking his tongue at the sight of Hakyung standing stiffly in the hallway, he said:

“Aren’t you coming in?”

It felt like he’d grab him by the scruff of the neck if he didn’t, so Hakyung quickly moved his feet.

It had been a while since he moved that fast.

The stares of the confused men, who still didn’t understand their relationship, made the back of his head prickle.

He couldn’t even remember how he had breathed.

When he came to his senses, he was already seated across from the man.

With his long legs crossed—the same ones that had bounded up the stairs so easily—the man was now looking through Hakyung’s résumé.

“No wonder. I thought I smelled fish—you’re a dolphin.”

His low, gravelly voice echoed like it was scratching the floor.

It was so husky it made Hakyung’s tailbone tingle.

He sucked in a short breath and exhaled.

He was terrified to contradict him, but facts were facts—he had to correct him.

“Um, not just a dolphin… I’m a river dolphin.”

“What?”

The man’s thick brows twitched as if he didn’t like his answer.

Seeing his powerful eyebrows move, Hakyung folded his hands politely on his lap.

It’s not like it matters whether it’s a sea dolphin or a river dolphin, we’re only going to see each other for a moment.

Idiot.

His inferiority complex about sea dolphins had turned him into a tactless idiot.

Glancing at the twitching brows, Hakyung gulped nervously.

“Why are you carrying this around?”

“Sorry… what?”

“Your résumé. You’re looking for work? You broke?”

Both were true—he was job hunting and had no money.

But that didn’t mean he was looking to work in a gangster den.

They might ask him to sell organs, run drugs, or work at some shady back-alley establishment. T
he thought alone was horrifying.

He’d rather go back home and listen to his grandmother’s nagging than be forced into anything like that.

Hakyung was about to nod meekly, but quickly shook his head.

He wanted to get out of this scary place as soon as possible.

If they asked for a room fee, he’d gladly give up his entire fortune—20,000 won.

“You do look broke. Where’d you learn to lie like that?”

The man narrowed his long, slanted eyes and looked Hakyung up and down, curling one side of his lips into a crooked smirk.

His pitch-black eyes, which seemed to let in no light, made him feel like a fish laid out on a cutting board—completely helpless.

Hakyung fidgeted with his fingers resting on his knee, offering an excuse that wasn’t quite an excuse.

In truth, it wasn’t an excuse at all — it was genuine.

As time passed, he missed his warm hometown more and more, his nose tingling with emotion.

“Well, I was thinking of going back home…”

“You got fired?”

“Um…”

He didn’t even get fired — he didn’t make it to the interview in the first place.

He had fallen for Kim Taeyoung’s prank and ended up wasting his energy for nothing.

Still, it wasn’t something he wanted to explain in detail to a man, so Hakyung just gave a vague smile.

Whether he misinterpreted that smile or not, the man tossed a three-page resume filled with dense writing onto the table and said:

“You’re hired. Start working here.”

“…What?”

“All the staff here are fish like you. Even though it’s just cleaning, the humans throw such a fit about it that it’s annoying. You’re perfect.”


It was an incredibly rude explanation.

The man lumped both his staff and Hakyung together, calling them “fish,” but technically speaking, dolphins weren’t even fish — they were mammals.

Changing someone’s roots so thoughtlessly was downright bad manners.

And his rudeness didn’t stop there.

As Hakyung had clearly written on his resume, he was applying for an office job, not a cleaning position.

He had been self-studying Excel and Word at home whenever he had the time.

The more he worked with numbers and letters, the more he enjoyed it.

Wanting to work an office job instead of shrimp fishing was one of the reasons he had come up to Seoul in the first place.

But now they wanted him to clean?

He was stunned into silence.

Of course, he was too scared of the man to show his frustration.

The more he thought about what he said, the more annoyed he got.

His lips started to pout.

He tried to hide it, but his face was now clearly displaying his dissatisfaction.

“Tuck that lip back in and follow me.”

“I’m really fine. I think I’ll be going now, but thank you.”

Afraid he’d suddenly grab him and force him into cleaning day and night, Hakyung quickly stood up.

But the man was faster.

He grabbed his arm as he turned to leave and held up three fingers.

He tilted his head, not understanding what he meant, and he gave a crooked smile full of mischief.

“Three million. After all deductions, that’s the net pay. How about it?”

“Huh…? Th-three million?”

“Adjustable after six months. No cuts before that.”

“S-six months, and no deductions…?”

He nodded.

Following the movement of his head with his eyes, Hakyung slowly turned back around and sat neatly on the sofa again.

His eyes were still full of doubt, but about 85% of the suspicion had faded, so it wasn’t all that threatening anymore.

Not realizing what the man was thinking as he looked at his docile expression, Hakyung quickly placed his resume back into his hands, worried he might change his mind.

“Um, I wrote that my specialties are freshwater swimming, Word, and Excel… but actually, I’m really good at cleaning too. I unclog toilets like a pro. I used to do deep cleaning for the elderly in my village…”

“Is that so?”

“Yes! And, and! I’m amazing at doing the dishes! I’m great with water!”

If he had a tail, it would’ve been wagging.

Hypnotized by the thought of earning three million won, Hakyung eagerly started promoting all his strengths to the man.

Apparently, he liked his enthusiasm — he switched the leg he had crossed and stared at him.

“So shall we make it official with a contract?”

“Yes? Ah, yes, but… um, you will give me a labor contract, right…?”

Though three million won had swayed him, a small sense of caution still lingered.

He couldn’t help but wonder — what if he said “cleaning” but actually meant disposing of corpses or something? His toes curled nervously.

At his words, the man exclaimed, “Ah!” and pressed a button on the table — the kind of bell you’d see at a restaurant.

Ding dong! A tacky chime rang out, and a man in a black suit burst into the office.

“You called, sir!”

“Yeah, I’m hiring him as a cleaner starting today. Uh, what was that contract again?”

“A l-labor contract.”

“Right, that. Go make one. This little one’s real suspicious.”

“Yes, understood!”

The staff member responded loudly, bowed at a 90-degree angle, and left the office.

The narrator suddenly felt afraid, wondering how illegal this job must be if even the term “employment contract” seemed out of place.

But it was already water spilled — nothing could be done.

He needed a steady paycheck, and this man and his employees needed cleaners who weren’t human.

According to the man, all the workers here seemed to be aquatic species, and in that case, he was the perfect fit.

Rather than return to his hometown penniless and be pitied again after being scammed by Kim Taeyoung, he figured it might not be a bad idea to give this a try, even if it turned out to be a scam.

If it looked like they were going to harvest his organs or something, he’d just run away!

Blinded by the three million won offer, Hakyung had even begun to overestimate his athletic abilities.

Trying to stay positive, he let his eyes roll around aimlessly.

As he did, the man watching him intently tapped the table with his fingers.

The sound echoed through the space, which was so quiet you could hear every breath.

Startled, Hakyung widened his eyes and turned his head toward him.

“Kid. Are you afraid of the ocean?”

“Huh…?”

At the man’s sudden question, Hakyung tilted his head.

How did he know that he was so afraid of seawater that he couldn’t even dip his toes in it?

His face was filled with confusion.



 
  Chapter 3: Seawater Phobia and Rooftop Dreams





“How did you…?”


“I wrote it directly in the self-introduction letter. Oh, didn’t you say you’re not scared anymore? Image training?”


The man’s fingertip touched Hakyung’s resume.

It reminded him that he had written about his biggest life crisis and how he overcame it.


His fear of seawater had been the greatest crisis, and to overcome his phobia, he had been consistently practicing image training, which had significantly reduced his fear of seawater.


Hakyung was surprised by the man’s speed reading, and at the same time, thought, “That’s a lie…” After all, aren’t self-introduction letters supposed to be like novels? He had just written it that way, being true to the style.


Since Kim Taeyoung was already a candidate for the position, he thought it didn’t matter if the resume or self-introduction was half-hearted, but he still wrote it with real sincerity.

In short, Hakyung was still afraid of seawater.

Very much so.

It happened when he was about six years old.

Hakyung had gone to the mudflats with his family to dig for clams.

It was so fun to turn over the soft mud, and clams as big as his fist would roll out.


So, as a young child, he could spend hours digging for clams.

He got so focused on digging that he didn’t notice the seawater that had receded earlier, starting to come back in from a distance.


While his family had already left the mudflats and were sorting the clams they had collected, Hakyung was the only one left, still focused on the clams.


He could hear the adults shouting from a distance, but a child absorbed in fun wouldn’t pay attention.

Even though the seawater brushed against his ankles, he didn’t change his crouching position.


Having been born as a member of the “Gangdolphin” tribe, he instinctively knew how to play in the water, so he didn’t think much of the danger.


The adults, who had been calling him from outside the mudflats, were slower than the incoming tide, which soon engulfed Hakyung.


“Ugh! Ugh!”


Hakyung fell forward, still in the position he had been in while digging for clams, struck by the waves.

He tried to straighten up and move, but the relentless waves made every effort useless.


It wasn’t easy for the little child, who had been playing in the calm river and streams, to break
through the constantly incoming waves.


It was only then that Hakyung and his family realized something was wrong.

As the adults rushed over, Hakyung was already submerged in the seawater, his eyes closed, overwhelmed by fear.


How much time passed?

Just when he thought he had been completely swallowed by the seawater, he opened his eyes and saw nothing but a blue sky.


What was going on?

The young Hakyung looked around in confusion.


“Gang Hakyung! Are you an idiot?!”


It was then that he heard a sharp voice from the side.

It was Kim Taeyoung, who lived next door.

He had come to dig clams with him but had stayed under the parasol, not wanting to go into the mudflats.

Now, he was soaked, running around wildly.


Still disoriented, Hakyung rolled his eyes. Kim Taeyoung, frustrated by his cluelessness,
shouted again.


“Do you know you almost drowned in the sea?”


“Uh, uh! Right, I was scared!”


“Ugh! Fool, idiot.”


Kim Taeyoung’s words, full of disdain for Hakyung, poured out.

Despite this, Hakyung couldn’t say anything. Just like he said, he had been a foolish Gangdolphin who fell into the sea while digging for clams.


After enduring Kim Taeyoung’s harsh words until he cooled off, Hakyung timidly asked.


“Then, Taeyoung, did you save me?”


“What…?”


“I was completely submerged in the sea. Didn’t you pull me out?”


For a moment, Taeyoung kept quiet at Hakyung’s innocent question, but then he nodded vigorously.


“Yeah! I pulled you out of the water. See? I hate salty water, but I got soaked because of you!”


Kim Taeyoung pointed to his wet clothes with a smug air, carrying the arrogance typical of a 

savior.


The family that had rushed over later scolded Hakyung, but Kim Taeyoung just stood there, looking nonchalant, not saying a word.

But that was fine.
Just standing there, with his feet on the ground and breathing, Hakyung felt incredibly happy.


It was from that moment on that Kim Taeyoung became the savior of Hakyung’s life.

From that day, Hakyung had unconditionally treated him well, to the point where he would pretend to die if he asked him to.


During school, he ran errands for him, did his minor assignments, summarized exam material, and even brought him correction notes.

After graduating, Kim Taeyoung started extorting small amounts of money from him, using pocket money as an excuse.

He would also go to the shop where Hakyung worked and make a scene about needing the latest luxury items every season.


At this point, even the adults who had initially encouraged Hakyung to treat Taeyoung well started to intervene, saying it had gone too far.

But Hakyung didn’t mind a little discomfort.

If something had gone wrong at that time, it wouldn’t just have affected him but his family’s lives as well.


To Hakyung, Kim Taeyoung was more than a lifesaver; he was like a god.

Even though he was genuinely disappointed in him now, after this incident, he didn’t know how things would turn out from here on.


Since that day, the sea had become a source of fear, so much so that even while sleeping, Hakyung would wake up terrified at the thought of it, and he avoided going anywhere near the shore.


He couldn’t just write the truth in his self-introduction letter, though.

That’s why he had added a little MSG… but to have it be used against him like this was truly
unfortunate.


Sweat started to drip down as the man’s piercing gaze seemed to see right through him.

Hakyung, feeling nervous, blurted out something he hadn’t been asked.


“Umm, this is just pure curiosity since I’m going to be working here, but…”


“What are you curious about?”


“Maybe… are the people in the office… sea people? If so, do they have to visit the sea regularly? Should I accompany them?”


Hakyung, who was from a river-dolphin tribe, didn’t need to worry about hydration; tap water was enough for him.

But he had heard rumors that sea-born people needed to visit the sea from time to time for replenishment.

If that was true, it would expose the lie in his self-introduction letter, and he’d lose his high salary of three million won a month.


He hadn’t even started the job yet, and it would be such a waste.

If that was the case, Hakyung was ready to start training in saltwater from that very day.


Maybe the man could feel Hakyung’s tension. After a brief pause, he shook his head.


“Why would you need to accompany them?”


“Ah, I see…”


Relief was visible on Hakyung’s face, and the man smirked, lifting one corner of his mouth.

He then waved his hand as if signaling him to leave.


As he quickly bowed and turned to leave, he suddenly called out.


“Wait a minute.”


“Why? What now?” This time, Hakyung flinched when the man grabbed his arm once again.

He seemed so fickle.


Hakyung took a deep breath and turned around, trying to keep his composure.


“Yes?”


“I think the address is wrong.”


“Address?”


“You’re not commuting from this address, are you? You should be putting your Seoul home address.”


Hakyung’s heart skipped a beat.

Of course, he didn’t have a Seoul home address.

The conditions Kim Taeyoung had given him when he called him to Seoul were lodging, office work, a five-day workweek, guaranteed paid leave, and overtime pay.

It sounded like a dream come true.


So, why would he think about finding a place to live?

He had just brought a few clothes and a laptop with him.


Today, he was planning to go to a jjimjilbang (Korean spa) with just 20,000 won, and starting tomorrow, he planned to stay at the jjimjilbang with the money in his bank account.


He hoped that once he started getting paid, he could at least move into a small goshiwon (a cheap dormitory-style room for students).

His mind was busy spinning that hopeful scenario.

When Hakyung didn’t respond for a while, the man clicked his tongue.


He felt like he’d heard that sound before. Hakyung’s shoulders shrunk.


“Well, it’s not important. I just wanted to ask if you’d be interested in using the employee dorms our company provides.”


“Dorms…?”


“Yeah. The rooftop room upstairs.”


The man pointed upward with his thick, long fingers.

Following his finger, Hakyung looked up and down quickly, nodding vigorously.


“I’ll take it! I’d love the dorms!”


“Great. Wait here for a bit.”


Gone was the trembling Hakyung who had been afraid of the thug-like atmosphere.

In this space, only Hakyung, the new employee on the verge of starting his dream job, existed.


Hakyung’s eyes sparkled as he pushed his hat down, embarrassed to show just how much he liked the idea.


Ding dong!

The bell rang again, and a different employee entered, much bigger than the previous one.


“The new cleaner will stay in the rooftop dorm. Geowong, show him around.”


“Uh…?”


“The rooftop dorm…?”



Geowong, who looked confused, quickly noticed the man’s furrowed brows and immediately adjusted his posture.


“Oh! Yeah, of course! Dorm! Let’s go! Cleaner!”


Suddenly, as if it had just occurred to him, Geowong shouted “dorm!” and gently pushed Hakyung’s back, guiding him forward.


He felt Geowong’s firm hand on his back, as solid as a rock.



 
  Chapter 4: Whispers of the Sea and Loyalty






As Geowong pushed Hakyung toward the rooftop dorm, Sangho, who had somehow managed to finish the labor contract, returned to the office.

“Hey? Muheon, where’s the new employee you hired?”

“In the rooftop dorm.”

“Huh…? Why there?”

Sangho, thinking about it with a confused look, seemed puzzled by the answer.

As his eyes darted around, Muheon narrowed his gaze, not particularly pleased by the sight. Unlike the cute, smooth movements of the playful young dolphin, Sangho’s eyes rolled awkwardly, which didn’t look appealing.

Muheon didn’t bother to widen his narrowed eyes as he casually threw an answer.

“That one.”

“What do you mean?”

“The dolphin I rescued recently.”

“Excuse me?!”

Eighteen years ago, Muheon, who had been sleeping for centuries out of laziness, suddenly disappeared, saying he wanted to go to the human world.

When Muheon, the serpent ruler of the West Sea, vanished overnight, chaos ensued in the sea.

Immediately, the royal officials sent Gi-sang and Park Geowong to bring him back to the land.

The two came to land with a desperate resolve to find Muheon, but they were surprised to discover he was very close, right next to a tidal flat connecting to the West Sea Dragon Palace.

When they found him on land, Gi-sang and Geowong breathed a sigh of relief and hurried toward him.

“Muheon-nim!”

“You can’t just disappear without telling anyone where you’re going! Moreover, the land has changed drastically over the last 100 years. You don’t know what harm you could come to wandering alone!”

They sounded like overprotective parents, warning their child about a playground.

Muheon, uninterested, lazily waved them off.

That was a signal to be quiet.

The two, who had been his closest subordinates for centuries, sealed their mouths.

They knew that saying anything further could get them exiled to the East Sea, where Muheon’s temper was legendary.

Finally, after the surroundings quieted down, Muheon spoke.

“I lost it.”

“What…?”

“The dolphin I caught… I lost it in just a moment.”

“Dolphin…?”

Gi-sang and Geowong looked at each other, blinking.

Did dolphins live in the West Sea?

They had only heard of dolphin tribes in the East Sea or the South Sea.

How stupid must it have been to float all the way to the West Sea?

And more importantly, why did Muheon even catch a dolphin?

He, who had no interest in anyone…

While his subordinates were confused, Muheon was furious.

He had nearly saved the dolphin, only for a little human brat to snatch it right from under his nose.

Even worse, the human had sneakily transformed the dolphin while Muheon was briefly away.

The thought made Muheon even angrier.

He had to calm himself by remembering the voice of the child who had been crying, clinging to him like a baby.

“Please, save me. Please…”

The child’s pink hair, dyed like coral, fluttered in the water, and the soft, beautiful voice of the child crying was the prettiest thing Muheon had ever seen.

To his surprise, waking up after such a long time and encountering this situation wasn’t so bad.

No, it wasn’t just good—it was actually quite pleasant.

So, Muheon, in a rare playful mood, asked teasingly.

“If I save you, what will you do for me?”

“Anything! Cough… anything!” The child, who seemed to have swallowed some seawater, coughed and promised to do anything as they cried. Hearing the child’s promise, Muheon grinned and leaped up from the surface of the water.

“Alright, since I saved you, you’ll do anything.”

Unfortunately, the child couldn’t hear Muheon’s reply as they lost consciousness.

Taking in frustration, Muheon returned briefly to the sea in his dragon form before attempting to return to human form, only to find the child had disappeared by the time he resurfaced.

Not long after, he spotted the child, smiling brightly, surrounded by their family in the distance.

The child, who had been clinging to him and crying, now smiled even more beautifully.

From that day, Muheon settled on land, waiting for the pink dolphin to come back and fulfill its promise to him.

“So… you’re saying the dolphin you met today is the same one?”

“Well, I hope so.”

If Kang Hakyung really was that young dolphin and had somehow ended up in a building that was now his, it would be an even rarer coincidence than winning the lottery.

The thought of the dolphin finding him despite such impossible odds made Muheon smile, his curiosity piqued.

Sangho couldn’t help but raise an eyebrow at Muheon’s unexpectedly gentle expression.

He quickly lowered his head, as if fearing he might be scolded for his thoughts.

Sangho and Geowong still didn’t fully understand how Muheon had found a dolphin from another sea, but since Muheon had claimed it, they reluctantly accepted it.

They weren’t sure whether they were more puzzled by the dolphin or by Muheon’s recent actions.

In fact, they hadn’t even believed it at first, thinking that Muheon might have dreamt the whole thing after his long slumber.

But now, with a cleaning contract signed and the child brought into the picture, it was clear that Muheon wasn’t making things up.

And the dolphin was certainly no ordinary sea creature.

“That… dolphin smelled like earth, not saltwater.”

“Yeah. It’s called a river dolphin.”

“Oh, so there are river dolphins in Korea?”

Sangho dropped his palm into his fist and opened his mouth in realization.

It made sense now. Muheon had never gone toward the East Sea or South Sea when looking for dolphins… this was the reason!

Sangho’s face brightened, relieved like someone who had just lost a tooth.

He realized that if this dolphin really was the one Muheon had saved, then the troublesome search could finally be over.

“Then we’ll just have to confirm it and convince it to go to the Dragon Palace, right?”

“Mm… I don’t think that will work.”

“Eh?”

Sangho, who had already worked out a perfect plan in his mind to bring the river dolphin to the Dragon Palace, looked confused.

“Why wouldn’t it work?”

“Kang Hakyung is afraid of the sea.”

Muheon recalled the frightened look on Hakyung’s face when the subject of the sea came up.

It was likely because of a traumatic incident from childhood, which was mentioned in his resume.

As he thought about Hakyung’s fearful expression, Muheon tapped his fingers on the armrest of the sofa.

The audacity to claim that they overcame their fear of the sea in the resume—now that was cute in its own way.

“So, what will you do then? It’s unique that even a river dolphin is afraid of the sea.”

It was as strange as seeing a sparrow afraid of flying.

Muheon, after a brief moment of thought, quickly came to a simple conclusion in response to Sangho’s question.

“Well, there’s no need to go to the sea right now. We still need to figure out if that river dolphin is really the one. We have time, don’t we?”

In other words, Muheon wasn’t planning on returning to the West Sea anytime soon.

And he wasn’t entirely certain that Kang Hakyung was indeed the same dolphin he had saved as a child.

With less than 100% certainty, the search would continue.

Sangho’s brows furrowed in a disappointed frown at the prospect of an ongoing pursuit.

“Excuse me, is this the dorm?”

Hakyung looked around the wide-open rooftop, bewildered.

No structure resembling a dormitory was in sight.

The expansive rooftop only had a bench and an artificial pond.

Why a pond had been placed on a rooftop was beyond him, but there was nothing else in sight.

His question seemed to leave Geowong flustered, as he gave an awkward smile before leading Hakyung toward the back.

This revealed a space hidden by the rooftop stairs—an expansive traditional house with tiled roofs.

It was hard to imagine that such a house could exist on a rooftop in the heart of Seoul.

Hakyung’s eyes widened to the size of marbles as he gazed at the magnificent house that looked like something straight out of a palace, his small lips parting in astonishment.

His reaction was completely understandable.

This wasn’t a dormitory for staff—it was one of Muheon’s personal residences.

Who would offer such an extravagant place as a dormitory?

Geowong himself couldn’t believe the situation.

But, when it came to Muheon’s words, Geowong was in a position where he had no choice but to comply, even if Muheon asked him to turn seawater into sugar water.

He offered a plausible explanation, hoping to make the situation sound more reasonable.

“Muheon is very loyal and takes great care of his staff’s welfare. It’s important for us to sleep well and eat well if we’re to take on such difficult tasks.”

However, this explanation lacked clarity, leaving room for misinterpretation depending on how Hakyung chose to interpret it.

Repeatedly hearing “loyalty” and “difficult tasks,” Hakyung quickly realized that this was no ordinary organization.

It was only natural that, if he wanted to leave this place on his own two feet one day, he would need to behave with extreme caution.



 
  Chapter 5: The Dolphin and the Deceptive Contract






“Ahem, come over here.”

Geowung gestured toward Hakyung, who was looking around like a student on a field trip.

Hakyung quickly moved toward the man calling him.

“You can use any room here.”

“Pardon?”

What does this mean? Why isn’t anyone using this place when it’s been built so nicely?

“What about the rooms for the other staff?”

“Uh… there aren’t any.”

“There aren’t?”

“Yeah.”

That was the complete opposite of what Geowung had just said, mentioning that they built such a large dormitory thinking about employee welfare.

After finishing the contradictory conversation, Geowung quickly left the dormitory, saying he would be on his way.

Hakyung had a lot of questions: What should a janitor do?

Was today the first day of work?

How would he get his meals?

But the slow-moving man disappeared before he could grab him.

“Slow, but fast…”

Left alone in the large hallway, Hakyung took off his hat and let air into his scalp through the breathing hole.

As fresh air flowed through, the tension melted away, and his lips lifted into a smile.

Anyway, since he was allowed to use any room here, he decided to first look around for the room he’d be using.

He passed through the large kitchen, and as he turned the corner of the hallway, several doors appeared in a row, looking like rooms

He was secretly worried there might be a hammer or saw inside, but they were all neat, with props like the ones seen in historical dramas.

Thick blankets and quilts with beautiful embroidery, a lantern on a nightstand, and a dresser with mother-of-pearl decorations.

It seemed almost too nice to be for regular staff accommodations. All the rooms were decorated similarly with a refined touch.

Hakyung turned back along the hallway and chose the room with the whale-embroidered blanket as his own.

“Wow, it’s so soft!”

After carefully checking every corner of the room to make sure it was brand new, Hakyung’s first action was to jump into the thick quilt.

Back when he was in the countryside, he always slept on the ground with a thin blanket, but now, with bedding so soft he couldn’t even feel the floor beneath him… it was absolutely wonderful!

Hakyung rolled around on the bed, shaking his limbs and enjoying the softness for a long time.

His pink hair scattered joyfully across the quilt.

His body, exhausted from the past two days, was tempting him to fall into a deep sleep, but he picked up his nearly-dead phone instead.

He couldn’t stop thinking about his grandmother, who was probably waiting anxiously for news.

The phone rang a few times before his grandmother’s voice came through.

“Oh my, our little piglet! Have you started work yet?”

Hakyung hadn’t told his grandmother about being scammed by Taeyoung.

He had just told her he arrived safely, and his grandmother thought he had already started working today.

Hakyung frowned at the fact that he had to tell another lie, but there was no choice.

“Uh-huh! I’ve started work. I’m staying in a really nice dorm.”

“Is that so? Has Taeyoung finally come to his senses?”

“Y-yeah! I think so! Grandma, I just called to let you know I’m doing fine. I need to go to work now, so I’ll hang up!”

“Already? Well, call me again this evening, okay?”

After repeating Hakyung’s answer a few times, his grandmother hung up.

Hakyung sighed, feeling guilty for the lies, but it was a hundred times better than worrying his grandmother.

Hakyung sighed again and began to unpack his bag.

It only contained a few clothes, his journal, and his laptop with its charging cable.

It was incredibly shabby.

However, Hakyung lifted his sinking mood with the positive thought that if he ever had to run away, he could quickly grab what he needed.

It didn’t look like a normal company here, after all.

“Whew, time to work!”

Hakyung stood up, firmly pressed his hat down, and stretched his body as he turned.

It wasn’t even past lunchtime yet, and it felt a bit awkward to spend the whole day in the dormitory.

After one last look at the thick quilt with regret in his eyes, he opened the door and screamed when he immediately came face to face with a pitch-black silhouette.

“Of course, it’s a dolphin…”

The man, suddenly assaulted by a loud scream, furrowed his brows.

It wasn’t until he heard the low voice that seemed to pierce through the floor that Hakyung realized the person in front of him was the boss, and he quickly took a step back.

His heart, still racing from the surprise, thumped heavily, and his breathing hole at the top of his head was left gaping.

Hakyung placed his hand on his startled chest and looked up.

The man, still frowning, was looking down at him.

“Hello.”

“You’re quite polite.”

Hakyung couldn’t tell if it was a compliment or sarcasm, as the man handed him a piece of paper.

It had the words “Employment Contract” written on it.

However, the issue was that the paper was stamped with the “sample” watermark all over it, as if it had been hastily copied from somewhere.

“Uhm… this doesn’t seem like a formal contract.”

“What? It’s an employment contract, isn’t it?”

“This is a sample from another company. It has no legal validity.”

“Huh? What do you mean?”

The man raised his voice, clearly not understanding what he meant.

With each increase in his volume, Hakyung’s shoulders shrank.

He should have just accepted whatever the man gave him.

Why did he have to argue?

Hakyung cursed his own righteous mouth, which always spoke the truth, but it was already too late to take it back.

An awkward silence lingered between them for a while.

Surprisingly, it was the man who broke the silence first.

“Then let’s go write a proper employment contract.”

“Where to?”

“You’ll know if you follow me.”

The man smiled, raising only one corner of his mouth, and led the way.

Hakyung hurriedly moved his feet, following him. After passing a long corridor, they arrived at a large open space.

“Quite the little troublemaker, how cute.”

“What?”

“Forget it if you didn’t hear.”

Hakyung, tense and unable to catch the man’s muttering, asked again.

But he simply responded indifferently, without explaining what he said.

Even when Hakyung hovered around him, curiosity rising, his lips remained sealed, offering no answers.

In the end, Hakyung had to create the employment contract himself using Word.

Surrounded by employees in dark suits, it felt strange to be working like this.


At first, he thought they were all watching him closely, perhaps because there might be company secrets around.

But before long, he realized that his worry was totally unnecessary.

Every time he created a new document, people around him exclaimed, “Oh!” even when he increased the font size.

These days, they don’t even teach such simple computer skills in school…

Hakyung, feeling a mix of awkwardness and embarrassment, had to keep moving his fingers.

It felt like when he used to perform in front of the elders at the village hall.

“Wow! The janitor’s doing a great job!”

“Wait, you can do that too? You know, putting numbers in those little squares.”

“Numbers in little squares? Could it be…?”

“Excel?”

“Yeah, that’s it! You know how to do that too?”

Hakyung nodded.

It was a bit awkward to say, but he actually held a level 1 certification.

“I also have a computer skills certification.”

Though he was hesitant to brag, it was a world where these small mentions were necessary.

The people around him reacted with another round of “Oh!”

Anyway, it was a strange company.

In the end, Hakyung made the contract, signed it, and brought it to the man.

He stared at the document with a pleased expression for a while.

What a strange boss he was.

“Boss, where do I clean? And what about meals… should I buy them myself?”

“Clean? Clean your own room. Meals? Take care of it yourself if you’re hungry. There’s a kitchen.”

“That’s it?”

“What more do you need?”

The man shrugged and put the document into his desk drawer.

It was the top drawer, the one you couldn’t open without a key.

Why does he hide it so tightly?

A warning light went off in Hakyung’s mind, already filled with suspicion.

He’d been hired as a cleaner, and the only task was cleaning his own room?

And he’s offering an unlimited supply of food from the kitchen?

It really seemed like he was planning to fatten him up and sell him off somewhere.

“No, it’s fine. I understand.”

Seeing the man’s expression, as if he would drink him up the moment Hakyung asked for anything more, Hakyung quickly waved his hands.

It seemed best to stay quiet and plan a stealthy escape at dawn.

He managed a small smile and bowed before leaving the office.

Though he thought his movements were completely natural, Muheon found it quite suspicious.

Just moments ago, Hakyung’s face was full of confusion, but now, he didn’t ask for an explanation and said it was unnecessary…

Even without peeking into his small mind, it was obvious what Hakyung was thinking.

“I can’t let him escape just yet.”

Muheon quietly watched the back of the quick-moving “dolphin” before smiling mischievously.



 
  Chapter 6: A Week of Unwanted Beginnings





Without knowing what kind of gaze Muheon was directing at him from behind, Hakyung headed straight for the rooftop and took refuge in the whale room.

In a way, it was a huge dereliction of duty, but none of the staff came to find Hakyung.

That, too, was strangely suspicious.

Hakyung, who had been crouching with his knees together, began to move long after night had fallen, in the early hours of the morning.

“It should be fine now, right?”

Hakyung packed up the things he had left beside his bedding and also grabbed his fully charged phone, putting his backpack on.

It was a place he couldn’t even stay for 24 hours, but it was so cozy and beautiful.

If the owner was even slightly less suspicious, he would’ve camped there without a second thought…

With a sigh of regret, Hakyung silently moved, raising his heels. It was 3 AM.

This seemed like a pretty good time to escape.

Just in case, he opened the door a tiny bit and checked the surroundings.

As expected, the dorm was filled with nothing but darkness and silence.

Thump, thump, his heart pounded.

It wasn’t like he was running away with stolen goods, but the very fact that he had to sneak out like a thief caused immense tension.

Despite feeling like he was on a mission impossible, it was almost sad that there were no obstacles in his way.

“Phew.”

When he finally made it to the first floor, relying on his phone’s dim light, Hakyung’s face was drenched in sweat.

He wiped his forehead, cheeks, and the back of his neck with his small hand.

When he was just a few steps away from the entrance, thinking he would be free once he passed through the door, he let his guard down for a moment.

“Where are you going?”

A heavy voice, deeper than the dark night, echoed through the entrance.

Startled by the sudden voice, Hakyung froze, unable to scream.

The man who leisurely passed him, Muheon, lowered his upper body to meet his eye level.

“Planning to run off when the ink on your employment contract hasn’t even dried?”

“Ah, uh…?”

“Huh? Kang Hakyung. Answer me.”

In the completely dark hallway, only the man’s black eyes glistened.

If Hakyung had to compare his situation, he would be like a mouse standing before a snake. A massive python, at that.

He awkwardly shook his head, shrinking his neck.

“Ah, I’m not running away.”

“Then?”

“Just taking a walk…?”

“At this hour? With a backpack?”

A large hand rose.

It seemed like he was about to strike Hakyung, and just as he squeezed his eyes shut, the man’s hand reached for his backpack.

He grabbed the strap of the backpack and spun it around, pulling it off Hakyung’s shoulders.

Hakyung’s face was filled with bewilderment as he realized he was parting with his backpack, which contained all his belongings.

He reached out to grab it back, but the difference in height, size, and arm length made him fail miserably.

“I’ll hold onto this.”

“Why? Why?”

“Employee benefits.”

“Where’s the benefit in this!”

Hakyung jumped to try and take the backpack back.

But it was futile.

At 174cm, he had once been proud of his tall frame for a river dolphin, but his pride shattered into pieces.

Muheon, regardless of whether the river dolphin was injured or not, was determined in his own way.

Like a woodcutter hiding a fairy’s clothes, he needed to hide something to keep Hakyung there.

The other fish would definitely gossip about how petty he was, but right now, it was just him and Muheon.

“Am I not taking care of your entire fortune?”

“That’s not my, my entire fortune.”

“Put some spit in your mouth and lie better.”

Muheon smiled and roughly ruffled Hakyung’s hat.

The sensation of his fingers pressing against the soft spot on his crown was strange.

A chill ran from his scalp down his spine, and Hakyung shivered, turning his head to shake off Muheon’s hand.

He tried to grab his backpack again, but failed once more.

What a thorough man.

That backpack really is my entire fortune…

Not only had he been robbed right in front of him, but the clear physical difference he felt only made Hakyung more upset.

To this hard-headed man, he made a suggestion.

“One week.”

“Excuse me?”

“Work for one week. Don’t think about running away, and if after that you still think it’s not for you, I’ll give this back.”

“Really…?”

Despite his doubtful stare, Muheon nodded nonchalantly.

Hakyung, staring at him, chewed on his lips for a while before a determined expression appeared.

“I… I may have signed a work contract today, but I will never engage in illegal activities!”

“Illegal?”

“Like organ trafficking, illegal drugs, or loan sharking!”

The things Hakyung mentioned were all actions of criminals.

Muheon, however, was in the business of saving fish that had been victimized by these kinds of lowlifes.

At Hakyung’s great misunderstanding, Muheon let out a short sigh.

It wasn’t just that he was overly scared—he was only thinking of running away…

“Tch.”

Muheon clicked his tongue as he looked at him, not noticing his employees’ fierce appearances or the rough office atmosphere.

With a displeased look, Hakyung took a step back, wondering if he had been too obvious.

“I don’t do that kind of thing. Anyway, you’ll learn about it as you go. By the way, Kang Hakyung, do you know my name?”

“Uh, no.”

“You don’t even know your superior’s name? It’s ‘Lee Muheon.'”

The man poked Hakyung’s cheek as he spoke.

The sudden force on his cheek made him stagger, and he widened his eyes.

Even though he didn’t like him, poking his cheek like this—what an aggressive move!

Muheon, despite trying to be gentle, was taken aback when he saw Hakyung swaying with just his finger.

If this was how hard it was to pamper someone…

“You’re so weak. What use are you?”

“I’m not weak! You’re the strong one, boss.”

“So, what’s my name?”

“Lee, Muheon.”

“Smart head.”

Muheon, now easing up, patted his head gently.

It was like an old man praising his grandchild for acing a dictation test, which made Hakyung let out a small laugh.

“Don’t forget.”

This time, there was no pressure on his crown, just a tickling sensation, and Hakyung wiggled his toes.

Lee Muheon.

It was the most impressive name he’d heard, and he felt like he wouldn’t forget it.

After that, Hakyung had to follow Muheon back to the room.

After taking a quick look around the room, Muheon said,

“It’s bleak. Kang Hakyung, want to hang a dolphin picture or something?”

“It’s fine.”

Honestly, he was a little tempted.

It would suit the room perfectly, but he was hesitant to take on any debt.

Muheon stared at Hakyung’s reluctant face and then, saying “Alright then,” left with a fresh attitude.

He didn’t seem to know the basic common sense that in Korea, you ask three times.

Hakyung pouted in dissatisfaction at his boss’s lack of taste and gently pushed at Muheon’s thick waist.

“Well, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Yeah, be at work by 9.”

“Yes, but… could you at least give me my laptop from the backpack?”

Muheon pulled the laptop out of the bag and handed it over.

Then another request came.

“I also need pajamas…”

Muheon took out a comfortable tracksuit and handed it to him.

“I also need a diary and pens since I write every day.”

He handed him a notebook and pen.

“Enough.”

Now, the bag only contained clothes and a charger.

Muheon shook his head, signaling he couldn’t give any more.

Hakyung’s eyebrows dropped in disappointment.

“Then how do I charge my phone?”

“Come to my office and do it.”

“Every day?”

“Yeah, every day.”

Being told to come see her boss every day, someone who looked like he might give her indigestion just by looking at him… It felt like too cruel a fate.

With no intention of acknowledging his petty complaints, Muheon turned his back indifferently.

Hakyung stood frozen in place until his large back disappeared, and he realized he had failed to escape.

He will be stuck for the next week.

“Ugh, I don’t care anymore!”

Hakyung jumped onto the bed, his tired brain rejecting any further worry.

But, really, tomorrow won’t just be about cleaning my room and eating on my own, right?

He rubbed his cheek against the soft blankets, mocking himself for thinking there might be someone with a job like this in the world. He fell asleep.

And it was only after he started working the next day that he realized that he, himself, was that lucky person with the sweet job.

“Alright, get to work.”

“Here…?”

“Yeah, make breakfast. That’s your job.”

Muheon, ordering Hakyung to make breakfast, sat down at the table and began to calmly observe the dolphin.



 
  Chapter 7: Song of the River Dolphin





“At this rate, I’m going to get a hole in the back of my head…”

Grumbling inwardly, Hakyung wandered around the kitchen.

After carefully reading over the layout of the kitchen utensils and the instructions for the induction stove, Hakyung headed to the fridge.

Judging by the fact that there weren’t any live-in staff at the dormitory, it didn’t seem like there’d be any proper ingredients to cook with.

So he couldn’t understand why he was told to make breakfast in the first place.

He opened the refrigerator door without any expectations—but as if mocking his skepticism, the fridge was packed with all sorts of things.

There were sea bream, sea urchins, various shellfish, mackerel, and so on.

The ingredients from the sea were surprisingly abundant.

“Oh…!”

Aside from the minor disappointment that there weren’t any freshwater ingredients, Hakyung’s eyes sparkled at the surprisingly well-stocked fridge.

What kind of business is this company running that even the dorm fridge for a single employee is luxurious?

With his small brain capacity, he couldn’t arrive at any clear conclusion.

Giving up on trying to figure it out, Hakyung started inspecting the inside of the fridge more closely.

If he bent forward just a little more, it felt like he’d get sucked right in.

“Dangerous.”

Before he knew it, Muheon was behind him, grabbing him by the scruff of his neck and lifting him up.

It was like he was picking up a country mutt.

The veins on Hakyung’s forehead popped out in irritation, then quickly subsided.

He didn’t have the guts to snap at a grown man bigger than him just because he was annoyed.

Pulled back a step from the fridge by Muheon, Hakyung wiggled his body.

His movements resembled a toy trying to act cute.

“I need to be let go if I’m going to cook…”

“Just take out what you need and use it quickly. If you get too much cold air, you’ll catch a cold.”

“…Okay.”

He’d never heard of anyone catching a cold from fridge air before.

Hakyung gave a polite answer but pouted his lips as he quickly grabbed the ingredients.

One by one, he placed them on the table, and soon it was piled high with food.

Watching Hakyung efficiently gather the ingredients like a squirrel hoarding acorns, Muheon tilted his head.

“What are you trying to make, pulling out this much?”

“Beef brisket soybean paste stew, abalone seaweed salad… Also rolled omelets, grilled mackerel, and spicy stir-fried pork.”

“Are you preparing a feast?”

It was way too much for breakfast.

Even Sango or Geoung, who were both big eaters, didn’t go this far in the morning.

Muheon glanced back and forth between Hakyung’s fresh-looking face and his small frame.

No matter how he looked at it, there didn’t seem to be space in his stomach for all that food…

Perhaps guessing at his confusion, Hakyung quickly explained.

“It’s for all the staff to eat…”

“Staff? Why are you cooking for those fish bastards?”

“Sorry? Then…?”

Hakyung had naturally assumed he was supposed to cook for the staff in place of a head chef.

He never imagined the command to cook was just so he could feed himself.

Unable to understand each other, the two stared blankly at one another for a while.

Neither was good at expressing themselves clearly.

Then Muheon opened his mouth first.

“Just cook enough for you—no, for you and me.”

“Uh… You haven’t had breakfast yet either, boss?”

At his question, Muheon nodded.

It was a secret that Sango had personally served him a five-dish meal just an hour ago.

He sat back down and observed Hakyung working.

As he looked over the ingredients and mouthed something to himself, Hakyung finally spoke up.

“Then I’ll quickly make the soybean paste stew and grill the mackerel. By the way, do you dislike fish?”

“I like it.”

“Oh, I see… you like it…”

He had assumed Muheon disliked seafood since he always called fish “fish bastards,” but apparently, that wasn’t the case.

Nodding to himself, Hakyung officially began cooking.

He hadn’t written it in his résumé, but cooking was actually one of his specialties.

How good was he?

He’d once won over the picky palates of the neighborhood elders with a single meal.

I was dying to brag about how amazing my cooking skills were, but I held it in and focused on preparing the food.

If the boss tried it, he’d definitely think it was too good to keep to himself!

With a big grin spreading across his face, Hakyung threw himself even more enthusiastically into the cooking.

The ingredients all looked fresh, and the smell alone was heavenly.

“The stew is bubbling, and so is my heart, bubbly bubbly, games are fun too!”

A small melody slipped out of Hakyung’s lips — a tribute song dedicated to the delicious-looking soybean paste stew.

He was usually alone in the kitchen, so he had gotten into the habit of singing freely while cooking.

However, behind him stood the boss, built like a wall, witnessing all of it.

“Soybean paste goes in an earthen pot, that’s the real flavor! Bubble bubble!”

Left to his own devices, it was quite a sight.

Muheon pressed his temple to the strange song of the river dolphin.

It wasn’t a traditional tune like a sea shaman chant or pansori, nor was it a popular song among modern humans.

As the genreless song continued, a faint laugh finally escaped Muheon’s lips.

At least Hakyung had a pretty voice and sang well — if it were anyone else humming such nonsense, he’d have kicked their butt on the spot.

If he were even a little less cute or handsome, he might’ve ended up with a massive bruise on his rear.

But Hakyung, blissfully unaware, chopped green onions for garnish and finished plating.

He set down a modest meal of rice, soybean paste stew, and grilled mackerel on the table where Muheon was seated, smiling brightly.

Everything, from the pots to the dishes, looked way better than the rustic stuff back in the countryside — if he were on social media, he would’ve posted about it in a heartbeat.

“That was fast.”

“As long as I have the ingredients, it’s quick! Please enjoy. Bon appétit!”

“Yeah, you must be tired from all that singing. Eat a lot.”

Hakyung froze with his chopsticks mid-air.

The only part of his body that moved in his paused state was his pupils, rolling around in panic.

Seeing that he might stay frozen all day, Muheon tapped his chopsticks lightly.

As if defrosted by that touch, Hakyung’s lips finally moved.

“…You heard me singing?”

“Didn’t you sing on purpose so I’d hear?”

“N-No, I didn’t… I sang really quietly.”

Hakyung protested that it was just a private tune meant for himself.

At his clumsy excuse, Muheon snorted.

His smirking face with only one corner of his lips raised irritated Hakyung, who furrowed his brow — not that he looked threatening at all.

“What? You sang well.”

Worried he might sulk and skip the meal, Muheon decided to offer a carrot to soothe the river dolphin.

At his compliment, Hakyung’s furrowed brows slowly relaxed.

Just from that brief praise, Hakyung’s shoulders practically soared up to the sky.

Clearing his throat proudly, he began to explain:

“People know sea dolphins are good singers, but no one knows that river dolphins sing well too. It’s just that none of us are famous singers — but river dolphins can sing amazingly…”

“Really? I didn’t know that.”

“Boss, um… are you a sea creature too?”

Now that he thought about it, he still didn’t know what the boss actually was.

He had only heard him call employees “fish,” but he’d never said where he was from.

In fact, all he really knew about him was his name.

He had practically told him everything about himself except his underwear size…

The imbalance of information made him feel a little resentful — though that quickly vanished when he remembered he was the one paying him a salary.

At Hakyung’s question, Muheon nodded.

“I live in the sea.”

“I see…”

Hearing the answer he half-expected, Hakyung felt a twinge of disappointment.

Freshwater dolphins had always been looked down on by their ocean-dwelling cousins — something that elders had made sure to pass down through generations.

Because of that, even though he’d never met a sea dolphin in his life, Hakyung had developed an instinctive aversion to sea creatures.

That, and nearly drowning in the ocean as a child, didn’t help either.

“Sea creature…” Hakyung murmured quietly as he took a sip of water and asked again.

“Then what kind of species are you? You’ve got such a big build… Hmm, a shark?”

Honestly, it was more about his intimidating appearance than his size, but he kept that to himself.

If not a shark, then maybe a whale?

Or a sea crocodile?

Sea lion?

Everything that came to mind as a candidate for his boss was scary and fierce.

But the man just shrugged and clamped his mouth shut.

Or rather, just kept eating.

No matter how long he waited, it seemed he had no intention of answering.

Staring at him for a while, Hakyung eventually gave up and took a bite.

And wow — why was the food this good?

It went down so smoothly.

After nearly starving for two days, even sand would’ve tasted good…

They continued eating in silence until Muheon spoke again.


“Do you do that too? These days, young people upload videos to the internet just because they can sing a little.”

“…Huh?”

“I told you — you sing well. You must know you’re good, right?”

At his calm statement, Hakyung’s face turned pale.

Muheon had expected him to get excited and maybe share a video link, but his reaction was completely off.

As his expectations were shattered, one of his eyebrows lifted curiously.



 
  Chapter 8: The Dolphin’s Secret Talent





“What’s that look on your face?”

Hakyung, who had turned even paler at Muheon’s words, shook his head vigorously.

He hurriedly swallowed the rice in his mouth, coughing as he shook his head again.

Muheon, worried that Hakyung might choke, quickly handed him a glass of water.

Hakyung’s coughing finally stopped after draining the glass.

“I don’t use SNS! I don’t record videos or anything like that!”

“Yeah, yeah. I swear, I don’t.”

Like a thief caught red-handed, Hakyung kept repeating that he didn’t.

His actions were so suspicious, even a three-year-old would find it odd, and Muheon tilted his head, staring at him curiously.

“Hmm, delicious.”

Hakyung, feeling Muheon’s gaze, broke out in a cold sweat.

His eyes, probably because half of his blood was from the sea, were definitely strange.

Unable to keep staring into the deep pupils any longer, Hakyung quickly shifted his gaze.

His eyes landed on the soybean paste stew.

It was all because of that stew.

He glared at the innocent stone pot for a moment and suddenly had a thought.

He quickly raised his head.

“Boss!”

“Hm?”

“Are you planning on recording me singing or anything like that?”

“Hmm…?”

Hakyung’s face grew increasingly anxious as Muheon’s expression grew more relaxed.

He smiled faintly and rested his chin on his hand.

He seemed to be waiting to see what Hakyung would say next.

Fidgeting nervously under the table, Hakyung spoke in a trembling voice.

“I have copyright, you know! You can’t record it, you understand, right?”

“Isn’t it portrait rights?”

“Uh, portrait rights… and also, the soybean paste stew song I made, so it’s copyrighted!”

The strange song was apparently called the “Soybean Paste Stew Song.” Muheon nodded as he recalled the most pointless part of the conversation.

It didn’t seem like the song was that great to have such a claim on copyright and portrait rights… but still, Muheon wasn’t the kind of man to do something unpleasant just because someone didn’t want it.

“I didn’t record it.”

“You can’t record it next time, either.”

“Are you going to sing again?”

“Well… I can’t promise that. I just end up singing when I’m in a good mood, feeling down, or hungry.”

So, she just sings randomly, whenever? Muheon stifled a chuckle and nodded again.

“Got it, I won’t record it. Sing as much as you want.”

“Thank you!”

Hakyung expressed his thanks.

His face, which had gone pale and red in a variety of ways, finally returned to its usual soft pink color.

What’s so embarrassing about a song video, anyway?

It’s not like he couldn’t do it. Muheon, unable to understand the shy dolphin’s behavior, dismissed it lightly.

***

After breakfast, Hakyung found himself with nothing to do.

He followed Muheon downstairs to the office, hoping to find something to help with, but no one asked the young dolphin to do anything.

Even fetching water would’ve been a good task, but everyone was too busy with their own work, and Hakyung was left feeling like a broomstick.

As he sat in the office, pondering his loneliness among the crowd, Hakyung quietly moved to the bathroom.

As expected, the last stall was filled with cleaning supplies like brooms, mops, and bleach.

He grabbed a cleaning rag and decided to clean it himself.

No one asked him to, but he figured he might as well take the initiative.

Holding the rag tightly, Hakyung started cleaning the edges of the office—wiping down window frames, drawers, and plants.

Though they had said a cleaner was needed, the office was cleaner than expected.

Not a speck of dust appeared on the rag.

Could it be that the boss only meant his office needed cleaning?

Hakyung tilted his head, adjusting his hat.

Since he started, he figured he should finish the job!

With the rag in hand, Hakyung moved toward the center of the office.

When he reached the area with the employees’ desks, he heard the familiar sound of a calculator being tapped.

It was a comforting sound, like a country grandmother doing her bookkeeping.

Even in this day and age, people still use calculators?

Curious, Hakyung followed the sound.

And soon, he found the source of the calculator noise—the large staff member who had shown him to the dormitory the day before.

He scratched his head and glanced at the computer screen, then tapped the calculator, then looked at the computer screen again, moving in a dizzying fashion.

Actually, it wasn’t so much chaotic as it was slow—like watching a turtle on land.

Hakyung, quietly creeping up behind him, watched for a while in silence.

And then, he was struck with a moment of disbelief.

Why on earth is he entering the numbers like that?!

Hakyung, who usually didn’t interfere with others, couldn’t stand it this time.

He tapped Geowong’s thick shoulder.

“Excuse me.”

“Uh?”

With a soft tap on his shoulder, Geowong turned his head, his eyes widening when he realized the person tapping him was the janitor.

Yesterday, he had heard from Sangoh, one of Muheon’s right-hand men and his close friend, that the janitor was a very important person.

The “Great Dolphin” that Muheon was keeping a close eye on.

But why is the Great Dolphin doing this?

Geowong blinked, staring at Hakyung, who was now looking at him with a sweet smile, his cheeks bulging out, creating cute dimples.

“Hello. I’m Kang Hakyung, and I’m starting work today. Thank you for showing me to the dormitory yesterday.”

“Oh, right. Nice to meet you, Park Geowong.”

Geowong awkwardly continued talking, not noticing Hakyung’s strange posture as he pointed at the computer screen.

“By the way, what are you doing here?”

The screen was filled with a bunch of numbers, and it seemed like he was writing down totals below.

The problem was, he was using the calculator to get the result one by one.

Why?!

The program is already open, so why are you using the calculator?!

This was the moment Hakyung decided to intervene.

It didn’t make any sense.

There was an Excel program open, and yet he was tapping away on the calculator.

Hakyung had to step in.

“This? I’m recording the rent that was collected…”

“Rent?! So he’s a gangster after all,” Hakyung thought.

The boss had said they wouldn’t deal with things like that, but who else but a gangster would admit to being one?

He shuddered as he recalled the strange look in the boss’s eyes from the morning.

“I’ll have to be careful and avoid getting on his bad side this week. But first, let’s fix this.”

“Do you mind if I help with the calculations?” Hakyung asked cautiously.

“Huh? Calculations? What’s that? You’re saying I’m bad at math?”

“No, no! Not at all!”

Hakyung quickly waved his hands, denying the accusation, and carefully grabbed the mouse and keyboard.

“I have a certification for this program. So, let me try something, okay?”

“Input a formula? What’s that? Well, try it.”

With a skeptical look, Geowong handed over the data he had entered.

Hakyung accepted the file and began moving his fingers like he was playing the piano in mid-air, loosening his hands.

His pale, slender fingers danced across the air.

He didn’t even look at the keypad but typed flawlessly without a single typo.

It almost looked like magic, and Geowong’s big eyes widened as they nearly popped out of his head.

“Okay, check it now.”

In less than three minutes, Hakyung finished entering everything and looked up with a satisfied expression.

When comparing the results with the data Geowong had already worked on, there wasn’t a single mistake, not even one won.

“Unbelievable, I spent three whole days just entering the data and verifying it!”


Geowong held his neck in frustration, unsure how to react. Hakyung blinked, a bit confused.

“Did I make a mistake? Umm… No, it can’t be…”

“No, it’s perfect. Good job.”

Geowong, with his thick and solid hands, patted Hakyung’s small shoulder, offering praise.

Hakyung’s eyes were a bit watery, moved by the praise, as he had been grateful for the compliments, whether it was from the boss after hearing his song or Geowong now.

Praise really does make the dolphins dance, Hakyung thought, as he eagerly hit the keyboard again.

Soon, other staff members gathered around him, witnessing the second part of the work contract incident.
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“Do this too.”

“Wow, you’re really fast! Then how about this one!”

Like sharks circling around prey, the employees surrounded Hakyung with documents in hand.

The papers they handed him all showed signs of manual labor.

It seemed that there were more than ten employees, but none of them could handle the program?

When he thought about it again, it seemed strange.

It was actually nice to have people ask him for help.

Compared to the inexplicable orders from the boss to clean the room after meals, this was completely fine.

He felt like he was actually earning his keep.

Hakyung stayed at the computer monitor until lunch was almost over.

It had been a while since he concentrated this hard, even when preparing for his certification exam.

His eyes were starting to hurt.

Blinking quickly to relieve his dry eyelids, Hakyung finished the last document and brought it to the desk next to him.

“Wow! Thanks! Are you the new guy?”

“Yeah? Yes.”

The man with short red hair, spiked up in a style that reminded Hakyung of a character from a basketball anime he’d once seen on TV, introduced himself as ‘Bugeunrim’ and smiled widely.

As a thank-you for helping with the work, he promised to buy Hakyung a drink and led him to the café in the next building.

“So, what kind of species are you? I’m ‘Redbarri!’ I may look like this, but I’m the most elite among the Redbarries, and that’s how I ended up here,” he said.

“Ah, I see.”

What’s a Redbarri…? Hakyung, who had no idea about sea creatures, awkwardly nodded.

“Huh? What kind of species is that?”

Bugeunrim, who seemed curious, approached a little closer, his red eyes making Hakyung feel a bit uneasy.

Trying to escape the uncomfortable closeness, Hakyung responded in a small voice.

“Uh, I’m a river dolphin.”

“A river dolphin…? So you live in rivers, not the sea?”

Hakyung nodded.

“Wow! You live in rivers?! Not the sea?! Why did Muheon bring a river dolphin to work?!”

Bugeunrim jumped in surprise, as if he had uncovered a great secret.

He didn’t mention that Hakyung might only be working for a week, though—he didn’t want to jump too high in case he startled Hakyung.

Now that he thought about it, the employees here didn’t call their boss “boss” but referred to him as “Muheon-nim,” a respectful title.

“By the way, what species is your boss? I asked earlier but got ignored.”

Hakyung cautiously asked.

Despite being close enough to hear, Bugeunrim turned his head, pretending he hadn’t.

His behavior was suspicious, and Hakyung narrowed his eyes slightly.

Noticing that Bugeunrim wasn’t answering, Hakyung asked again, pretending not to notice. Bugeunrim cleared his throat loudly.

“I can’t speak on anything related to Muheon-nim. You’ll have to ask him directly.”

“He won’t even answer if I ask him directly!” Hakyung thought, annoyed by the response.

But outwardly, he nodded obediently.

In fact, it might be better for his own safety to remain unaware of the boss’s true identity, Hakyung decided.

Feeling relieved by Hakyung’s polite attitude, Bugeunrim quickly changed the subject.

“By the way, how come you’re so good with computers? Did you learn it somewhere?”

“I taught myself. There are good lectures available these days, so it’s enough to learn on my own.”

“Really? Is it like those YouTube things that the younger generation likes?”


Despite being about the same age, Bugeunrim referred to them as “the younger generation” and rolled his eyes, expressing curiosity about YouTube.

It wasn’t exactly cute—more bizarre—and Hakyung unconsciously turned his gaze away, wishing that their drinks would come soon.

After receiving the ice vanilla latte that Bugeunrim bought for him, Hakyung returned to the office, where the staff surrounded him, as if waiting for him.

They were probably hoping to get him to do something else.

Instead of handing over more documents, they offered him snacks: dried kelp, seaweed chips, grilled dried fish, shrimp snacks…

It was an overwhelming display of love for the sea.

Hakyung, a river dolphin with a fear of the sea, shuddered at the abundance of sea-themed snacks.

However, refusing the snacks would have been rude, so he couldn’t express his dislike.

Holding all the snacks, he returned to the dormitory.

There was no desk or locker to place them on, after all.

“Ugh…!”

He would rather be dealing with the pile of paperwork.

Dealing with things he didn’t even like was more painful.

As he glanced at the snacks spread out on the floor, Hakyung slowly reached for one.

Maybe I’ll just try one… I’m hungry.

Hakyung picked up the seaweed chips first.

He had eaten them a few times as side dishes, so they weren’t unfamiliar.

As soon as he bit into them, the delicious crunch and texture filled his mouth.

The perfect balance of saltiness and savory umami spread across his tongue.

His eyes lit up.

He proceeded to try the dried fish, dried kelp, and shrimp snacks, each time shaking with delight as the flavors hit him.

I always thought everything from the sea was salty and tasteless…! But there’s this kind of flavor too!

Hakyung, who had been scattering snacks on the floor, hastily gathered them into his arms, threw his hat aside, and started eating in earnest.

Crunch, munch, slurp.

The sound was so clear and firm, it felt like he was filming an ASMR eating show, filling his dorm room with satisfying sounds.

Maybe the snacks were made with good ingredients, because they were so irresistible that Hakyung was lost in the flavor.

Maybe that’s why, at some point, he didn’t even realize there was a visitor in his room.

“Looks like you’re enjoying it.”

“Yeah, it’s so delicious!”

With both cheeks full of shrimp crackers, Hakyung gave a thumbs-up and suddenly turned around in surprise.

The boss was standing crookedly on the doorframe.

Gulp, Hakyung swallowed what was in his mouth and quickly jumped to his feet.

He immediately pulled the boss into the room.

The boss raised an eyebrow at Hakyung’s eager attitude but didn’t say anything.

“You can’t step on the doorframe! It’s bad luck!”

When Hakyung was little, his grandmother used to scold him every time he stepped on the doorframe.

That memory stuck with him, and before he realized it, he scolded the boss as well.

A chuckle escaped the boss’s lips at hearing such an odd scolding.

“Yeah, thanks for worrying about my luck.”

“It’s nothing.”

Hakyung, with an embarrassed smile, realized his head was bare and quickly grabbed his hat, putting it on.

His pink-tinted, wavy hair disappeared under the hat.

For some reason, the boss clicked his tongue inwardly, feeling a little regretful, and spoke.

“I heard from Geowung that you’ve been helping a lot at work?”

“Me? Really?”

“Yeah, thanks to you, the rent for this week was all taken care of.”

“Ah! Yes, yes! I helped with Excel work!”

Hakyung seemed proud as he shrugged his shoulders, still thinking about it.

Even though he’d been stuck at the computer all morning, it felt good, like he was getting hands-on practice.

It wasn’t bad at all, helping someone for free.

The boss gently patted Hakyung’s head, careful not to use too much force, remembering what had happened yesterday.

Hakyung smiled sweetly at the compliment. His cute dimples appeared and then disappeared.

“A gift for a good child.”

The boss took out a small box from his coat. When Hakyung hesitated to open it, holding it carefully, the boss nudged the box toward him.

“There’s nothing like a bomb inside, so open it.”

“It’s not that, but I’m just a paid employee, so it’s normal for me to do my job…”

“Praising a good employee is also the boss’s job.”

Hakyung looked at the man with admiration, realizing that to be a boss, one needed such smooth talk.

He slowly opened the box.


He had no idea what kind of gift the boss had prepared, and his heart raced with anticipation.

Inside, there was a scene—a scene of a dolphin, just like the one the boss had mentioned the night before.

Hakyung’s eyes widened in surprise.

He quickly took it out of the box.

Inside the transparent glass in the shape of a bell was a dolphin hanging from a thread.

The dolphin was also made of glass, and its color was a beautiful pink.

It seemed as if the boss had made it just for him, the river dolphin, and Hakyung’s mouth dropped open in awe.

Ding-ding.

When Hakyung lightly shook the ornament, a clear, bright sound echoed.

He swayed his wrist, enjoying the peaceful sound of the dolphin swimming happily inside.

He had told himself that he didn’t need such things, as he would only be here for a week…

But somehow, he was enchanted by the clear sound and the pink dolphin happily swimming inside.

“Done playing around?”

The boss lightly tapped Hakyung’s shoulder, pulling him out of his trance.

Hakyung, who had been humming a little tune, looked up at the man with startled eyes.

“Let’s go.”

“Huh? Where to?”

“On an errand.”

The boss grinned and pointed toward the door.
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Hakyung narrowed his eyes at his boss’s suspicious expression and behavior.

He had clearly said they weren’t going to the sea or anywhere like that…?

“Where are we going?”

“If you follow me, you’ll find out.”

The answer, which didn’t solve any of his questions, made Hakyung click his tongue and shake his head.

Whether they were going to the sea or some dark alley, either way, it was a problem.

The boss’s cold gaze made Hakyung’s heart race like a little river dolphin, pounding wildly.

“You must be young…”

“Excuse me?”

“You don’t seem to understand that the person who pays the money makes the rules.”

The casual words made Hakyung’s brows furrow.

He hadn’t thought much of his boss, but now he was suddenly flaunting the fact that he was the one paying…

As he reevaluated his boss negatively, Hakyung sighed deeply.

As the man said, to ordinary folks, the one who gives the money was essentially the law.

Hakyung sighed inwardly and carefully placed the dolphin sculpture down before following Muheon’s lead.

He hoped that by tonight, he’d be able to reunite with the dolphin sculpture safely…

***

The car carrying the river dolphin sped through the streets of Seoul.

Since it was an ambiguous time after lunch, most of the roads were quiet.

“What are you looking around for?”

“Ah, am I distracting you while you’re driving? Sorry.”

Hakyung apologized quickly while nervously checking the inside of the car with his eyes, unable to touch anything.

Muheon didn’t even turn his head but seemed to know exactly what Hakyung was doing.

After Hakyung apologized swiftly, he couldn’t resist and started inspecting the interior of the car again.

After all, the car he was riding in was a multi-million dollar foreign luxury car that he’d only seen in YouTube reviews!

Hakyung still couldn’t believe it.

His own butt was sitting on a car worth millions of dollars.

The car definitely lived up to its expensive name, with leather seats, a dashboard, a steering wheel, and even the seatbelts looking stylish and luxurious.

“Is there something wrong with the car? Why are you staring at it so much?”

“Ah, no! The car is just… really cool…”

“All cars with wheels are the same, you know.”

Muheon nonchalantly dismissed the expensive car as “just a car” in such a laid-back manner, which made him seem even more refined.

He must have become a materialistic person now that he was in Seoul.

Hakyung scolded himself for already getting caught up in the materialism after being in Seoul for such a short time, then asked a small question.

“Did you buy this car with the money from rent and tribute?”

“Hmm, a bit of rent, and some tribute money too.”

Cough!

Muheon’s answer made Hakyung choke on his breath, and as soon as Muheon noticed, he patted Hakyung’s back.

After getting his breath back thanks to Muheon’s considerate gesture, Hakyung wiggled his fingers.

“I see…”

Hakyung decided it was better to leave his curiosity about the car buried quietly.

As Hakyung kept fidgeting, marveling at the car, he finally zipped his lips, and the car fell into an awkward silence.

Muheon didn’t speak unless necessary, and Hakyung felt like the more he spoke, the more trouble he got into, so he kept quiet.


After what felt like a while, Muheon’s car smoothly slid into a building.

Hakyung blinked his eyes at the new world unfolding before him.

“Get out.”

“Y-Yes.”

The place Muheon had brought him to was a shopping mall with a long row of clothing stores.

Hakyung, who had only ever gone to buy clothes with his grandmother on market days, felt small and intimidated by the flashy stores.

Every time his eyes met a store clerk’s, their bright smiles made him feel pressured.

In this unfamiliar space, the only place he felt he could hide was behind his boss’s wide back.

He pulled his hat lower to cover his face and pressed himself closer to Muheon.

“You’re such a coward…”

Muheon scolded him for acting like a scaredy-cat, but the warmth of Muheon’s back kept him close.

Instead of pulling away, Muheon reached out behind him and gently patted the little river dolphin on its shoulder.

They had only come to buy one outfit, but there was so much to take in and so many things to be nervous about.

It was all a bit overwhelming for Hakyung, but it was also strangely cute and amusing, making Muheon chuckle softly.

Muheon didn’t hesitate and walked with purpose, keeping a pace that Hakyung could easily follow.

Their destination was a popular edit shop among young people, recommended by Gisang-oh, the one who knew everything about the world.

“Hello!”

The cheerful greeting from the employees made Hakyung feel even more out of place in the bright, busy store.

To Muheon, who had lived for centuries, the place didn’t seem impressive at all.

But to Hakyung, who had just stepped into this new world, it was a lot to take in.

Muheon turned around, holding Hakyung’s back gently as if to say, “You can look around.”

Hakyung, who was more like a newborn in this world, might have actually liked this noisy, bustling place, so Muheon decided to stay a little longer than he’d intended.

He raised his hand to stop a staff member who was about to approach them and gave Hakyung a gentle push forward.

It was a small push, but it sent Hakyung stumbling forward, and the little river dolphin looked up at Muheon with wide eyes.

“Is there anything you like? Pick something out.”

“Me?!”

“Yeah, I noticed there’s nothing in your bag that you can actually wear.”

Hakyung’s bag, which Muheon had forcibly taken from him, was filled with junk.

It was chilly, and there wasn’t a single warm piece of clothing—just two thin shirts and a pair of jeans, and that was it.

From the looks of it, that was all Hakyung had.

It was a pretty sparse and disappointing collection.

Because of this, Hakyung’s clothes became the most urgent issue for Muheon.

Originally, he had planned to bring Hakyung after breakfast, but Hakyung had been busy working all morning, and only now were they finally on their way.

Strangely enough, Hakyung, the janitor, had been busier than his boss.

But what could he do?

He, being less busy, had to adjust.

“It’s fine, I can still wear this.”

Hakyung pouted, trying to argue, but Muheon didn’t even acknowledge it.

He just shot a sharp glance, urging him to pick something quickly.

Hakyung, unsure if this was part of his job or if the cost would be deducted from his salary, hesitated and looked around the store.

The colorful geometric-patterned clothes that would likely appeal to elderly people were light years away from Hakyung’s taste.

“Seems like someone who looks like a gangster likes flashy, eye-catching clothes,” Hakyung thought to himself, and he chose the cheapest, most basic blue T-shirt, just in case it was deducted from his pay.

“Are you trying to freeze to death? You need to buy something for the current weather.”

“I don’t get cold easily! And…”

Hakyung wiggled his fingers.

He wanted to whisper it, but his boss’s height made it difficult.

“Ah, you’re directing your boss with one hand, huh?”

“No, it’s just…! You’re so tall…!”

“I’ll let it slide this time.”

“Thank you.”

Hakyung didn’t know what exactly he was thankful for, but he thanked him anyway, then wiggled his fingers again.

Muheon raised an eyebrow, then lowered his head and brought his ear close to Hakyung’s mouth.

As Hakyung whispered, his clear voice, almost like a song, circled around Muheon’s ear, getting inside.

“I don’t like these clothes. They’re too loud for my taste.”

However, the clarity wasn’t in the content.

Muheon couldn’t hold back his laughter at the straight-laced dolphin’s preferences.

No matter how much he tried, he couldn’t help but laugh.

Even though young people these days were often the same, their tastes weren’t always uniform.

In the end, after paying for the blue T-shirt, Muheon took Hakyung to his usual brand.

The store was filled with basic items in muted colors, items Muheon personally liked.

Only then did Hakyung, like a river dolphin in water, start to move around excitedly.

He hesitated briefly when checking the price tags, but when he held the clothes up to the mirror and liked what he saw, he quickly started filling his basket.

Muheon, who had been watching Hakyung’s every move, felt a sense of pride growing in his chest.

Pride.

How long had it been since he had felt this emotion?

Muheon realized that the boredom that had filled him for hundreds of years had been steadily diminishing over the past few days.

As he thought about taking care of the mysterious dolphin from head to toe, a chill ran down his spine.

“Boss, boss! Can I really buy all of this? I hope it won’t be deducted from my salary!”


Before long, Hakyung, with his basket full, stood in front of Muheon as if asking for permission to have his homework checked.

The heat from his red cheeks, probably from wearing the hat too long, made him look almost irresistibly cute.

Muheon, swallowing hard as he looked at Hakyung’s flushed face, took the basket from his hands and headed for the checkout.

The sound of Hakyung’s footsteps following him closely sounded pleasant to Muheon.

The man who had been determined to figure out Hakyung’s true nature didn’t realize yet that, somewhere along the way, he had begun to feel an overwhelming desire to do anything for this river dolphin.



 
  Chapter 11: The Hat, The Pizza, and The Unexpected Bond





After finishing his exciting shopping, Hakyung once again burst into song.

“One, two, three clothes. Four, five, six clothes. What should I do with such a small wardrobe, hmm hmm! My closet’s so full. So fat!”

What am I even listening to…

The lyrics were nonsensical.

However, it wasn’t completely absurd, so Muheon secretly raised his eyebrows at Hakyung. Before he knew it, Hakyung’s singing wasn’t unpleasant to listen to.

He let out a hum and followed Hakyung.

He also made sure to take a step back.

As they passed a few more shops, Muheon spotted a familiar silhouette.

He grabbed Hakyung by the back of the neck as he walked ahead.

“Ugh!”

Hakyung, who was suddenly pulled back, turned around with wide eyes.

Seeing the displeasure in his gaze, Muheon waved his hand apologetically, but it was a rather half-hearted apology.

Not really caring if Hakyung accepted his apology, Muheon pointed with his finger to the side.

Reluctantly forgiving him, Hakyung followed Muheon’s finger and then froze in front of a poster.

“Uh…?”

“How about that?”

“Wait, can we go inside the store and take a better look?”

“Do whatever you want.”

As soon as Muheon gave his permission, Hakyung dashed straight toward the event corner. The man lazily followed behind him.

“Welcome!”

“Hello, um… is the event still going on?”

“Yes, it’s until today!”

After the staff explained, Hakyung’s lips twitched slightly.

He wanted to participate, but after buying so many clothes just now, it felt a little too embarrassing to admit that he wanted to buy even more.

It was clearly an event meant for him, but he felt frustrated that he couldn’t say so openly.

Noticing Hakyung’s hesitation, the staff kindly encouraged him again.

“We’re also supporting endangered animals in the Amazon. If you purchase any of these items, 3% of the sales will be donated to a wildlife protection association.”

“Does that mean all the animals shown here?”

“Yes, yes. Of course! Jaguars, sloths, and even the Amazon river dolphin are included.”

At the mention of the Amazon river dolphin, Hakyung’s toes twitched.

Since the staff was directly involved in the sales, they knew exactly about the existence of the river dolphin.

Although Hakyung was closer to being human, he must have shared the same bloodline as those river dolphins long ago…

Every time he heard about the threat of extinction, his heart ached.

Hakyung wanted to contribute somehow.

Perhaps sensing his hesitation, the staff handed him a hat.

“This hat would really suit you! It’s spring, so a fresh color would be nice, and the dolphin logo on it is unique. It’s actually the best-seller among our new items. There’s only one left in stock.”

Hakyung had already fallen for the hat at first sight.

It was a pale lemon color with a coral dolphin logo embroidered on it, and he couldn’t resist it.

Hakyung glanced back and forth between the hat and his shopping bags, lost in thought.

If he went back to the store and returned a few items, he could probably afford the hat.

Though he had been so happy with his clothes that he even made up a song on the spot, the hat was a different story.

Hakyung made up his mind and turned around.

“Where are you going?”

A presence he had forgotten about suddenly blocked his way.

Startled by the man’s large figure, Hakyung stepped back.

“I said, where are you going?”

“I… I’m going to return something.”

“Return? Why suddenly change your mind?”

“I want that hat.”

Hakyung gulped as he stared at the yellow hat.

His heart raced, worried it would be sold out while he was returning the clothes.

There was no time to explain everything.

He moved his feet to the right to avoid the man, and Muheon mirrored his move, stepping to the right as well.

Then Hakyung shifted left, and the man followed again.

It felt like déjà vu from when they first met.

Hakyung made his face as unapproachable as possible and glared up at the man.

“Please move! I need to return my clothes and buy that hat!”

“So why return it? Just buy it.”

“But… my salary…”

Being the Excel wizard he was, Hakyung had carefully calculated his purchases to stay within his weekly budget.

Though the man had prevented him from approaching the checkout counter, Hakyung knew exactly how much he had spent.

If he added the hat to the total, his budget would be completely blown.

“Don’t worry, just buy it.”

“Are you serious?”

“Do you want me to buy it for you?”

Muheon, who had deliberately ignored Hakyung’s suspicious gaze, lightly pushed Hakyung’s back with his finger.

It was a soft tap.

But Hakyung, as if pushed by great force, stumbled and exclaimed, “Oh!” in surprise.

Is he really that weak to be pushed over like that?

Muheon clicked his tongue, repeating the thought he had the last time.

The staff’s smile faded as they observed the scene between the two, which clearly looked nothing like a warm, friendly atmosphere.

Having been on the receiving end of Muheon’s sudden attacks before, Hakyung calmly spoke to the staff with a neutral expression.

“I’d like to buy this…”

“Yes! Just a moment, I’ll get the stock for you!”

The staff, who had briefly lost her smile, brightened up again when she heard about the hat and headed toward the storage.

While waiting eagerly for his new hat, Hakyung muttered, “I should try it on to see if it suits me.”

Muheon, who had silently approached Hakyung from behind, spoke up.

At his suggestion, Hakyung scoffed.

It would’ve been awkward to say something like this in front of the company president, but since Muheon probably didn’t know much about him, it seemed fine as a way of sharing some information.

“I guess you don’t know this, but I’ve been wearing hats for over 20 years.”

“Hm?”

Muheon tilted his head as if asking, “So?” Hakyung raised his chin at the man’s innocent reaction.

“Just by looking at a hat, I can tell if it’s going to look great on me or not! I can predict it right away. And pretty much any hat looks good on me.”

Hakyung’s shoulders lifted in pride, as if he was boasting about something huge.

Muheon found it rather trivial and not a big deal, but Hakyung, or rather, the strong-willed guy, took immense pride in the fact that any hat suited him.

Not wanting to ruin the kid’s pride, Muheon suppressed the smirk threatening to form on his lips and nodded.

“Must be nice.”

He didn’t forget to add the appropriate response.

***

He’d successfully obtained the hat he liked.


After getting caught up in the shopping, Hakyung finally checked his phone and realized it was already past 4 p.m.

He hadn’t realized how long he’d been at the mall.

Then, at that moment…

His stomach growled loudly, a result of days of barely eating, signaling that it was long overdue to be filled.

He realized he hadn’t had much since breakfast, just a small snack.

The loud sound piercing through the background music in the store made Muheon burst into laughter, while Hakyung, clutching his stomach, blushed brightly.

Muheon stared at Hakyung, amused by his embarrassed expression.

Just when Hakyung was about to tell him to stop staring, Muheon spoke.

“What do you want to eat?”

“I’m fine… I’ll just go home soon…”

“You’re fine? You’ve been working all day and now your stomach’s protesting.”

Muheon’s eyes, which had held a mischievous glint moments ago, now focused on Hakyung’s stomach.

It was a 180-degree shift from before, and no matter how many times Hakyung had experienced it, those eyes always made him uneasy.

If he turned down the offer again, he might face an even worse situation.

Hakyung’s heart raced at the thought.

“Well then… pizza.”

“Pizza…?”

“Yes, hot chicken pizza with cheese crust on the dough.”


Muheon nodded in understanding.

For someone who had just been nervous, Hakyung’s request was quite specific.

The demand, a bit playful and cute, made Muheon smile without saying much.

Hakyung had lived in a remote area, a 20-minute drive away from the city, so while he could eat home-cooked meals as much as he wanted, delivery food like pizza, fried chicken, and jajangmyeon was too expensive to order often.

As a result, whenever asked about food, he’d usually mention one of those three.

Today, for some reason, he craved spicy pizza, and that’s why he made the request.

But…

When they arrived at the place, the pizza Muheon had brought was a wood-fired pizza topped with spinach instead of the hot chicken with cheese crust that Hakyung had wanted.
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“What’s with that ugly face?”

Muheon tilted his chin, not understanding the disgruntled expression on Kang Hakyun’s face.

He’d heard that places like this were supposed to be even more popular with younger folks than pizza school-type joints.

They had driven all the way here because of Gi Sang-oh’s big talk, but it clearly didn’t suit Kang Hakyung’s tastes.

“Wanna go to Pizza School instead?”

Muheon had thought, ‘It’s too complicated, the owner can just choose something good,’ and that had been his mistake.

Hakyung pulled off a slice of pizza piled high with bright green vegetables and placed it on the man’s plate.

But wasn’t this way too much spinach?

There was so much on it, it hadn’t even wilted.

Finally, Hakyung’s lips, full of complaint, started to chatter away.

“Excuse me, sir, what kind of pizza did you order? There’s just way too much spinach. It’s not like I’m a picky eater, but pizza’s supposed to be all about cheese and strong flavors, right? This just feels like I’m eating a salad. I don’t get the point.”

“Spinach? That’s arugula.”

“Arugula?”

What even is that…?

Hakyung’s pupils trembled.

It was an ingredient he had never heard of back in the countryside.

He had just assumed it was some soft spinach, but it turned out to be something entirely different.

Flustered, Hakyung clamped his mouth shut, which had been moving non-stop.

Watching the now-blushing Kang Hakyung, Muheon had to clench his fist under the table to keep from laughing.

“Hillbilly.”

Of course, he wasn’t about to pass up a chance to tease the kid.

“I-It’s just because we didn’t have places like this where I lived!”

“You could’ve just looked it up online, though?”

“How am I supposed to search up a vegetable I’ve never even seen on a pizza before?!”

…Fair point.

Muheon found himself nodding as if hypnotized by Hakyung’s indigent defense.

He copied Hakyung’s earlier action and placed a slice of pizza on the boy’s plate.

“Then take this opportunity to try it. You’ll go, ‘So this is arugula.’”

A laugh escaped him, unable to be held back.

Hakyung, chewing the pizza, puffed his cheeks like an angry baby pufferfish.

Muheon ended up laughing out loud.

His booming laugh was too much, and Hakyung really did get upset.

Trying to appease the grumpy Kang Hakyung, Muheon broke into a sweat for the first time in a while.

Only after he promised to buy him hot chicken pizza next time did Hakyung start eating the rest of the pizza happily.

He really was a little prince.

Still, oddly enough, Muheon didn’t mind coaxing and doting on him—he even enjoyed it.

After finishing the entire pizza and a spicy rosé bacon pasta, Hakyung patted his full stomach.

The happiness from stuffing himself made his shoulders wiggle.

People are at their happiest with a full belly.

After two days of crouching and starving, he had felt like he was in hell—but just being full made it feel like heaven.

“Thank you for the meal today.”

“Yeah. Judging by your belly, I’d say you ate well.”

Still teasing to the end, Muheon climbed into the driver’s seat.

Hakyung, who had been pouting behind him, hurriedly opened the passenger door, worried he might get left behind.

***

Back at the company, it was already evening.

Hakyung was told he could clock out early, so he headed straight to the rooftop room.

As always, the dorm was quiet.

He passed the empty living room and kitchen and entered his room.

When he opened the door to the Whale Room, the wind chime he had hung earlier chimed a crisp, refreshing note in welcome.

Smiling, Hakyung opened and closed the door again.

The chime rang again, clear and bright.

Being able to hear such a pretty sound every time he came home—it made him so happy.

His boss might not have great taste in clothes or food, but he definitely knew how to pick gifts.

Going up on tiptoe, he tapped the wind chime once before finally stepping into the room.

“Phew!”

Shoving his shopping bags into a corner, Hakyung let out a deep breath.

He had never gone shopping so aggressively before in his life.

It was on par with the time he went to buy kimchi-making ingredients with his grandma.

He tapped his sore shoulders and elbows, then opened the shopping bag with the hat.

The yellow hat, neatly packaged flat, seemed to twinkle in anticipation.

He quickly unwrapped it, placed his old hat on the floor, and pressed the new yellow one onto his head.

The small mirror on his nightstand didn’t show it well, so he dashed to the bathroom to look in the big mirror.

“Knew it! It looks great!”

Hakyung bounced with joy.

He was thrilled that his hunch had been right—and proud that he managed to snag the last one before it was gone.

Striking various angles like someone taking selfies, he admired his reflection.


No matter which angle he looked from, the hat suited him perfectly.

A goofy grin kept slipping from his lips.

With the hat as a starting point, Hakyung’s personal fashion show began.

There was no audience, but he gleefully changed clothes and danced around the room.

“Pretty.”

At the sound of a low voice behind him, Hakyung flinched.

Still holding the shirt he hadn’t put on yet, he turned around.

The boss, leaning against the doorway, slowly scanned Hakyung from head to toe with his eyes.

“S-Sir?”

“Yeah.”

“What brings you here…?”

Hakyung, who had hurriedly pulled the T-shirt over his head, quickly took a step back.

As his footsteps grew more distant, Muheon, who had been watching him, shrugged his shoulders.

“Just because. Can’t I come?”

“Huh…?”

“I was just curious what Kang Hakyung was up to.”

“Ah, I see…”

Hakyung, inwardly grumbling, “What’s there to be curious about? Why doesn’t he just go home? Why’s he barging into another guy’s room late at night?” awkwardly smiled as he slipped his other arm into the shirt.

He wasn’t curious about what the boss was doing at all.

An uncomfortable air swirled around the two of them, but only Hakyung seemed to notice.

He fidgeted with the hem of his T-shirt to distract himself.

“Haven’t tried on the hat?”

“The hat?”

“Yeah, it’s not a new one.”

Muheon shifted his gaze toward Hakyung’s head as he asked.

At that, the dullness in Hakyung’s eyes instantly vanished, and they sparkled.

The fact that someone had appeared who could share in his excitement about the new hat thrilled him.

Hakyung picked up the hat placed neatly on top of the folded clothes.

The soft texture fit snugly into his palm.

“Boss, are you curious how I look in this hat? You are, right? That’s why you came, isn’t it?”

Come on, say you’re curious, ask me to show you!

Even his inner voice seemed audible.

Muheon, as if responding to Hakyung’s wish, nodded.

“Then I’ll show you!”

Hakyung swapped his hat for the yellow one.

In that moment, the curly pink hair that appeared looked as sweet as cotton candy.

A sudden urge to mess up that hair with his own hand surged within Muheon.

He barely managed to suppress it by shoving his hands into his pockets as Hakyung confidently stepped closer.

Maybe it was because he was still a kid.

Kang Hakyung found it so easy to retreat in fear when startled, and just as easy to approach again with a bright, excited expression.

Not that Muheon disliked it—it gave him an excuse to speak with him a bit longer.

“What do you think? Looks good, right? I told you it would!”

Come on, compliment me.

Say I look good with the pink dolphin theme.

Say it was a great purchase!

Once again, Muheon could almost hear the unspoken plea.

Suppressing a chuckle, he tilted his head, pretending not to get it.

“I think I need to see the back too.”

“Oh, come on!”

Hakyung let out a surprised laugh at the teasing comment, spinning his finger in the air.

Then he quickly covered his mouth.

But seeing the man’s unbothered expression, he reached out hesitantly.

Following the request, he turned in place to show his back.

“Looks good from the back too, right?”

Turning back around, Hakyung stepped even closer than before.

As he looked up at Muheon from up close, the brim of his hat lifted, revealing his face.

The first thing that caught the eye was the deep dimple created by his bright, cheerful smile.


Muheon raised a finger and poked Hakyung’s cheek.

“Ow!”

Caught off guard by the unexpected poke, Hakyung frowned.

He asked for an opinion on the hat, not to get jabbed in the cheek!

What does he think this is, checking if a fruit is ripe…?

Muheon blinked, surprised by the now-sullen look in Hakyung’s eyes.

Even he didn’t understand why his finger had ended up on Kang Hakyung’s cheek.

More shocked than Hakyung, who’d just been poked, Muheon quickly pulled his finger back and tried to escape the situation by reciting the compliment Hakyung had been waiting for.
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“There was something on your face. Anyway, the hat looks good on you—perfect from front to back.”

But Kang Hakyung was not an easy opponent.

Maintaining a sharp look in his eyes, he replied,

“You did that on purpose, didn’t you? I was just looking in the mirror—I knew there was nothing on my face.”

“Then maybe something got on it just now.”

The conversation ended with Muheon poking Hakyung’s cheek once more.

In the blink of an eye, Hakyung had been poked twice, and his lips stuck out in a pout.

“If you bought new clothes, don’t stay up too late showing them off. Go to bed early.”

“Okaaay.”

“You have to prepare breakfast tomorrow too.”

“Oh, are we eating together again tomorrow morning, you and me?”

Mu-heon gave him a look as if to say, Why are you even asking that?

At that, Hakyung quietly took out his pajamas.

Just like the man said, the best way to get Muheon to leave was to go to bed quickly.

The overly mild reaction had already taken the fun out of showing off his hat anyway.

If he’d shown the new hat to his grandmother back in the countryside, she would’ve patted his butt affectionately and said, “My little piglet is a supermodel!” and adored him…

Instead of this boring boss’s compliments, it was the excessive praise of his loving grandmother that he missed tonight.

***

Five days had already passed since the day Mu-heon had said, “Just try working for a week.”

Waking up early every day to cook breakfast with fresh ingredients, helping out around the office—all of it had become routine, and he was getting good at it.

To be honest, it was much, much easier than catching and selling sandfish from cold water every day.


If he could, Hakyung wanted to break the “just one week” agreement and ask to stay and work forever.

But the more he worked, the more he felt like he was sitting on pins and needles.

The reason, of course, was the boss.

Every morning, Mu-heon would come up to the dorm and quietly eat three bowls of rice.

It was almost endearing.

But then Hakyung would see how the other employees acted around him—with stiff, formal attitudes and hardened expressions—and his comfort would shrink down to a speck.

As a result, curiosity about this scary boss only grew.

Today as well, after finishing his tasks, Hakyung went up to the rooftop during lunch break to rest for a bit.

“Huh…?”

He had expected the dorm rooftop to be as quiet as usual, completely empty.

But someone had gotten there before him and was sitting on the bench at the entrance.

It was Muheon, the owner of the company.

Hakyung hurried over in surprise, as he had never seen anyone use the rooftop bench before.

“Boss! Hello!”

“Yeah.”

Muheon gave a half-hearted wave but kept his gaze fixed on the sky.

Was there something up there?

Hakyung looked up too, following Muheon’s line of sight, but saw nothing.

Only the blue sky turned a little hazy with the warming weather.

Soon, it would be the season when yellow dust swept in with the wind.

“Boss.”

“What?”

“What are you doing?”

Unable to find anything interesting, Hakyung asked.

If there was something to see, he’d watch it with him.

If not, he figured he’d just go back to his room for a quick nap.

After what felt like an eternity, just when Hakyung wondered if he’d have to wait until morning, Mu-heon finally spoke:

“Thinking it might be time to make it rain.”

“…Huh?”

The response came in clearly in Korean, but its meaning wasn’t easy to grasp.

“Make it rain?”

What did that even mean…?

Hakyung tilted his head to the side in confusion.

Rain falling was, in the dictionary sense, just one of many natural phenomena like the sun rising and setting.

It wasn’t something ordinary humans could control.

Maybe he meant watering the flower bed near the pond?

That seemed more likely—especially since the boss liked to maintain those kinds of poetic images.

Either way, neither interpretation was something Hakyung could get involved in.

Just as freshwater dolphins are strong in freshwater, Kang Hakyung had terrible compatibility with plants.

When he helped the elderly lady next door with weeding, he often ended up pulling out healthy vegetables too.

And whenever he watered plants, their roots would start rotting in rows.

At first, the adults had thought he’d improve with practice, but even after years, his destructive touch never changed.

They eventually gave up and told him he’d be better off catching another basket of shellfish in the river than working in the field.

With that kind of relationship to plant life, Hakyung simply replied,

“Okay! Do your best!” and returned to his room.

Thirty minutes later, Hakyung was woken by the buzzing and spinning vibration of his phone alarm on the floor.

It had been a blissful nap.

With a short yawn and a stretch, he stepped out of the dormitory for his shift.

That afternoon, he had agreed to help Bugeunrim with paperwork.

Among the staff, he was one of the youngest, which meant he usually got Hakyung’s help last.

Still, he never seemed to complain about the senior staff.

Maybe it was because the staff were either genuinely close or followed an extremely strict hierarchy…

After five days of work, Hakyung was leaning toward the latter.

No one had ever raised their voice around him, but there was definitely a vibe.

Having spent a lot of time around adults, Hakyung had sharp instincts that kicked in during moments like these.

In any case, since Bugeunrim waited until the senior staff had finished their tasks, it looked like Hakyung would be stuck with paperwork all afternoon.

He massaged around his eyes before leaving the room.

As if wishing him luck, the wind-chimes rang with a clear, pleasant sound.

It was a sound that always lifted his mood.

He passed through the empty dormitory, put on his shoes at the entrance, and stepped outside—only to feel raindrops start to fall from what had just been a clear sky.

“Huh?”

Standing under the eaves, Hakyung stretched out his hand.

Droplets landed one after another on his palm.

It was real rain.

And the weather app he checked before lunch hadn’t mentioned anything like this…?

The phrase “make it rain,” which Mu-heon had said earlier, flashed through his mind, but he shook his head.

It had to be a coincidence.

It wasn’t raining too hard yet, so he figured he could hurry down to the office.

He would’ve liked to use an umbrella, but he had no idea where to find one in the vast dorm.

So Hakyung used both hands to cover the crown of his head.

If you wore a hat in the rain and it got wet, the soggy hat could clog the vents and make it uncomfortable.

That’s why, on rainy days, his top priority was keeping the crown of his head—and the hat on it—dry above all else.

Especially since the hat he was wearing now was brand new.

Just imagining it getting stained by rain nearly brought tears to his eyes.

He spread his hands as wide as possible to shield his head and took off running.

Muheon, the man—the boss—was still sitting on the bench, looking up at the sky.

Judging by the dampness of his shoulders, he must’ve stayed there the whole time since Hakyung had gone back inside.

If he kept that up, he was going to catch a cold.

Just looking at him made Hakyung feel a chill and shiver.

He felt like he should go down there and dry him off—he was just about to call out to him when it happened.

Muheon, who hadn’t moved an inch, lifted his right hand to sweep back his wet hair.

As he did, the sleeve of his shirt slid down his arm, revealing not the color of normal human skin, but something black and smooth beneath.

Gasp.

Hakyung sucked in a breath before he even realized it.

That small sound made Mu-heon’s previously lidded eyes turn in his direction.

His endlessly dark, deep eyes glinted with a bright blue light.

For a moment, Hakyung recoiled in shock at the sight of his bare black skin, but then he froze completely, like a mouse in front of a snake.

Neither of them said a word.

Hakyung was too scared to speak, and Muheon was still assessing the uninvited guest who had interrupted his work.

When Muheon wasn’t performing his public-facing job as the company president but doing the work he was born to do—his real work—no one dared disturb him.

Everyone knew just how sensitive he became during those times.

Who has the guts to make a stupid noise right in front of me?

Muheon narrowed his widened perception and curled one side of his lips.

But as the silhouette before him grew clearer, the crooked smile straightened.


It was Kang Hakyung, trembling like a leaf with a dumb expression on his face.

And now that he thought about it, he had told him he could use the rooftop freely… yet here he was, about to snap at him because he got too absorbed in his work and forgot.

Chiding himself for being so spaced out after returning to work for the first time in a while, Mu-heon clicked his tongue and got up from the bench, walking toward Hakyung.

“Why are you just standing there like an idiot?”

The sleeve had fallen back down, so the black skin was no longer visible, but Hakyung was still too stunned to open his mouth.

Mu-heon stared at him for a moment, then raised a finger and gently closed his slightly parted lips for him.
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As the long fingers lifted his chin upward, the open mouth closed.

At the exact moment the fingers clicked against each other, Hakyung’s briefly wandering mind came back.

He rolled his large eyes to check Muheon’s arm.

He wanted to confirm once again whether the jet-black skin he saw was real.

“I also have the blowhole on my crown — a characteristic of the killer whale — even now as an adult, but my skin itself never changed to look like a killer whale’s. Then why on earth did the boss’s skin change like that?”

“Kang Hakyung.”

“…Huh?”

“I asked why you were standing there like that.”

His voice, asking the same thing again, came out a bit lower.

Only then did Hakyung snap back to reality and quickly cover the crown of his head with his hand.

But by then, the hat was already soaking wet.

If it had gotten any wetter, he might have run out of breath.

Hakyung pouted.

“Ah…! It’s wet!”

“That’s what happens when you stand without an umbrella. Come inside first.”

He already looked pitiful, being small and getting soaked by the rain.

Muheon clicked his tongue quietly inside and wrapped his arm around Hakyung’s shoulder.

In a daze, the small body of Hakyung slipped into the man’s embrace, and before he knew it, they were inside the dormitory.

“Wait here. I’ll bring a towel.”

Muheon brought a towel from the bathroom and started drying his wet hat and shoulders.

His large hand lightly touched various parts of Hakyung’s body.

Muheon now knew exactly how to handle Kang Hakyung — gently, like touching cotton candy.

Thanks to this, Hakyung didn’t wobble from his touch this time.

With delicate care, the man wiped away most of the moisture and placed his hand on Hakyung’s hat.

“Take off your hat. If your hair is wet, you need to dry it too.”

“No, no hats! Not the crown!”

Hakyung, who had been trusting his touch absentmindedly, quickly crossed his arms in an X shape over his face.

Seeing him flutter like a startled pigeon, Muheon raised one eyebrow.

“No?”

“Yes, yes! If you give me a towel, I’ll…!”

“I don’t want to… Is there some big secret on your crown? Could it be… baldness?”

Muheon’s eyes narrowed as he stared intensely at his crown.

It was a persistent look, as if he had X-ray vision.

Feeling wronged by the blatant scrutiny and wild guess, Hakyung stomped his foot.

The soft blowhole on his crown is a vital spot unique to killer whales, and he hides it carefully from others. It’s definitely not baldness.

“I have tons of hair! My grandpa and dad never went bald! And you saw it the last time I changed my hat!”

“You changed it too fast for me to see properly. Well, it could be stress rather than genetics.”

“Huh?!”

Not willing to lose to the boss’s teasing, Hakyung got angry and took off his hat to show him.

His pink hair, slightly damp, still held its curls and looked very full.

He proudly bowed his head to Muheon to reveal his crown.

It was probably so dense that he wouldn’t even know where the part was!

Muheon, surprised by his bold charge as if he would hit him with his crown, widened his eyes but then chuckled.

His fluffy hair looked cute no matter how many times he saw it.

“That’s really funny,” Muheon muttered to himself as he lifted his hand and gently flicked Hakyung’s pink hair.

Droplets of water hanging from the ends bounced around.

“Must be nice having so much hair, Kang Hakyung.”

Hakyung, finally coming back to his senses from the soulless compliment, quickly stepped back.

Now that he thought about it, the reason he got so wet was because he froze up, scared by the boss’s black skin.

To cling to a man like that and just brag about having a lot of hair… he still wasn’t fully aware of himself!

If his grandmother found out, she would probably have heated his back with a palm to the point it would catch fire.

“Anyway, I wear hats not because I don’t have hair! I’ll get back to work now!”

After saying what he needed to say, Hakyung picked up the hat that had fallen on the floor and quickly escaped.

Worried that the boss might call him again, he ran off as fast as he could, his tail disappearing from sight.

By then, the raindrops that had been falling silently from the sky had already stopped.

***

I was busy helping Bu Geunrim all afternoon.

Maybe because of that, or maybe because of something else, I completely forgot about the boss’s identity.

But sitting alone in the quiet dormitory, the black skin I had seen during the day kept coming to mind.

“What on earth could it be…?”

Black and smooth skin.

Among the races living in the sea, who would have such a feature?

First of all, it didn’t seem like the flamboyant-looking races such as Bu Geunrim’s Red Snapper race or Domi Hyun’s Stonefish race.

Could it be a whale?

No, definitely not.

Although Kang Hakyung was a bottlenose dolphin, a whale was a whale.

According to the dolphin’s instincts, there was no way the boss and he could be remotely related.

Even the killer whale race, which seemed to have nothing in common, recognizes each other as whales.

“No way it’s a whale. Dismissed.”

Hakyung shook his head very firmly.

But it wasn’t a shark either, which had a similar bulky size to a whale.

At first, because of the boss’s scary face, Hakyung thought he might be a shark.

But after seeing Gi Sang-oh, a true shark race, their auras were completely different.

Gi Sang-oh really looked like a hard stone that wouldn’t bleed even if you stabbed it, but the boss was not like that at all.

Though a bit fierce, Im Moo-heon was the most sculpted and well-formed person Hakyung knew.

By “person he knew,” he meant celebrities and YouTubers and famous people — so it meant the man’s face was so handsome you’d wonder why he wasn’t a celebrity but a gangster.

Sometimes he stared with snake-like scary eyes, but overall… wait, snake.

Uh… snake…?!

“Ah?!”

Something flashed in Hakyung’s mind as he continued his own wild imagination.

He quickly searched “eel” on the internet.

Then, right away, he clapped his hands when he saw the picture of an eel.

And the more he read the detailed explanation below the picture, the bigger his applause got.

“The scales are buried inside the skin, making it smooth, and the closer to the sea they live, the darker black the color becomes.”

It was perfect evidence to support Hakyung’s theory.

He had finally figured out the boss’s identity.

Hakyung stood up right there and shrugged his shoulders.

So that’s it — the boss’s skin was black and smooth because he was an eel, or rather, a sea eel, which made it darker and smoother than freshwater eels!

The boss’s skin shined because he didn’t have many scales…!

The reason everyone kept it hush-hush was probably because if the boss, who employs sharks as staff, was actually an eel, he wouldn’t seem as cool, so they kept it secret!

It was very plausible.

Considering the boss’s mysterious eyes sometimes seen and the black and smooth skin seen in the afternoon, and the tall slender body, it was almost 100% certain.

With detective-like deduction, Hakyung rubbed his forehead with his index finger.

“Damn… no matter how much you try to hide your cleverness, you just can’t, huh.”

Hakyung chuckled, flashing a sly smile into the air.

If anyone saw him, they might shake their head thinking he was self-absorbed, playing all the roles — drummer, gong player, and bell striker — all by himself.

He was itching to tease Bu Geunrim soon.

He just wished tomorrow would come quickly.

Even so, he didn’t come up with the bold plan of confirming it directly with the boss.

The next day, Moo-heon tilted his head while coming to eat breakfast.

Unlike usual colorful dishes, today’s side dishes were all rather dull and dark.

There was stir-fried eggplant, bulgogi stir-fry, lotus root braised, but even the rice was black rice, and the soup was chicken soup with Neungi mushrooms.

“Did you not want to prepare breakfast?”

“Huh?”

“Is this some kind of protest to just eat and leave?”

“Ah, no… it’s not that…”

Hakyung waved his hands.

It wasn’t on purpose.

It was just that while thinking about the boss nonstop, the ingredients he reached for happened to all be close to colorless.

It was after he found out the boss’s identity yesterday evening.

The boss’s face kept floating in his mind.

Unlike vaguely thinking the boss was just some big-time gangster, knowing the specific race made him feel strangely closer.

It was a strange thing even he couldn’t explain.


Anyway, as the boss said, it wasn’t that he didn’t want to prepare breakfast or was protesting by telling them to eat and leave.

It was a tribute breakfast for Im Moo-heon, the sea eel.

“Really? The side dishes are so dull.”

“Dull? They’re just black in color, but all the ingredients are healthy, and they shine beautifully!”

Hakyung jumped up, complaining how harsh that sounded.

They were all side dishes that resembled the boss…!

But he couldn’t say that out loud and just tapped his frustrated chest.



 
  Chapter 15: Secrets Under the Surface





Muheon, who didn’t reply much to Hakyung’s words, glanced again at the breakfast table.

No matter how many times he looked, he couldn’t figure out which side dish was shining so brightly.

Well, it wasn’t the first or second day this table had turned into chaos thanks to the unpredictable behavior of the “strong dolphin” Hakyung…

Muheon quietly picked up his chopsticks.

The chopsticks, held neatly between his long fingers, moved with clean elegance.

Hakyung had learned decent chopstick etiquette from his grandmother, even getting smacked on the back of his hand a few times, but it didn’t have the same elegant feel as Muheon’s handling.

And Hakyung wasn’t very good at hiding his curiosity, either.

“Hey, did you do something weird to the rice?”

“Huh…?!”

“Why do you keep looking around like that?”

Normally, the kid would have cheerfully shoveled down the delicious breakfast without thinking twice, but today he kept sneaking glances at Muheon, which was starting to get on his nerves.

With a soft snap, Muheon set down his chopsticks and crossed his arms.

Even through the thin shirt, the thick muscles of his arms, clearly defined, stood out.

And what about the chest those arms were folded across?

It looked so firm that even if you poked it, your finger might bend instead.

Like someone admiring a perfectly sculpted Greek statue, Hakyung stared at Muheon’s physique with dreamy eyes.

“Tsk!”

If it weren’t for the warning voice in his head telling him to get a grip, he might have crawled under the table to sneak a look at Muheon’s thighs.

Hakyung slowly straightened his bent upper body and raised the corners of his mouth in an attempt at an innocent smile.

But seeing Muheon’s furrowed brows stay in place, it seemed it wasn’t working.

“Suspicious…”

“Not at all? But, boss,”

Muheon subtly tensed when Hakyung said “but.”

Whenever he started like that, something unexpected always came next.

Though he didn’t show it, Muheon sat up a bit straighter.

“Boss, how old are you? What’s your MBTI? How tall are you? You don’t have to tell me your weight! That’s a sensitive privacy matter. But I’m kind of curious about your top and bottom clothing sizes.”

The barrage of questions came all at once, without even a pause for breath.

Muheon wasn’t sure whether to appreciate the sudden interest or be wary that Hakyung was plotting something again.

But unlike his suspicions, Hakyung was just genuinely curious, eyes sparkling with anticipation as he waited for the answers.

Ever since last night—and even more so after waking up this morning—the boss had been lingering on his mind, and all kinds of questions about him kept piling up.

It was just that simple.

Muheon stared at him for a moment.

He couldn’t read any ulterior motive in Hakyung’s face.

With a soft sigh, he uncrossed his arms and tapped the table.

“My age… is thirty-six.”

“What?!”

Of course, there was another number before the 36, but Muheon left that out—no need to shock the dolphin kid more than necessary.

Even now, Hakyung was freaking out about how the two of them had a ten-year age gap.

“So, boss, you’re a Dragon in the zodiac?”

“Yeah.”

“Wow, that’s cool. You’re a total middle-aged guy…”

“Tsk.”

Muheon’s quiet warning made Hakyung shut his mouth.

In the past few days, Muheon had gotten a bit too comfortable, letting words slip that should have been left unsaid.

He needed to watch it.

Hakyung lightly tapped his own mouth in mock self-reproach.

Muheon’s brow twitched at the sight of Hakyung’s small lips pressing together.

He instinctively tensed the arm he had just lifted.

If he reached out now, the strong dolphin might flinch in surprise.

“But you look really young! You’re the youngest thirty-six-year-old I know!”

“How many thirty-six-year-olds do you even know?”

“…Just you.”

Hakyung smiled awkwardly.

Most of the elders back in his village were way over seventy, and friends like Kim Taeyoung were all the same age as him.

His siblings were younger too…

Hakyung, who had lived within the narrow radius of a small rural town, didn’t really know anyone in their thirties.

“Then… among the adults I know?”

“That’s enough.”

Even though it was a transparent attempt at flattery, Muheon chuckled softly.

He wasn’t bothered at all by being the only thirty-something-year-old in Hakyung’s life.

He remembered the next question.

MBTI…

He didn’t care for it.

Never had.

So he gave an honest answer.

“I haven’t taken the MBTI. Not planning to either.”

“Oh? Why? Because the test is long? It’s really not that hard…! Want me to help?”

“Where did you get the idea that I’m some old man?”

Muheon’s teasing made Hakyung pout slightly.

It wasn’t that he thought the boss was old, but if the test was too difficult, he genuinely wanted to help.

Hakyung pulled out his phone and searched for the MBTI test, showing it to Muheon, but the boss firmly shook his head.

They said you could even test compatibility through MBTI…

A shame, but it looked like he’d have to give up.

“My height… if we’re using today’s units, over 190 cm.”

“Wow…! I thought you’d be tall, but not that tall!”

Hakyung’s mood, which had dipped due to disappointment, quickly bounced back.

Another interesting tidbit about the ‘Kang Dolphin’ (Muheon) had just been revealed.

The Kang Dolphin tribe was smaller compared to other whale groups.

Men averaged under 170 cm, and women were even shorter.

Hakyung’s height was 174 cm—tall for his tribe.

He had always taken pride in being tall.

But hearing Muheon’s actual height suddenly made their difference clear.

No wonder his neck always hurt when he looked up at him.

“Well, enough questions for now. Hakyung, come to my office after lunch.”

Muheon picked up his chopsticks again.

Hakyung, who quickly replied with a “yes,” resumed eating beside him.

***

Having wrapped up all the urgent office work as of yesterday, Hakyung had been hovering around Bugu-nim since early morning, pacing like a dog needing a walk.

Eventually, Bugu-nim stood up.

After glancing around and checking the senior staff’s mood, he looked at Hakyung and subtly gestured toward the door.

Miraculously understanding, Hakyung slipped out first to wait.

Bugu-nim soon followed.

“Hakyung, what’s up? Why are you pacing like that?”

Bugu-nim already treated Hakyung like a younger brother.

Among all the staff, he felt most comfortable with him—maybe because they were both the youngest in the office.

And Bugu-nim’s easy going personality as a ‘Red Bar Elite’ helped too.

At his question, Hakyung raised a finger to his lips and walked to a corner.

Bugu-nim, sensing something suspicious, followed quietly.

“Hyung-nim, I found something out.”

“Huh? What did you find out?”

Hakyung whispered in a hushed voice.

Bugu-nim leaned in, lowering his voice as well.

After double-checking that no one was nearby, Hakyung finally said:

“The boss’s true identity.”

At those seven words, Bugu-nim flinched as if he’d just heard a ghost story.

His reaction was so intense that Hakyung actually got startled.

Was the boss’s identity some national secret…?

Or was it because he wasn’t a shark or a whale, but something like… an eel?

Just as Hakyung’s mind swirled with confusion, Bugu-nim gasped and asked,

“Wait, how did you find out?”

“Ah… I saw it myself!”

“What?!”

Bugu-nim jumped again.

Though Hakyung had already checked earlier to make sure no one heard, Bugu-nim looked around again, extra cautious.

He grabbed Hakyung’s shoulders and asked gravely,

“What… what did you see?”

“There was a black… mark on the boss’s arm… uh!”

Suddenly, Bugu-nim slapped a hand over his mouth, cutting him off mid-sentence.

Hakyung’s eyes widened as he squirmed.

After a moment, Bugu-nim carefully removed his hand and whispered,

“Don’t ever say you saw that to anyone. Ever.”


“Huh…?”

“Did you sneak a look without Muheon knowing?”

“No, no! I didn’t peek! I just saw it when I was leaving the dorm. Really! The boss knows I saw it too!”

Feeling like he’d made a huge mistake, Hakyung hurried to explain himself.

But the more he talked, the wider Bugu-nim’s eyes got.



 
  Chapter 16: One Week, One Backpack, and One Very Tricky Boss





“D-Did Mr. Muheon not punish you at all?”

“No… I was so surprised that I got wet in the rain, and he just wiped me off with a towel.”

It was true.

Although there had been a small scuffle because a man had mistaken me for a hairless bottlenose dolphin, it wasn’t a big problem.

Could it be that seeing the boss himself was such a huge deal?

Hakyung’s heart pounded with anxiety.

But Buk Geunrim was even more surprised than Hakyung.

The first to speak was Buk Geunrim.

“Hakyung, you were very lucky yesterday.

Like I said earlier, you must never tell anyone that you saw Mr. Muheon’s true form.”

“Yes, yes!”

Hakyung answered quickly and made a zipper gesture over his mouth, meaning he would absolutely keep it a secret.

Only then did a slight look of relief spread in Buk Geunrim’s eyes.

Hakyung’s small mind couldn’t understand Buk Geunrim’s attitude.

Maybe it was because he was a freshwater humanoid and Buk Geunrim was a sea creature humanoid.

The elders’ saying about sea creatures having many secrets—and many scary ones—seemed true; you had to be careful.

Hakyung engraved their advice once again in his mind.

From now on, he promised himself not to speak about the boss to anyone.

“Well then, I’ll go clean the office.”

“All right, understood.”

Leaving behind a still pale Buk Geunrim, Hakyung headed toward the bathroom.

A big sigh escaped Buk Geunrim’s mouth as he watched Hakyung’s back.

Hakyung truly seemed to have been born under a lucky star.

He had seen Mr. Muheon performed his ‘work’ and still wandered around unharmed…

It was a miracle that hadn’t happened even once in hundreds of years that he ruled the West Sea.

Anyone who disturbed his work even a little bit had suffered misfortune somehow.

It wasn’t because Muheon was cruel, but when the Imugi (a kind of dragon or serpent creature) performed its work, it became violent and regarded even tiny living beings nearby as enemies.

That’s why no one went near the Imugi while it performed its work—not only in the West Sea but also in the East and South Seas.

“What an amazing guy…”

So it was even more amazing and terrifying that Hakyung had come back unharmed, and that Mr. Muheon himself had wiped the rain from his hair with a towel.

What on earth was Muheon thinking when he brought the bottlenose dolphin Hakyung?

As a mere subordinate, Buk Geunrim could only guess that there was some great purpose beyond his understanding.

Like before, he attributed everything that happened around Muheon to his boundless loyalty.

He carefully folded his deep respect and returned to the office.

Still secretly envying Hakyung for having seen Mr. Muheon’s dark, magnificent true form.

Hakyung’s shoulders dropped, having gotten the exact opposite result of what he hoped for when he wanted to get rid of Buk Geunrim quickly.

The employees’ efforts to protect the boss’s pride were stronger than he thought. So he had to follow along.

Hakyung spent his time cleaning the stairs, avoiding running into any staff so he wouldn’t say anything unnecessary.

After sweeping and mopping the stairs from the first to the third floor, it was lunchtime.

He remembered Mr. Muheon’s words in the morning telling him to come to the office at lunchtime.

After tidying up the cleaning supplies in the tool closet, Hakyung knocked on the inner office door.

After hearing a low “Come in,” he turned the doorknob.

“I’m here.”

“Sit down.”

Maybe because of Buk Geunrim’s reaction a few hours ago, the boss—who Hakyung had thought he was getting close to—suddenly felt unfamiliar and scary again.

Feeling awkward, Hakyung pressed down his hat and settled onto the sofa.

The man took a seat across from him, and the moment he sat down, Hakyung’s eyes caught his thigh muscles.

He swallowed hard.

Wow, those thigh muscles were really impressive.

Hakyung’s eyes sparkled as he scanned Muheon’s legs.

The feeling of unfamiliarity he had just a few seconds ago completely vanished.

“Kang Hakyung.”

“Yes.”

“Look here a bit, will you?”

Muheon waved his hand, puzzled by Hakyung staring intently at his lower body.

He blinked, probably unaware of what exactly he had been looking at and had just zoned out. But what was it, exactly?

Putting aside Hakyung’s unfathomable fascination, Muheon brought up the reason he called him.

“It’s been a week now. How’s it going? Can you handle it?”

Hakyung fiddled with his fingers.

He had expected the question to some extent, but giving a clear answer wasn’t easy.

Thinking back on the things he had done over the week, it felt like a week could stretch into ten years of work.

Even though this was such a good job, every day that passed, an accumulating anxiety chilled the back of his neck.

He knew well that nothing in this world comes free and that no job is truly easy.

Still, he couldn’t understand why the boss and the employees showed him such excessive kindness.

So, even by today—his one-week mark—Hakyung hadn’t made any decisions yet.

He was scared that if he kept working like this, he might get completely stuck, but if he gave up on life in Seoul and returned home, he’d probably think about this company forever.

“I can handle it.”

“Handle it? So, you have some complaints?”

“N-no complaints at all! The employees are really nice, and the boss seems better than I thought.”

Though there were some awkward phrases mixed into his chatter, Muheon let it slide for now.

After all, you have to hear everything in Korean before you understand it.

“But my grandmother said, ‘Nothing in this world is easy, and the safest way to earn money is the most dangerous.’ And I’m exactly in that kind of situation right now.”

“So, what you’re saying is that because the work is so easy and comfortable, there’s probably some kind of unknown danger lurking behind it?”

“Yes, yes. You summarized that really well. Boss, I think you must’ve gotten first place in the language section of your college entrance exam.”

Muheon let out a baffled laugh at what was probably the most trivial compliment Hakyung had ever given.

Following his laugh, the corner of Hakyung’s mouth twitched into a small smile.

“Don’t laugh.”

“Okay.”

It wasn’t bad to exchange silly jokes, but that wasn’t the important thing right now.

Muheon, who had reluctantly taken charge of Hakyung’s backpack beside him, asked once more:

“So, how is it? Can you handle it?”

“Ah, can I have my backpack?”

“Answer first.”

If he decided to leave after the one-week contract, it seemed his backpack would never escape the man’s grasp.

Hakyung stretched out his hand with a sullen face, but the boss lifted his arm up, putting it even further out of reach.

Feeling the height difference so keenly once again… it was frustrating.

Hakyung’s cheeks puffed out in a huff, full of displeasure.

Muheon’s fingers twitched with the sudden urge to poke those round cheeks—even though he didn’t have dimples.

“You can’t just take my backpack! You promised to give it back after one week!”

“Hmm, that’s true.”

“Yes! Please give it to me!”

Hakyung loudly insisted, and Muheon obediently returned the backpack.

Hakyung’s eyes went wide, surprised that his backpack was so easily returned after all.

But quickly fearing he might snatch it away again, he hugged it tightly.

With that backpack, he could leave right away if he wanted, yet Muheon’s relaxed attitude in handing it over made him feel even more on edge.

His rising anxiety only fed his curiosity.

Still clutching the backpack, he asked the boss:

“Why did you give my backpack back so easily?”

“How else am I supposed to give it to you?”

“Just a moment ago, when I tried to take it, you even raised your hand and teased me.”

Remembering that made Hakyung pout in indignation.

He was probably full of unspoken complaints.

Just thinking about it made Muheon’s lips twitch into a smile.

Wiping his mouth with his hand to hide his grin, Muheon shrugged his shoulders and calmly said:

“You’ll have to work longer to pay me back for the clothes I bought last time anyway.”
“Huh?”


Hakyung’s eyes trembled like a leaf.

Sure, he had gone a bit crazy shopping that day, but wasn’t that a different matter entirely?!

“You said you were just going to buy them for me!”

“Yeah. I said ‘just buy them.’ But you’re the one who has to pay me back.”

That was it!

That was why the back of his head kept feeling prickly!

Hakyung held the back of his neck, feeling like he’d been stabbed in the face.

It was so unfair.

The boss was the one who urged him on after he tried to back out of the refund…

So naturally, he thought the boss was paying for it!

Tears welled up.

Fueled by rising frustration, he stomped his feet on the spot.

“Oh dear, Kang Hakyung must have misunderstood. I just told you to buy it without worry because you can pay me back later.”

Looking at the boss’s sparkling dark eyes full of amusement, Hakyung had to clutch the back of his neck once more.



 
  Chapter 17: Twice the Price, Twice the Heartbeat





“So, how much is it then? Is it… more than my weekly salary?”

He already knew through mental math that the total cost of the clothes he bought was over 100% more than his salary.

But Hakyung pretended not to know and tried to probe the boss.

At his question, the man let out a low hum as if thinking for a moment, then held up two fingers.

“Exactly twice as much.”

“…Excuse me?”

No matter how much of a thug he might be, wasn’t this going too far?!

It’s not like the price of clothes grows with compound interest!

As Hakyung experienced firsthand the terrifying nature of a Seoul thug, the phrase “slave contract” floated through his mind.

“You’ve gotta be sh*tting me.”

“…What?”

“Sorry?”

“Did you just say… sh*tting me?”

Something was off.

The boss had just repeated exactly what he’d said in his head.

Hakyung’s round face tilted sideways.

Could he read minds?

“Pfft, hah!”

Muheon, who had been twitching his lips in a weird expression, suddenly burst into loud laughter.

Throughout his laughter, he kept muttering, “sh*tting me.”

That’s when Hakyung realized he hadn’t just thought it—he’d actually said it out loud.

His face turned beet red, and a cold sweat formed on his palms.

He was mortified that he’d said something like that out loud and worried he might have offended him.

Caught in a whirlwind of emotions, Hakyung lowered his head even more.

Strange things only ever seemed to happen when he was around the boss.

“…I’m sorry for cursing.”

He apologized in a tiny voice.

It didn’t matter how unfair things were—cussing in front of his boss, who was twelve years older than him, was still wrong.

Muheon’s laughter gradually died down at his sincere apology.

How is he this clueless and kind?

Well, nothing could be done.

He’d just have to stick close and ward off any weird bugs that might try to latch onto him.

Without a shred of concern for Hakyung’s opinion, Muheon made up his mind.

But first, he needed to calm down the clearly sulking Hakyung.

“I was joking. It’s not double—just a few ten thousand won.”

At his low reply, Hakyung instantly looked up from his deep bow.

That joke was so painfully unfunny it could win first place in the World’s Most Boring Joke contest.

He was about to give him some advice—if only for the sake of his dignity.

But the moment their eyes met, the man’s eyes curved into a soft smile.

His dark, dark eyes practically vanished as he smiled deeply.

Then, three seconds later, a “ding, dong” echoed in Hakyung’s ears, and the boss’s face began to glow.

In awe of this mysterious phenomenon—something he’d never experienced before—Hakyung blinked rapidly, but the light pouring from his face never stopped.

So handsome… so cool… what do I do… this must be that thing… that…!

Compared to before, his face flushed even more—past red, to a deep, dark crimson.

“Kang Hakyung.”

Muheon’s face hardened again in response to the alarming behavior of the “jumping dolphin.”

He was beginning to regret giving him the backpack back so quickly.

It felt like he might grab it and run off at any second.

He was mid-thought, making the petty decision to snatch his bag back if needed.

Then suddenly, Hakyung jumped up and shouted:

“You didn’t have to make such a cheap joke! I was planning on working here long-term anyway!”

“…Huh?”

“Please let me keep working here!”

He bowed his head deeply as he pleaded, leaving Muheon more stunned than before.

Looking down at his still crimson-red face, Muheon furrowed his brow.

“Wait… are you joking?”

“No! I mean it! I’m really, really going to work!”

There wasn’t much trust between the two of them.

Still, with Hakyung insisting on working full-time without trying to run away, Muheon had no reason to refuse.

With a satisfied smile, he nodded.

Then Hakyung frowned and rubbed his eyes furiously.

“What, something in your eye? You’ll hurt yourself rubbing like that.”

“No, it’s just… your face is too bright…”

Why does he keep smiling like that?!

Blinded by the man’s smile, Hakyung stomped his feet in frustration.

The sound of a dog’s bell ringing faded, replaced only by the pounding of Hakyung’s heart ringing in his ears.

When he had received the backpack, he was seriously debating whether to quit the job or not… but with just one laugh from the boss, his heart—and his labor—were completely taken away.

Not even ten minutes had passed before his feelings did a complete 180, and even he couldn’t understand it himself.

“Oh dear, when will our little poop pig introduce a pretty girlfriend to grandma?”

“They say he’ll get a girlfriend when he goes to Seoul!”

“Really? Then he’ll bring a Seoul lady with him!”

Sorry, Grandma.

Instead of a Seoul lady, I might bring back a Seoul uncle…

Recalling the conversation with his grandmother before coming to Seoul, Hakyung’s lips twisted bitterly.

Whether it was a lady or an uncle, worrying about whether that person would like him or not was a concern he pushed far away for now.

Right now, just admitting and accepting his feelings was already overwhelming.

In his 24 years of life, he’d never before experienced his heart pounding like a drum and blood rushing through his body just from a single smiling face—whether male or female.

He didn’t know if it was because the boss was just too handsome, or if he had really fallen head over heels for him.

For reasons he never expected, Hakyung’s full-fledged life in Seoul had begun.

***

The first thing Hakyung did after his one-week temporary job officially became permanent was to call home.

“Grandma!”

“Oh, my little poop pig! Have you eaten?”

“Of course I have! How about you, Grandma?”

Hearing his grandmother’s familiar voice after two days was comforting as ever.

While talking about everything that had piled up over those two days, Hakyung swallowed hard.

Since he’d decided to work here, it was only right to be honest with his grandmother.

If Kim Taeyoung found out the current situation back home, neither he nor Hakyung would be safe…

Usually gentle, grandma would hit Hakyung’s butt red with a willow branch whenever she got angry.

She didn’t care if he was a grown adult.

If she found out he’d lied, she might even come all the way to Seoul to smack him herself.

Just imagining that made Hakyung’s butt feel like it was on fire.

Cold sweat soaked his palms as tension rose instantly.

He wiped his hands on his thighs and started carefully.

“Grandma…”

It was almost a tear-jerking story about coming to Seoul.

The longer Hakyung spoke, the heavier grandma’s breathing became.

“You, you damn brat! What did I say? Don’t trust that little punk! If I catch him, I’ll beat his legs into mush!”

“G-Grandma…! Please calm down!”

“Calm down? That guy’s been bullying you since you were little, you think I’ll calm down? Damn it all!”

The harsh curses felt like blood was about to come out of Hakyung’s ears.

Curling his shoulders as if he himself was being cursed, he thought it was a relief to have told his grandmother now.

Lying to such a worried and angry grandmother was definitely a bad choice.

“Grandma, I’m really okay! The staff here are great, the pay’s better, there’s a dorm, it’s not hard at all!”

“Where on earth is such a place? You’re getting scammed again, aren’t you? Come home right now!”

Grandma was furious and demanded he come back immediately.

He understood her feelings perfectly.

If his younger siblings were in the same situation, he’d probably react just like grandma too.

But Hakyung was gripped by a very impure mission: to find the reason why his heart was beating like crazy.

That was more important than grandma’s worries and anger.

So he tried to persuade her.

“I-I! I like the boss!”

“Huh?”

Before even finding the reason, he blurted out the conclusion.

Surprised at his own words, Hakyung gasped, but it was already too late.

Grandma’s voice quieted slightly, having clearly understood that he liked the boss.

“The boss isn’t even married yet? He’s young?”

“Uh, yeah? He’s thirty-six…”


“Oh my, that’s a bit old, huh? Then is it that trend of older women dating younger men?”

“Uh? No, no.”

The boss wasn’t an older woman; he was an older man.

But Hakyung’s lips were sealed tight.

Now that he thought about it, whether the boss was married, if he had a girlfriend, if he planned to get one… there were mountains of things to find out.

It wasn’t just his pounding heart that was the problem.

Reality hit him like a slap on the back of the head, and the corners of his mouth drooped.

Still, grandma seemed nearly done being angry and took a deep interest in her grandson’s love life.



 
  Chapter 18: A Stirred Heart and Unanswered Questions





But unfortunately, Hakyung wasn’t in a calm state to answer his grandmother’s interest.

His mind was buried in negative thoughts, and he felt like tears could burst out any second.

In the end, he couldn’t answer any of his grandmother’s questions properly and tried to end the call awkwardly.

However, his grandmother only hung up after getting a promise that he would call every evening to check in.

Because of the long call, Hakyung’s phone had warmed up in his hand as he collapsed right there.

Curling his body up, he held the phone close to his chest.

Doing so made him feel like he was receiving his grandmother’s support.

He reminded himself not to be disappointed already by the fact that he knew nothing about the boss’s personal life — he felt guilty for falling just because the boss was handsome.

The next day, Hakyung woke up an hour earlier than usual.

He planned to wipe away yesterday’s gloom and start today with fresh courage.

A full stomach makes a good mood, and having at least one nice thing to say wouldn’t hurt either!

Hakyung planned to fill the boss’s stomach well.

If the boss also admired his cooking skills, that would be a bonus.

Strong Dolphin (Kang Dolgo-rae), who was more interested in the extras, smiled softly and headed to the kitchen.

Braised short ribs, japchae, pollack pancakes, and a refreshing beef soup.

At a glance, it looked like a feast fit for a birthday party.

“Oh, nice.”

Satisfied with his preparation, he scooped fluffy rice.

Just as his smile was about to reach the sky, a low voice whispered right by his ear.

“What is Kang Hakyung’s birthday?”

Startled by the sudden man’s voice, Hakyung screamed and flinched.


In the fluster, the rice bowl slipped from his hand and floated in mid-air.

Hakyung quickly reached out, but the bowl slipped past his fingers and started falling to the floor.

“No, my rice!”

Just as he shouted, a hand suddenly appeared and caught the bowl quickly.

It was Muheon.

“Ah, it’s hot.”

However, instead of handing the bowl back to Hakyung, Muheon tossed it unceremoniously into the sink.

Turning around, still clutching his startled heart, Hakyung saw Muheon staring at him with his usual sullen expression.

“Ah! Not good for my heart.”

Hakyung gasped, breath shaky, his heart pounding harder at the boss’s intimidating face.

“You were that startled? Isn’t your energy too weak?”

“I was really startled! You should’ve given me a heads-up! But boss, could you turn your face away for a moment?”

“Huh? Like this?”

At Hakyung’s request, Muheon slightly turned his head and bent forward.

He thought Hakyung wanted to look at something on his face, so he obediently complied.

But instead of words, a soft palm struck his temple.

Though small, the palm of the ‘Strong Dolphin’ was quite a blow up close.

Despite doing what was asked, Muheon looked dazed after suddenly being hit.

Meanwhile, Hakyung had his own grievances.

He asked the boss to turn his face away to calm his heartbeat, but instead of the front, the boss showed him a cooler side profile.

This was a clear violation of the law.

He didn’t know exactly which law, but there definitely was such a law.

The boss had a duty to protect his heart health…

But why was the boss’s skin so nice?

The moment his face brushed past the man’s, the touch was incredibly soft.

Was it really okay for a man twelve years older than him to have skin this good?

All kinds of strange thoughts mixed together, turning Hakyung’s head into a complete mess.

Still, he clenched his fist tightly, not wanting to forget that soft sensation.

If his grandmother saw him, she’d click her tongue and scold him for being foolish.

“What’s wrong with you?”

“Nothing’s wrong. Sorry.”

“Really? Then can I have breakfast?”

Hakyung nodded and moved the rice bowl that was left alone on the sink.

Today, the dolphin seemed even stranger than usual, and Muheon quietly felt a little worried.

But since he wasn’t the type to ask too many questions, he just shrugged his shoulders.

For a while, only the sound of spoons moving filled the air, and the first to speak was, unsurprisingly, Hakyung.

Remembering the saying “If you’re thirsty, dig a well,” he saw his chance to ask the questions that had been bothering him all night.

“Boss.”

“Yeah, it’s delicious.”

“I haven’t said anything yet.”

“Oh, I thought you wanted a compliment.”

Embarrassed by his wrong guess, the man raised one corner of his mouth.

Hakyung’s face flushed bright red, and he bowed his head deeply to eat.

No matter the curiosity or what, just seeing the boss breathe made his face burn so hot he thought he’d go crazy.

“So why did you call me?”

“Ah, no reason. I forgot.”

Muheon’s eyes narrowed at the half-hearted answer, but Hakyung didn’t notice because he kept his head down.

If he had seen the narrowed eyes of the man, he might have been so overwhelmed by his sexiness that his heart would race again.

***

Asking the boss directly was a spectacular failure.

So Hakyung had no choice but to ask one of the boss’s closest aides.

While thinking carefully about who would give the best answer, Hakyung entered the bathroom to fetch cleaning tools.

“Hey there, Hakyung.”

A relaxed voice rang in his ear.

It was Park Geowung. Hakyung quickly bowed his head.

Geowung was the one who spoke to Hakyung the most after Bugeolim, and also one of the boss’s closest aides.

Hakyung’s mind lit up.

The person who could clear his curiosity most clearly had just appeared right in front of him, and his steps naturally quickened.

“Uncle Geowung!”

“Oh, cleaning?”

“Yes! But I have something urgent to ask.”

“Hmm? What is it?”

Park Geowung blinked slowly.

As a sea turtle beastman, all his movements were about 0.87 times slower than others.

Only after Hakyung grabbed him and brought him into the cleaning tool closet did Geowung realize the serious situation.

He looked around the narrow closet, curious about the place he’d never been to while serving Muheon.

“Uh… I don’t mean anything special by asking this.”

“Hm? Asking what?”

“Has the boss gotten married?”

One second, two seconds, three seconds ticked by, and Hakyung’s mouth went dry.

Was the boss’s marital status such a complicated question that needed so much time to consider?

Maybe it was because the boss’s private life was a huge mess, or he’d already divorced three times…

As he waited for Geowung’s answer, all kinds of bad imaginations grew bigger and bigger.

He even imagined that Muheon might have five hidden kids.

“Muheon hasn’t married.”

“Gasp…!”

Just before his bad imaginings caught up and made it hard to breathe, Geowung gave his answer.

It was a hopeful answer considering how long it took.

Barely holding back his joy, Hakyung asked a second question.

“Then what about a girlfriend? Or maybe he’s not married yet but promised to marry someone soon…?”

Geowung shook his head after rolling his big eyes around.

He had spent hundreds of years sleeping and hadn’t met anyone or even taken care of his business properly.

Because of that, other nearby dragons took turns watching over the West Sea.

Compared to back then, the current Muheon was living very, very diligently.

“By the way, Hakyung, why are you so curious about the boss’s marriage?”

Only then did Geowung ask slowly, confused by Hakyung’s question.


But having already gotten the important answer, Hakyung simply said “Thank you!” and left the cleaning closet.

Left alone, Geowung’s head slowly tilted sideways.

Boss is single! Hakyung was very pleased with the answer he got from the closest aide.

Back in the office, he hummed happily while wiping various places on the desk.

Of course, that didn’t mean he’d immediately confess and ask the boss—who was twelve years older, possibly a gangster, and a sea eel beastman—to go out with him.

But it felt like the odds, which had been totally negative, suddenly shifted to positive.

Even while moving his hands busily, Hakyung’s eyes kept glancing toward the boss’s office.

If he had the power of clairvoyance, he could stare at that handsome face until he got tired of it…

But he was just an ordinary dolphin beastman with soft nostrils.

Working in the same company but unable to even look at the man, he could only clench his lips in frustration.



 
  Chapter 19: The Strong Dolphin’s Confession and the Sea Eel’s Blanket





Kang Hakyung was acting strange.

Well, it hadn’t just started a day or two ago—he’d been a bit off for a while—but these days, it was really strange.

Muheon narrowed his eyes as he looked at Hakyung’s back.

Even though they ate breakfast together every morning, he didn’t make eye contact once and kept his mouth tightly shut, unlike before when he would chatter away happily.

Muheon wondered if maybe Hakyung  was having trouble preparing breakfast or was annoyed about something, but every time he looked, a feast was laid out—so that didn’t seem to be it.

What annoyed him the most was that when Hakyung  talked to other fish (colleagues), he would smile and act all lively, but…

Unable to bear it any longer while the dolphins inside the office went about their lives quietly, Muheon retreated to his office for a moment.

Knock knock.

With the sound of knocking, a yellow hat peeked through.

“Did you call?”

“Yeah. Come in.”

Muheon pointed at the sofa.

Following his finger, Hakyung sat down.

Yet, he kept fidgeting with his fingers, clearly uneasy—like a puppy needing to poop, restless and unable to sit still.

After watching silently for a while, Muheon let out a short sigh.

Hearing the breath fill the quiet office, Hakyung’s shoulders flinched.

“What’s going on with you?”

“Huh?”

“Why have you been acting so annoying lately?”

The straightforward question hit Hakyung like a fastball to the head, making his scalp tingle.

He raised a hand and pressed it against the tingling spot.

Looking back on his own behavior, it was understandable that even a stoic boss would find it weird.

Every night, Hakyung would promise himself not to act that way again, but every morning, just seeing his boss’s face would make his own flush and his heart pound wildly.

This was a reaction beyond his control.

At least avoiding eye contact made things slightly more bearable.

Hakyung was going crazy from the frustration.

He’d toss and turn at night wanting to see Muheon’s face, and when the moment finally came, all he could do was avoid it.

It was the worst dilemma of Hakyung’s life.

Because of this, Hakyung showed very suspicious behavior—but only in front of his boss.

Instead of making a good impression, he was racking up negative points.

“I’m sorry.”

“I didn’t ask for an apology. Is something bothering you at work?”

“No, I’m really happy. The welfare benefits are amazing.”

Because the boss’s face was the best welfare of all.

But he couldn’t say that, so he went back to fidgeting with his fingers.

“So, you just find me disgusting?”

“No, absolutely not! Not even close! You look… great!”

“Oh… really?”

His words, spoken with his head down, carried serious sincerity.

Even after coming into the office, Hakyung still only showed his yellow hat, which irritated Muheon.

He stretched out a hand and hooked a finger under Hakyung’s chin.

Without giving him time to react, Muheon forced Hakyung to lift his face.

“You have to say things like that while looking me in the eyes to be believed.”

That seriously handsome face and calm, low voice pierced straight through Hakyung’s eyes and ears—and then he completely lost it.

Seeing Hakyung flush a deep red again, Muheon clicked his tongue.

Maybe because he’d only ever lived in calm waters, he was overly sensitive.

If Muheon had even glimpsed Hakyung’s stormy, typhoon-like inner turmoil, he wouldn’t have thought that way—but unfortunately, he didn’t notice the strong dolphin’s feelings at all.

“Boss, I like you.”

“Alright.”

Held by the chin, unable to avoid eye contact, Hakyung blurted it out before he realized what he was saying.

Naturally, Muheon didn’t return the sentiment.

Still, he was relieved that Hakyung didn’t hate or resent him.

And Hakyung, having let out even a sliver of his heart, seemed to breathe a little easier.

After being forced to look at Muheon’s face for a long while, Hakyung felt a strange peace settle inside.

Now, even looking at his boss’s face didn’t feel suffocating anymore.

His dark red face downgraded to a bright apple red, and he began studying Muheon’s features openly.

Since his chin was still being held, it was a plausible excuse to shamelessly stare.

“Wow…”

The admiration slipped out of his mouth.

How could one man’s face be so three-dimensional?

A high nose like a Westerner, deep-set eyes, a bold forehead…

Muheon raised an eyebrow at the dreamy gleam in Hakyung’s eyes.

He had no idea how to deal with this tiny strong dolphin. Maybe kids these days were just like that.

***

After that impulsive confession, Hakyung could look at Muheon’s face all he wanted.

The problem now was that he wanted to see him constantly.

The man was mostly in the office, but every two or three days, he’d disappear.

Hakyung figured he was off collecting that “seat rent” he mentioned.

That stung.

Why this job, of all jobs?

He couldn’t even tell his grandma—who called every day asking about the boss.

He had plenty of other worries too, but still…

One lunch, while Hakyung was sitting on the veranda pretending to sunbathe and thinking about Muheon—

“The wind’s still chilly.”

“Ah, boss!”

Muheon suddenly appeared beside him, having climbed up to the rooftop without a sound.

He draped a thick, cozy blanket over Hakyung’s knees.

Hakyung felt deeply touched and lowered his head.

“Thank you.”

“Don’t catch a cold from the late spring chill. Dress warmly.”

“You sound just like my grandma.”

Hakyung smiled brightly and shrugged.

He’d heard those exact words on the phone with his grandma last night, so hearing them from Muheon felt strangely heartwarming.

Even though Muheon was in his thirties, that age gap of over ten years made itself known in little moments like this.

“Well, it’s because of the years we’ve lived…”

From Muheon’s perspective, Hakyung’s grandmother was probably still young.

But he didn’t say more, not wanting to scare off the dolphin who had just started speaking to him comfortably again.

Muheon unfolded the blanket and wrapped it carefully around Hakyung’s shoulders and legs.

For him, it was just natural kindness, but for Hakyung, it was something else entirely.

“You damn guilty sea eel! The more you take care of me like this, the more my foolish dolphin heart flutters!”

He gripped the blanket, resisting the urge to shout.

His gaze flicked toward the boss, who—as always—remained perfectly cool.

If only it weren’t for the age, gender, species, and job… he’d confess on the spot.

Everything except his face was a problem, but Hakyung didn’t care.

He kept thinking.

Being born an eel humanoid couldn’t be helped, nor could the 12-year age gap or his gender.

But maybe, just maybe—if Hakyung did well—the job part could be changed.

And Hakyung was a strong dolphin who never hesitated to say what needed to be said.

“Boss, about your work…”
“Hmm?”

Muheon, gazing up at the sky, turned his eyes toward Hakyung.

He was listening.

“Would you ever consider changing jobs? It seems dangerous.”

“You mean my work?”

“Yes, yes. You might get hurt collecting seat rent. And if the protection money isn’t paid on time, it’s a loss, right?”

The concern poured out of Hakyung’s mouth in a rush.

Muheon tilted his head slightly.

The “seat rent” was something employees, including himself, collected to help the fish on land.

Protection money was a kind of tax—required of everyone in the West Sea.

This wasn’t Muheon’s rule.

It was a law passed down since the dragon kings of old.

But what was dangerous?

What couldn’t be collected?


“This isn’t something I can quit, even if I wanted to. It’s like a family business passed down for generations.”

“A family business…?”

“Yes, to put it simply.”

Just as it was impossible for Muheon not to be a dragon king, it was impossible to quit this job.

He and the West Sea were inseparable.

But for freshwater humanoids who had long mingled with humans, things like dragon kings and ancient seas must have sounded like fairy tales.

Muheon’s rare moment of explanation only deepened the tangle of thoughts in Hakyung’s head.



 
  Chapter 20: Sweet Temptations and Sore Hearts





In the end, the boss’s condition was that nothing could change.

The possibility that had barely improved to a plus dropped back to zero.

Considering the life he had lived and his surroundings, Kang Hakyung, a 24-year-old just starting out in society, didn’t seem attractive to the boss at all.

Sighing deeply inside at the harsh realities of romance, Hakyung stood up from his seat, still clutching the blanket the boss had given him tightly inside his coat.

It was a very unkind piece of advice coming from a boss who paid his salary.

Also, even though there were no selfish motives, the boss’s words made his heart beat far too fast.

The fact that his feelings had grown this much was definitely the boss’s fault.

Hakyung pouted for no particular reason and stomped his foot hard.

He wasn’t sure if the boss noticed his timid attempt to express dissatisfaction.

***

“Muheon, the next place you’re going is Songdo, Incheon.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes, and a hotel with major Chinese investment just opened nearby. They sent an invitation… it wouldn’t be a bad idea to stop by while you’re there.”

Muheon briefly reviewed his schedule in his head at Gisang-oh’s words and nodded.

Since he had to make an appearance anyway, it would be more efficient to handle everything at once.

With that approval, Gisang-oh began mentally listing everything that needed to be prepared.

“This time, take Kang Hakyung with you. The kid’s never been to a hotel before.”

However, Gisang-oh hadn’t expected the name Kang Dolgo-rae (Kang Hakyung’s nickname) to come up.

He hesitated for a moment, but when the name popped out, he simply replied that he understood.

If Muheon wanted to bring him, no further explanation was needed.

“Then I’ll prepare everything accordingly.”

“Do so.”

“Should I inform Kang Hakyung?”

“No, I’ll do it.”

At Muheon’s response, Gisang-oh bowed and left the office.

Considering the sudden increase in personnel, they had to move quickly.

Once the large figure of Gisang-oh left, the heavy air in the office felt lighter.

Even in a small room, Kang Hakyung never made things feel cramped or stifling…

Muheon unconsciously compared the two and sided with Kang Dolgo-rae.

Anyway, it had already been several weeks since the strange but adorable Kang Hakyung came to Seoul.

During that time, the only outing had been a trip to the shopping mall with him, so life must have been dull for the kid.

A hotel funded by massive Chinese investment was sure to be luxurious, and maybe it would bring some joy to his quiet days in Seoul.

He hoped Kang Dolgo-rae wouldn’t find work in Seoul too difficult and would want to stay.

Only then would he remain by his side.

So Muheon carefully made plans to keep Kang Hakyung close.

Just imagining his excited shriek made the corners of Muheon’s lips curl up.

Knock knock knock!

“Boss, I’m here to clean!”

They say people appear when you talk about them.

Sure enough, Hakyung showed up, knocking on the door himself and peeking his head in.

“Come in.”

“Yay!”

Hakyung entered energetically, holding a rag and bustling around.

These days, he used the excuse of cleaning the office to sneak in and out.

Even if the future looked hopeless, what could he do?

Not seeing the boss for even a single day felt like a thorn stuck in his mouth…

They say the one who longs more is the one who loses.

Though he never fought with the boss, that’s how Hakyung had been feeling lately.

The office was already spotless, but Muheon’s office was immaculate to a fault.

So Hakyung felt a bit frustrated that he couldn’t sneak in more than twice a day.

“Kang Hakyung, sit down for a bit when you’re done cleaning.”

“What? I already finished cleaning.”

He answered immediately, as if he’d been waiting for the cue, and plopped onto the sofa.

Muheon, quietly smiling at his puppy-like energy despite being called “Kang Dolgo-rae,” sat across from him.

Today again, Hakyung sneakily eyed Muheon’s muscular thighs and grinned to himself.

“Have you been to Incheon?”

“Incheon? No, never.”

All Hakyung knew about Incheon was that there was an airport.

He shook his head.

Muheon, already expecting that answer, followed up:

“Then do you want to go?”

“Wha…? Why? Are you sending me away? It hasn’t even been a month!”

The sudden suggestion to go to Incheon made Hakyung jump.

For someone who had fallen hard for his boss and wanted nothing more than to stay, the idea of being sent away was outrageous!

When the boss had taken his backpack and told him to stay by his side—and now he wanted to send him off somewhere without knowing how he felt?

Resentment surged in Hakyung’s chest.

Seeing Hakyung’s eyes grow misty, Muheon hurriedly waved his hand, caught off guard.

“I’m not kicking you out. I mean I want you to come with me on a business trip to Incheon.”

“No way! You’re going on a business trip? To Incheon?”

“Yeah. I’ll be there for a few days. Do you want to come, Kang Hakyung?”

“You’re seriously not sending me alone?”

Muheon gave a helpless smile at the suspicion in his eyes.

He seemed like a completely different person from the obedient Hakyung who’d followed him around just weeks ago.

But whether it was back then or now, he was still just as endearing.

Muheon decided he’d clear up any remaining doubts once they arrived in Incheon, but for now, he had something else to give him.

Muheon took out the chocolate Dominhyun had given him that morning.

He’d said kids on land loved it these days and had slipped it to him discreetly.

Normally, Muheon didn’t care for sweets and would’ve returned it, but today was different.

He had a “strong dolphin” who would devour it with joy.

“Here, eat this.”

“Huh? This is from Hyung Dominhyun! You got one too, boss? Whoa, yours is way bigger than mine!”

“You got one too? Well, eat it anyway.”

Dominhyun had already given him a small chocolate the size of a finger that morning, claiming he’d queued up with his girlfriend for it.

Hakyung had taken a small bite while cleaning and had been amazed by how good it was.

He’d been upset thinking he wouldn’t be able to buy another, but now the boss was giving him one the size of a palm.

A joyful song naturally bubbled up from his lips.

“Chocolate, full of palms, full of affection, sweet sweet sweet! So sweet, chocolate!”

He looked ready to break into tap dance from excitement, but Muheon quickly grabbed his wrist and stopped him.

Hakyung’s face flushed bright red from the unexpected contact and abruptly stopped singing.

Still, he didn’t want to say “let go,” so he quietly let his wrist rest in Muheon’s grasp.

He thought it would be nice if he could melt like the chocolate and stick to the boss’s hand.


“Ah, naughty strong dolphin!” he thought, stamping his foot at the ridiculous thought.

The boss wasn’t even thinking that way, but Hakyung was beating the romance drum all on his own.

“You’re going to eat it, right?”

“Yes, yes! I’ll eat it all!”

Normally he might have offered a bite to the giver, but he was being unusually possessive today.

Muheon silently praised his maturity and gently rubbed the soft wrist still in his hand.

The casual touch sent Hakyung’s heart racing.

He barely restrained the heavy breath threatening to escape his nostrils and quickly pulled his wrist back.

If he stayed like that a second longer, he might have lost control and tackled the boss.

Trying to collect himself, he tucked the chocolate in his pocket.

“I’ll enjoy it well! Is there anything I should bring for Incheon?”

“There’s nothing you have that you need to bring.”

It was harsh—especially since he barely had anything in the first place.

Hakyung frowned deeply, bowed, and left the office with heavy steps.

Muheon chuckled quietly at the sight of him clearly sulking.

Teasing Kang Hakyung once a day was just too much fun to give up.

***

He packed a small bag with just a phone charger and a change of clothes.

He wanted to bring more, but had nothing else to take.

Hakyung made a final check-in call to his grandmother.

Since he usually called her in the evening, his early morning call startled her.

“What’s this? Is something wrong?”

“No, no! I just wanted to say I’m going on a business trip to Incheon starting today. I told you a few days ago, remember?”

“Ah, it’s today?”

“Yep! I’ll learn a lot and do a good job!”


“Okay. While you’re at it, try to win over your boss, the little pig, alright?”

Hakyung laughed awkwardly at his grandmother’s playful encouragement.

Half of him hoped seeing the boss at work would make him lose interest.

The other half sincerely wished the boss’s job wasn’t dangerous or bad.

He wondered how he’d feel once the trip was over.

But no one could predict that.



 
  Chapter 21: A Strange Kind of Tea Party





When told to come down once ready, Ha-kyung put on his backpack and waited for Muheon on the first floor.

After about five minutes of waiting, the man appeared, accompanied by Ki Sang-oh and Park Geowung.

“Oh, hello!”

Ha-kyung bowed his head politely.

He had thought only the two of them would go, but it seemed the older brothers were coming along too.

As Ha-kyung expected, Park Geowung and Ki Sang-oh sat side by side in the driver’s seat and passenger seat of the car.

Eun was already seated.

When he went shopping with Seomin, nothing had happened, but now that he was somewhat aware of his feelings, it felt strange.

For over an hour, sitting right beside him, his heart kept pounding from the simplest thoughts.

Sometimes his hand accidentally touched Muheon’s solid thigh, or they would nearly hold hands…

Even though these were just his imaginations, his face would flush.

He tried hard to suppress the urge to stomp his feet, secretly fanning his face with his hands.

After sneaking a glance at the fidgety Kang Ha-kyung, Muheon lowered his gaze to the tablet in his hand.

He seemed excited about going to a new place for the first time.

“Ha-kyung, is this your first time in Incheon?”

“Yes, Uncle Geowung! It’s my first time in Incheon! Can you really see a lot of airplanes there?”

At Geowung’s slow question, Ha-kyung leaned his upper body forward toward the front seat.

Muheon’s brows slightly furrowed.

Sitting like that was dangerous, and it made the empty space beside him feel even more vacant.

While the man hesitated whether to reach out and pull Ha-kyung back, the others kept chatting.

Surprised by Ha-kyung’s unexpected question, Geowung and Sang-oh chuckled softly.

Especially Geowung, thinking of his youngest son left in Seohae, answered sincerely.

“But the noise is really loud… my ears hurt.”

“Oh, right! Sometimes when a plane flies overhead, I get startled too!”

“You must have sensitive ears, so don’t be too surprised.”

Geowung was usually quiet, so for Ha-kyung to converse so naturally with him was impressive.

Muheon, pretending not to listen but actually hearing everything, smirked slightly.

Ha-kyung, who had been chatting with those in the front seat, glanced toward Muheon.

“Boss, have you ridden on many airplanes?”

“More than you have.”

“Of course! I’ve never been on one even once!”

Ha-kyung pouted, pretending to be annoyed at the teasing.

But his hips were already pressed tightly against the back seat.

Muheon felt a strange satisfaction as the empty space beside him was now completely filled, even if only by a small difference in height.

Just as Muheon tried to sink deeper into his chair with this odd sense of contentment, Ha-kyung’s head suddenly dropped down sharply.

“What?”

Muheon, tensing his body, caught Ha-kyung’s face and looked at him.

He heard his quick breaths close to his ear.

His forehead was not hot, no cold sweat, and his face looked calm, which made him feel relieved.

Sang-oh, who confirmed with a mirror that Ha-kyung had fallen asleep, spoke up.

“I’ve heard that some people who get motion sickness fall asleep as soon as the car moves, maybe that’s what happened?”

“Oh, maybe.”

Only then did they realize he had fallen asleep from motion sickness.

It seemed Hakyung, more like a countryside bumpkin, suffered from it badly.


“That scared me.”

“Scared you?”

Muheon muttered to himself, feeling unfamiliar even to himself with the words he said.

He sighed shortly and placed Hakyung’s head on his thigh, worried it might jerk and hurt whenever the car swayed.

Sang-oh, who watched Muheon carefully caring for Hakyung through the rearview mirror, spoke.

“Muheon, you don’t have to go that far. Should I switch seats with you?”

“No need.”

“But your legs might hurt…”

“This head is as heavy as a fist. Just drive.”

Muheon waved his hand to signal Sang-oh to stop talking, and Sang-oh quietly held the steering wheel again.

Geowung, who was quietly observing the two from the side, slowly spoke.

“Come to think of it, Hakyung asked me a strange question the other day.”

Muheon and Sang-oh raised their eyebrows.

Muheon was annoyed that Hakyung asked Park Geowung instead of him, and Sang-oh wondered if Geowung even gave a proper answer.

Silence lingered inside the car for a while.

Geowung took a long pause before continuing, amazed that impatient Ha-kyung had such a proper conversation with him.

“He asked if you were married… I wonder why he was curious about that?”

“Huh? I wonder, too?”

Ki Sang-oh tilted his head in confusion.

Why of all things, was he curious about marriage status…

Could it be blocked?

As much as the two retainers felt curious, Muheon also became curious about Ha-kyung’s thoughts.

It could just be a passing curiosity or it might be interest directed at him.

Was it greedy to hope it was the latter?

He moved his hand to gently stroke the strands of hair poking out from under the hat.

Ha-kyung’s lips twitched slightly at Muheon’s touch, but he didn’t wake up until they arrived in Incheon.

***

“Wow…!”

Ha-kyung, looking around the hotel lobby, opened his mouth wide in amazement.

He couldn’t believe there was such a magnificent and huge hotel in this country…!

Excited to show this wonderful hotel to his grandmother, Ha-kyung busily started snapping photos.

Click, click.

The sound of camera shutters echoed loudly.

Even mixed in with the group of tourists nearby, he wouldn’t have looked out of place at all.

A man quietly watching Ha-kyung from behind moved closer to his side.

“Is this kind of flashy and noisy style what Kang Ha-kyung likes?”

Startled by the low voice whispering right by his ear without warning, Ha-kyung’s shoulders jumped.

Muheon’s small laugh escaped as he found the reaction amusing.

Ha-kyung grabbed the ear closest to Muheon’s voice and caught his breath.

Every time this happened, not only was he startled, but his heart pounded so hard it felt like he couldn’t live with the noise.

The boss probably didn’t know he was provoking such a dangerous Kang Dolphin every time he spoke in that cool voice…

Ha-kyung’s heart, unable to express his feelings, burned darker and darker inside.

“Hm? Why aren’t you answering?”

“No? I prefer dark, black, and shiny things.”

“Unique.”

Muheon frowned at that otherworldly taste.

The boy was lively and bubbly for his age, but his preferences were rather odd.

Shaking his head with a ‘kids these days, I just don’t get them’ expression, Muheon wrapped his arm around Ha-kyung’s shoulder and pulled him along.

No matter what, he couldn’t just leave him mixed in with the real tourists.

Just then, some hotel staff who recognized Muheon hurried over.

“You’re here!”

The staff bowed deeply at Muheon.

The noisy lobby suddenly fell silent as if cold water had been poured on it.

Ha-kyung, who had been about to say something to Muheon, also shut his mouth because the staff looked unusual.

The staff looked tough enough to rival Ki Sang-oh and Park Geowung and, on top of that, wore black suits.

They certainly didn’t look like people who did legitimate work.

Unconsciously, Ha-kyung took small steps back and hid behind Muheon’s back.

The timid Kang Dolphin found the scene too dangerous to watch directly.

“Thank you for coming. We will escort you immediately.”

“Hmm.”

“Your companion will come too.”

Before Muheon could say anything, the hotel staff also courteously took care of Hakyung.

Feeling awkward, Hakyung expressed his thanks.

Geowung and Sang-oh, who had disappeared, reappeared quietly following behind Muheon.

Walking briskly after these fierce-looking men, Ha-kyung’s mouth went dry as he thought he would finally understand what his boss’s work really was.

Hoping it wasn’t about selling him out, he gripped Muheon’s sleeve harder.

Though he was so nervous he felt like he couldn’t breathe properly… the scene unfolding before him was nothing he had imagined.

In a large conference room, everyone except Muheon and Ha-kyung was laughing and chatting happily.


The tea time was properly prepared with pretty patterned teacups, cookies, and bread on a three-tier tray.

Even Park Geowung and Ki Sang-oh seemed to naturally blend into the atmosphere and enjoy themselves.


Is this right…?

Ha-kyung tilted his head.

What he expected was a bloody brawl full of curses, but reality was a tea party for noble young ladies.

It was more wholesome than he thought, but adapting was still just as hard.

Muheon leaned forward and looked into Hakyung’s eyes as he rolled them awkwardly in this unfamiliar environment.

“There’s nothing you want to eat? Should I ask them for a meal?”

“No, it’s fine. Don’t worry about me, just take care of your business.”

“If you want anything to eat, just say.”

“Okay.”

Feeling good about Muheon’s thoughtful care, Ha-kyung smiled faintly.

And right in front of his seat, someone was watching him closely.



 
  Chapter 22: The Dragon and the Dolphin





The one with red hair and crimson eyes was Hwang Rin, the dragon serpent who ruled over the Yellow Sea near China.

He showed great interest in the guest Muheon had brought for the first time in a while.

“Muheon, the one you brought along—though he smells of earth and fish—is quite cute. Little one, I am called Hwang Rin. What’s your name?”

“Huh? Me?”

Hakyung, still not used to the atmosphere, looked around nervously.

His gaze landed on the man sitting across from him.

He began to wonder if all leaders dyed themselves completely in their favorite color like this.

Hakyung glanced at Muheon, uncertain if he was allowed to speak.

Muheon gave a slight nod of permission.

Taking the cue, Hakyung opened his mouth.

“Hello. I’m Kang Hakyung.”

“Oh, good. What species are you?”

“I-I’m from the Kangdolgorae (Strong Dolphin) tribe.”

At Hakyung’s answer, Hwang Rin let out a soft coo like a grandfather delighted by a child’s antics.

He looked about the same age as Muheon in appearance, but his speech and mannerisms made him hard to read.

Was it a leader’s pride?

Hakyung frowned slightly, glancing between Muheon and Hwang Rin, sensing something strange.

“You’re a Strong Dolphin, huh? You must have a naturally good voice! I know because I have dolphins under me too. Can you sing well, little one?”

“Yeah, if you listen, it’s fun.”

Muheon answered for him, chuckling as he recalled the Strong Dolphin songs he’d heard.

The laugh felt a bit mocking, but since they were in public, Hakyung couldn’t show it. His face turned red.

The man seemed amused and tapped lightly on Hakyung’s hat.

“Is that so? I figured as much. Our company is expanding into Korean entertainment these days. Actually, we’re holding a party tonight to introduce some of our new talents… Are you coming?”

“No thanks, I’m not interested. What about you, Kang Hakyung? Want to go to the party?”

Muheon flatly declined the offer, then turned to ask Hakyung.

Hakyung quickly shook his head.

He really had zero interest in entertainment or music production — or at least, he felt he had to keep it that way.

Seeing him shake his head so fervently, Muheon gently placed a hand on his head.

“See? He says no too.”

“Yeah, that’s too bad.”

Hwang Rin clicked his tongue, genuinely disappointed.

He had hoped Muheon would make an appearance at the party and lend some support.

But it seemed like neither he nor the one he brought had any interest.

Most young ones chased after wealth and fame, but this Strong Dolphin didn’t seem to desire much.

And since Muheon said his singing was fun to listen to, he probably had talent — all the more unfortunate.

Hwang Rin gave the two one more look, but nothing seemed likely to change.

“Hey, Hakyung! Come here, we’ve got chocolate cake!”

From across the room, Geowng waved an arm while holding a teacup in the other.

Chocolate cake?!

Hakyung’s eyes lit up.

He wanted to rush over, but he knew it would be rude to leave while the adults were talking, so he stayed seated, tapping his feet restlessly.

As always, Muheon came to the rescue. He pulled back Hakyung’s chair and said,

“Go have some chocolate cake. Don’t eat too much — you’ll get a stomach ache. Just a little.”

“Okay! Should I bring some for you too, Boss?”

Hakyung jumped up and asked.

Even though he was clearly excited for cake, he still remembered his manners, which made Muheon smile.

Whoever raised this boy had done it right — he was exceptionally well-mannered.

Seeing that proud smile on Muheon’s face made Hakyung’s heart pound and his cheeks burn.

Bowing deeply, he rushed off. That smile was unfair.

As the little Strong Dolphin left, silence returned to the dragons until Hwang Rin broke it.

“Why are you suddenly hanging around with someone else?”

“Hmm?”

“It’s just… I’ve never seen you do that before. And this one’s from freshwater, right?”

“Well… a lot happened. But why are you reaching all the way to Korea? It’s not really a sea matter, so I don’t care much…”

At Muheon’s question, Hwang Rin narrowed his eyes.

He was mostly being led around by his subordinates these days.

“It’s just the trend lately. Isn’t it better to have more money and influence? But don’t worry. I’m not here to take anything from you.”

“If that was your plan, you wouldn’t have invited me here.”

Hwang Rin burst into hearty laughter at Muheon’s blunt reply.

Watching how Muheon treated the dolphin made the whole situation even more amusing.

Though they’d known each other for centuries, Muheon had never been this entertaining.

If Hwang Rin was someone who loved collecting things he liked, Muheon was the opposite — he discarded or avoided the things he liked and lived alone in silent dignity.

Even among dragons, Muheon was considered an odd one.

Perhaps that’s why his rare companion — the dolphin — attracted even more attention.

Of course, dragons never openly coveted each other’s possessions, which was a bit unfortunate.

“Well, if you change your mind and want to drop by the party later, feel free. I’ll let them know.”

After exchanging some casual parting words, the two went their separate ways — Hwang Rin to his waiting attendants, and Muheon to retrieve the dolphin who was now absorbed in the chocolate cake.

***

Hakyung patted his full belly as he wandered around the room.

When he thought of a hotel room, he’d imagined a bed and a bathroom.

But the room he shared with Muheon was more like an apartment.

From a cozy living room, a hallway stretched into several rooms.

There was even a minibar, a pool, and three bathrooms.

Hakyung’s feet couldn’t stop moving — this felt like a whole new world.

Muheon stood quietly, watching Hakyung bustle around by himself.

He followed behind slowly.

“Boss, our company dorm is really nice too, but this place is amazing! Is it because you’re friends with the CEO?”

“Friends?”

“Aren’t you? Then how’d he learn Korean so well? He even speaks it better than Mr. Geowng.”

As soon as they entered their private space, Hakyung began chattering away.

Muheon welcomed the change — it meant the boy was comfortable with him.

He caught Hakyung, who was practically leaving footprints all over from excitement, and gently sat him down on the sofa.

“Why, why? Was I being too fidgety?”

“No. Just take a rest.”

“Then… I guess I will. Boss, sit here too.”

Hakyung shifted awkwardly and patted the spot beside him.

Muheon sat, crossing his long legs.

Even just crossing his legs looked so elegant that Hakyung’s heart pounded.

He thought he might be completely smitten — but he didn’t mind. In fact, he liked it.

Scooting closer, he edged toward Muheon.

“Kang Hakyung.”

“Yes?”

“Do you like places like this? Should I build one for myself too?”

Surprised, Hakyung widened his eyes and looked over.

Muheon’s expression was serious — not joking.

The man prompted again, “Hmm? What do you think?”

Though Hakyung knew his boss dealt in money and power, he didn’t think he had the means to just build places like this.

Maybe he was showing off a bit…

But even that side of Muheon seemed cute to Hakyung.

“I like the dorm better. The whale room is nice, the kitchen’s nice, there’s a porch, and the goldfish and carp in the pond are really cute.”

“Really? Kang Hakyung, you’re quite modest.”

Muheon sounded a little disappointed by the answer.

Hakyung thought it was a good one, but couldn’t understand his boss’s reaction.

Shrugging, he started poking through the items on the table and licked his lips.

“Boss, looks like there’s going to be a buffet dinner here!”

“You’re already thinking about dinner? Your stomach must be as big as Namsan.”


“Namsan? Please… just call it a hill…”

As his voice got smaller and smaller, Muheon couldn’t hold back anymore and burst into laughter.

Mesmerized by the sound, Hakyung smiled too.

He hoped this warm atmosphere between them would last — at least until they returned to Seoul.



 
  Chapter 23: The Hand You Hold





The two of them headed straight to the dinner restaurant after a short break, driven by Hakyung chanting “buffet, buffet” like a mantra.

The hotel’s dinner restaurant was located on the top floor, allowing guests to enjoy a live view of the sunset, which had already made it a hotspot with a steady stream of customers.

But Hakyung, more than the beautiful sunset, was enchanted by the dazzling array of dishes he had never seen before.

He darted around the restaurant in short, eager steps.

“Boss! Look at this—it’s as big as three faces!”

“It really is.”

Hakyung held the lobster he had waited in line to get up to his face and let out a soft giggle.

Back in the countryside, he’d only ever had crab.

Just the fact that he could eat such a massive lobster made him burst out in laughter.

He scraped the thick meat out of the claw and carefully placed it onto Muheon’s plate.

Just like there’s an order to everything—even cold water has a top and bottom—his fondness for Muheon overflowed onto that plate, stacking it high with claw meat.

Muheon looked at the rapidly growing pile of lobster meat on his plate and let out a disbelieving chuckle.

Hakyung was the one who insisted on going to a buffet, yet somehow Muheon’s plate was the only one getting piled up.

Muheon switched their plates, and Hakyung puffed up his cheeks in protest.

“What’s with that look? You’re the one who wanted to come to the buffet.”

“I gave it to you because I wanted you to eat it, Boss.”

“Don’t worry about me. Just eat as much as you want.”

Even when his feelings weren’t understood, they really weren’t understood.

Hakyung sulked inwardly, grumbling to himself about how clueless the boss was—and then shoved his mouth full of claw meat.

His eyes grew round as saucers, and his shoulders bounced in delight.

Oh my god.

This is… this is real—wild crab stick!

The claw meat he had given to Muheon with such heartfelt affection disappeared into Hakyung’s mouth in an instant, as if the crab itself had blinked and missed it.

Sitting across from him, Muheon watched Hakyung’s constantly shifting expressions and had to cover his mouth with a hand—to hide the smile sneaking up his lips.

Hakyung’s feast continued for quite a while after that.

If Muheon hadn’t swapped their plates earlier, he would’ve been resented for life.

“Are you full now?”

“Huh? Oh, yes. It was delicious.”

Muheon, who had brought dessert for Hakyung, asked. Hakyung gave him a sheepish smile, feeling a little embarrassed—he had probably eaten more than three full plates by himself.

Still, now that he was full, he could finally take in the view outside the window.

Earlier, he had been so enamored by the grandeur of the lobster that he hadn’t had the chance to really look.

The sky, once filled with the red hues of sunset, had now darkened to black.

Even the night sky after sunset was breathtaking.

Hakyung stared out, as if he might be pulled into the night sky that resembled the boss’s dark, silky hair.

He watched with such intensity—secretly harboring the mischievous hope that someday, he too would be completely consumed by Muheon.

It was then, while he was staring out the window, that the conversation from the people at the next table drifted into Hakyung’s ears.

They were finishing their meals and seemed to be preparing for dessert, with cakes and cookies filling their table.

“Hey, did you see this? You know the building next door, the one with the concert hall? They’re having a private party and concert there right now. Check out the lineup.”

“Huh? What? No way, that’s crazy.”

A party…

It sounded like the same party the boss’s friend mentioned earlier that day.

From what the people next to him were saying, some really big celebrities were coming.


So that was why the boss told him to come?

Because it was a party with lots of famous entertainers?

Before he knew it, Hakyung was nodding along deeply absorbed in the conversation at the next table.

Then suddenly—

“Taeyoung’s coming too. No way, didn’t he only perform on social media before?”

“Really? That’s insane! I really love Taeyoung’s songs! Hey, can we wait somewhere nearby? Maybe we can hear the music.”

“Should we? Hey, looks like others think the same. This place is all over the coordinates.”

The people at the next table were so excited they looked like they might jump up and rush out any second.

On the other hand, Hakyung, who had been listening with great interest, froze on the spot.

Those two syllables, ‘Taeyoung,’ hit him hard.

His mind was full of question marks.

Why was Taeyoung here?

Why hadn’t he contacted him at all on the way here?

What was he thinking showing up like this?

So many questions…

He had so many things he wanted to ask, but the one person who could answer was unreachable, having cut off all contact and leaving him in the dark.

Meanwhile, the guests at the next table left, heading to the building with the concert hall, leaving behind their desserts untouched.

The pretty, sweet treats sat on the empty table.

This wasn’t the time to stay frozen.

He had to hurry and go to the concert hall himself and confirm if this really was the Taeyoung he knew.

If it was, he had to ask why and what he was thinking.

But his whole body was trembling; he didn’t even have the strength to move a finger.

“Kyung, Kang Hakyung! What’s wrong?”

After staring blankly for quite some time, Hakyung finally snapped out of it at the low voice calling his name.

He realized he wasn’t alone.

Muheon was beside him, and it wasn’t easy to just move around freely leaving the boss behind.

His heart pounded fiercely with the thought that the concert might end and Taeyoung might leave.

Anxiety overwhelmed him, and he bit his lip tightly.

“You’ll hurt yourself.”

Muheon, who had been watching Hakyung’s restless changes closely, reached out his hand.

He carefully brushed near Hakyung’s mouth with a gentle touch, as if afraid it might vanish at any moment.

Though the touch was surprisingly cold rather than warm, to Hakyung it was a greater comfort and encouragement than anything else.

Holding tightly onto the boss’s hand stroking his lips, Hakyung declared, “Boss, I want to see that party and the concert!”

“Hm?”

“Boss, won’t you join me?”

Muheon’s eyes widened at Hakyung’s sudden change in mood, flipping like a palm.

His mood swings were even worse than a midsummer monsoon.

Still, no refusal came.

There was no reason to deny Kang Hakyung when he wanted to do something right now.

Without hesitation, Muheon stood up, and Hakyung followed him.

***

Since it was a private party and concert combined, there weren’t many spectators.

Somehow, Muheon and Hakyung managed to get in quickly without any restrictions.

Thanks to the dazzling lights and stage setup, the concert hall was so hot that even though it was still early spring, people were sweating.

Hakyung took off the cardigan he was wearing outside and draped it over his arm, tightly grabbing Muheon’s sleeve.

He felt like if he lost his way here, he’d be separated from the boss forever.

“Bo-boss. You have to stick close to me. Don’t get lost!”

“Got it.”

“Don’t let go of my hand, okay?”

“Uh.”

Hakyung’s voice trembled. Muheon, who had answered him bluntly, tightly held the sleeve he was gripping.

Hakyung’s small hand was completely enveloped by his large one.

It was a hand with a cooler body temperature than the nervous Hakyung.

But Hakyung’s heart pounded for a different reason because of the man’s warmth and care—warm enough that the hand’s temperature didn’t even matter.

His small kindness, done without any particular meaning, played havoc with Hakyung’s heart.

The love songs of unrequited affection, which he usually ignored without much thought, kept playing over and over, stirring his feelings.

Hakyung sighed quietly, secretly from the boss, and gripped tighter at his fingertips.

Now that it had come to this, he wasn’t going to be the fool to let go of his hand first.

From beside him, he thought he heard a quiet chuckle, but the tension rising to the top of his head made it too small a sound to bother him.

With stiff, robotic movements, Hakyung followed Muheon for a while and stopped right in front of the stage.

Sitting on a soft-looking comfortable chair was Hwang Rin, the boss’s friend, surrounded by several people.

They all gazed at Hwang Rin with glazed eyes as if intoxicated by something, yet despite being in an open space, the scene was unbearably obscene.

Feeling his cheeks flush for no reason, Hakyung cleared his throat softly, and at that sound, Hwang Rin’s red eyes turned towards the two of them.

“Well, well, isn’t this Muheon? You said you weren’t interested in the party—what brings you here?”

Hwang Rin’s feigned surprised expression slowly shifted from Hakyung’s frozen face to the hand holding the boss’s, then he lazily raised the corners of his mouth.

“Ah, it’s you, kid. You were the one who asked to come, weren’t you?”

“Y-Yes…”


“Well done. Good kids deserve a reward… but if I said that, Muheon’s gaze would pierce through my molars.”

Hwang Rin made a fierce joke and laughed, narrowing his eyes with amusement.

Then he waved his hand, and men who had been hidden appeared and quickly made a place for Muheon and Hakyung.

It was like magic with a single finger.

That much power Hwang Rin held…

The eyes still watching them made Hakyung shiver.

Shaking his shoulders, he stepped closer to Muheon.

Only when the boss’s firm arm touched him did he feel a little relieved.

Not long after the two sat on the sofa, the prelude to the first performance began to play.



 
  Chapter 24: The Voice That Was Stolen





From the very beginning, a musician everyone would recognize appeared.

Hakyung’s eyes widened at the sight of a singer he had only seen on TV screens.

Then, a thought grew in a corner of his mind—that there was no way Kim Taeyoung would be among such famous singers.

Actually, with the boss right beside him and holding his hand, Hakyung felt so happy that nothing else seemed to matter.

Deep in love, Kang Hakyung tried to escape reality like that.

“Wow, do you like it so far?”

At Muheon’s compliment, Hakyung’s ears flushed red.

Usually, Muheon had a blank expression when he heard him sing, so Hakyung thought he didn’t like his singing.

But apparently, that wasn’t true.

Maybe he had just pretended not to like it, which was kind of cute—like a coy Seoul uncle.

Realizing the boss actually recognized his singing skill, the corner of Hakyung’s mouth slowly curved upwards.

He tightened his grip on the boss’s hand he was still holding closely and said,

“I’ll sing a lot for you from now on.”

Muheon only nodded silently.

Hakyung liked the sound of “from now on.”

That was when they were sitting together enjoying the concert.

Suddenly, all the stage lights went out, and the concert hall filled with pure white smoke and soap bubbles.

The stage instantly transformed into a dreamy scene, and the invited audience let out excited cheers.

Expectation filled Hakyung’s eyes.

The musicians he had seen so far were some of the best in Korea, but a singer with such a powerful stage presence… maybe it was a world-famous group performing.

As the stage, which had been dark, was lit, the prelude began to play.

It was an incredibly familiar sound.

“Ah…”

A sigh mixed with despair escaped from Hakyung’s lips.

The suspicion he had barely dared to hope against was now confirmed.

With overwhelming production, a clear and pure voice filled the stage, and the audience’s cheers vanished.

Everyone seemed to be holding their breath, fully focused on the man who appeared in the center of the stage.

A man with a small, slender face, pale skin, moist eyes that seemed to hold back tears, and a small mole on his round nose.

He was so handsome that “beautiful” naturally came to mind.

His transparent, clear voice perfectly matched his appearance, creating the illusion of a fairy singing.

After a short song ended, thunderous applause shook the hall.

The man on stage smiled confidently, as if such praise was only natural.

“Thank you.”

At his brief greeting, applause poured out again, and voices shouting for the next song rang from every corner.

Even his slight frown at their demands looked like an adorable gesture.

People were captivated by the first note he sang and stomped their feet, eager to hear more.

“Well then, I’ll sing just one more.”

His thin, white fingers moved.

The half-hearted small gesture was met with soft moans echoing here and there.

The man, looking as if he enjoyed the moment, sang just one more song before exiting without hesitation.

Even after the next musician came on, many called out his name.

Such attention and love were too much for a rookie making his debut tonight.

“Hey, hearing Taeyoung’s voice live is insane.”

“Right? But how can his speaking voice and singing voice be so different?”

“There are lots of singers like that! Speaking and singing are naturally different. You just don’t know.”

Hakyung heard the conversation of audience members behind him.

They said that although his speaking voice was husky, when he sang, his clear and pure tone was that of a divine singer.

But what they heard wasn’t really Taeyoung’s voice.

It was one of the many things Taeyoung had stolen using Hakyung’s voice as a pretext.

The moment Hakyung heard his own voice flowing out of Taeyoung’s mouth, it felt as if the ground beneath him was collapsing.

As the audience’s conversation continued, Hakyung’s hands trembled with a mixture of helplessness at having lost what was his forever and a sense of betrayal toward Taeyoung.

Seeing himself uneasy about someone else singing in his place, Kim Taeyoung had promised he wouldn’t engage in official activities and would only use videos to increase his views.

But here he was, boldly showing his face and trying to live as a singer…!

Something that should never have happened was unfolding.

Thinking this was no time to just stand there, Hakyung suddenly stood up and tried to move toward the stage.

But his right hand, still firmly held, made him sit back down on the sofa.

Right, the boss!

After watching Kim Taeyoung’s stage, Hakyung had been so absorbed that he forgot the boss was there.

He was frustrated at having to be the one to let go of the hand he had vowed never to release first.

But if he wasted time here, he wouldn’t know when he could see Kim Taeyoung again.

He couldn’t miss this chance.

“Boss, I’m going to the restroom for a moment.”

Using the safest excuse, Hakyung began to loosen each finger of Muheon’s hand.

But whenever he freed one finger and moved to the next, the previous finger would get tangled again; no matter how many fingers he freed, the hand he held didn’t come loose.

Hakyung’s breath grew heavy and ragged as he failed several times to pull his hand away.

He squirmed on the soft sofa, trying to emphasize just how much he wanted to leave immediately, but the boss didn’t budge an inch.

“I really need to go…!”

“Okay. I’ll go with you.”

“Who goes to the bathroom together?!”

“I’m just worried you might get lost. But don’t let go of my hand.”

While Hakyung was frantic, Muheon appeared completely relaxed on the outside.

But even the man sensed something strange.

The singing voice he just heard from that guy named Taeyoung sounded oddly familiar.

The nasal tone mixed in the high notes, the clear sound like water droplets rolling around.

As far as Muheon, who has lived for hundreds of years, knew, only one person had a singing voice like that.

Kang Hakyung.

Though it was the voice of the strong dolphin (referring to Hakyung himself) whose hand he was holding, he couldn’t understand why that man was mouthing words, stealing that voice.

There are many people with similar voices and singing sounds in this world, but Hakyung was different.

He had a uniqueness that could not be compared to anything else.

So even while listening to the chaotic lyrics and off-pitch singing, people couldn’t help but want to hear more.

It was the most mysterious phenomenon in recent times.

Of course, Hakyung’s reaction to that man was also unusual.

Normally, he would have clung excitedly to the boss, saying, “Boss! Isn’t that singer’s style really similar to mine? But I’m a little better, right?” and chatter nonstop.

But this time, Hakyung looked restless, as if chased by something or chasing after something.

His suspicious behavior was obviously more than just saying he wanted to go to the bathroom.

That’s why Muheon couldn’t let go of Hakyung’s hand even more.


After a long struggle of trying to pull away, Hakyung finally surrendered.

Pouting, he walked toward the backstage, muttering complaints.

“No matter that I’m an employee of your company, you know it’s not okay to invade my personal privacy like this, right? But boss, do you hold the hands of other brothers and follow them to the bathroom too?”

“What…?”

It was an outrageous statement.

The man frowned deeply as if he heard something absurd, but Hakyung’s mmisunderstanding-filled chatter continued.

“You can’t do that! It’s just asking for misunderstandings, you know!?”

“What misunderstandings are you talking about?”

Muheon raised one corner of his mouth and asked.

At that, Hakyung, who had been chattering non-stop, shut his mouth tight like a clam.

He shook his head repeatedly and walked on.

Muheon kept poking Hakyung’s shoulder to ask for an answer, but Hakyung didn’t open his mouth for a while.

***

Behind the stage, in a small waiting room, the tiny space was filled with excited voices.

“Hey, Taeyoung. See? I told you! If you go on stage, you’ll blow up even bigger! Real-time trends and stories are pouring in!”

“Ah, yes.”

“Why did you refuse all this time when you could do this well? Oh, and with shorts coming out, your ads will follow soon!”


Chief Manager Choi, who wrapped his slender arms around Taeyoung’s thin shoulders, chuckled.

He was a manager at a small to mid-sized agency, handling mediocre groups until now.

He had heard rumors of a famous big shot from China investing in Korean entertainment, and luckily the CEO had connections to that big shot.

Many lined up to get investment, but sadly, the agency didn’t have anyone with a hit-worthy aura.

They were racking their brains about who to bring in to attract attention.

Then Taeyoung, the YouTube singer-songwriter they had been watching for two years, suddenly came to mind.

Even though his videos were uploaded only once every few months, whenever he posted, he would sweep the real-time rising charts within an hour.

Such a famous Taeyoung would surely draw interest from that side as well.

From that day on, Chief Manager Choi started contacting Taeyoung obsessively.
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He didn’t just send comments or emails—he called every other day using the number he’d tracked down through a private investigator.

At first, Taeyoung reacted to Manager Choi like he was insane, shuddering in disgust.

But what made him start to take things seriously was money.

A signing bonus over a hundred million won, royalties if the song sold, and even additional income from side deals—it was more than enough to pique the interest of someone as young as Taeyoung.

Riding that momentum, Manager Choi brought Taeyoung to the company, and with the president—who had already rehearsed what to say—joining in, they successfully signed a contract with him.

From the company’s perspective, there was no reason to interfere as long as Taeyoung handled the composing, lyric writing, and producing all on his own.

They were thrilled to have landed a golden goose for at least the next few years.

After Taeyoung wrapped up today’s successful performance, they popped open the champagne early.

“Let’s head upstairs and say hello to the hotel’s president before we go. I’ll treat you to some premium beef!”

Manager Choi was beaming as he kept refreshing real-time charts and social media stories.

Seeing him like that, Taeyoung’s lips curled into a satisfied smile.

With his looks paired with that guy’s voice, there was no way they could fail.

“Can I get some water?”

“Oh, oh! Yeah, here you go.”

Taking a sip of the bottled water Manager Choi quickly handed over, Kim Taeyoung started thinking.

Now that he had properly started putting his face out there, it was time for a new song.

It was also time to unblock the number he’d playfully cut off earlier.

As he thought about Kang Hakyung—who was probably wandering all over Seoul, having fallen for his lies—

Taeyoung’s eyes narrowed in amusement.

Stupid Kang Hakyung.

The only decent thing about him was his voice, and even that got taken away from him…

Ah, poor and foolish Kang Hakyung.

Kim Taeyoung’s pale, slender fingers glided smoothly across the phone screen.

***

Meanwhile, where were all the performers heading after the stage?

Hakyung had charged blindly toward the backstage area but came to a halt.

Muheon, who had been following him, stopped too.

“Still can’t find the bathroom?”

He knew Hakyung wasn’t really looking for a bathroom, but he teased him anyway.

As expected, Hakyung reacted with a visible shudder.

“Now that I think the president might be watching… I don’t want to go to the bathroom anymore.”

“Oh? So can a Kang Dolphin even control when he needs to pee now?”

“Are you going to keep teasing me?”

“So you did know.”

The president’s dazzling smile made Hakyung’s poor heart skip a beat.

Why did even his mischievous expressions have to be so handsome?

Hakyung clutched his chest where his heart thudded wildly, glancing around the area.

He was hoping to find some kind of restricted-access hallway, maybe something only staff could use.

But no matter how hard he looked, nothing related to the concert stood out.

A soft sigh slipped through his small lips.

“If you’re not going to the bathroom, how about we just head back to the room?”

“Uh, well… Huh? Wait a sec!”

Just as Muheon reached out to gently guide Hakyung’s hand, worried he’d be searching around all night otherwise, Hakyung checked his phone and went pale, as if he’d seen a ghost.

His complexion turned so blue, it was like he’d just been pulled from a lake.

Muheon furrowed his brow.

“H-Hello?!”

Oblivious to Muheon’s concern, Hakyung harshly pulled his hand away and shouted into the phone.

“Where are you?!”

He shouted so loudly that Muheon’s ears rang.

Muheon silently watched the fuming Kang Dolphin.

At least the pale face had turned a flushed pink again.

Whether that was a good thing or just a result of rising blood pressure from his anger was another matter.

Breathing heavily, Hakyung listened in silence for a moment, then asked again.

“I said, where are you? Yeah, I’m at that hotel too. I saw… I saw you singing my song.”

After a few more exchanges, Hakyung finally seemed to remember Muheon was still there and started lowering his voice.

Muheon wasn’t sure if he should feel thankful that Hakyung finally acknowledged him or annoyed that he didn’t get to hear the important parts.

Muheon, feeling Hakyung’s anxious gaze on him, subtly turned his body and took a few steps back.

He didn’t want Hakyung’s phone call to be disrupted because of him.

Realizing the consideration, Hakyung gave a small nod.

Even so, his gaze clung to Muheon as if unwilling to let go, making it impossible for Muheon to move any farther.

What should he do with that adorable guy?

He couldn’t exactly eat him up…

While Muheon was lost in his own thoughts, Hakyung seemed to have finished his call and awkwardly stepped over to his side.

“Who was that, making you so upset?”

“Uh… It’s nothing. It’s my, uh, privacy!”

“You only care about privacy at times like this.”

Hakyung let out an awkward cough at the pointed remark.

The boss was great in every way, but his inability to sugarcoat his words was a slight flaw.

Deciding it was a minor enough fault to overlook, Hakyung gently poked Muheon’s arm.

“What?”

“Boss, I really need to go to the bathroom. I’m sure I won’t get lost, so could you go up to the room and rest first?”

“Can’t you just use the bathroom in the room?”

Ah, I guess that was an option!

His expression screamed that realization.

It was such a weak excuse it gave him away instantly…

Muheon inwardly clicked his tongue at the clumsy dolphin trying to fool him.

“Fine. I’ll go up first, for your privacy.”

Even to the very end, the boss was serious about teasing him by repeating his words back.

Still, he was so handsome it didn’t make him angry—instead, he wanted to cling to his pants leg and beg him not to go.

Hakyung admitted to himself he was a total looks-driven fool, at least when it came to the boss.

Maybe he read the longing written all over his face, because the man asked sweetly, “Should I stay?”

Hakyung barely managed to stop himself from nodding instinctively and shook his head as if to say it was okay.

No one could hear what he was about to say to Kim Taeyoung.

Not even someone he liked as much as the boss.

With that, Muheon turned away with no hesitation this time.

Watching the rapidly shrinking figure, thanks to those long legs, Hakyung let out another deep sigh.

Meanwhile, Muheon, pretending not to notice Hakyung’s sticky gaze on the back of his head, turned cold eyes to the alley.

He erased his presence and followed after Hakyung.

There was no way he’d just head up as told.

He couldn’t bear the thought that something might happen to Hakyung in his absence.

And he had a hunch about who he was going to meet…

Hakyung, wearing a tense expression, slipped quickly through the alleys like he knew them well.

Hands in his pockets, Muheon silently followed behind, keeping his eyes locked on the retreating figure.

***

The meeting place with Kim Taeyoung was a small lounge, far from the hotel concert hall.

After checking to make sure no one was around, Hakyung knocked on the door.

Not long after, it opened to reveal a small, pretty face.

Hakyung knew all too well just how much mischief had come from that lovely face.

And since he already knew the most handsome face in the world, he was confident he wouldn’t be shaken by any expression Kim Taeyoung made now.

“What the hell? What are you doing here?”

Sure enough, Kim Taeyoung reacted with entitled irritation at the sight of Hakyung actually being in the hotel.

His disbelief turned into open annoyance.

Just like Hakyung had done earlier, Kim Taeyoung glanced around quickly, then roughly grabbed his arm.

Bang!

The door slammed shut with a force that shook the hallway, followed by a distinct click as it locked.

Now alone together in the lounge, Kim Taeyoung’s voice grew even more irritable.

“You country bumpkin. Do you even know where this is? Get the hell out!”

“Oh, so now you want me to leave? You’re the one who told me to come!”

“When did I ever?”

Even though they were face to face for the first time in months—and even though he clearly knew Hakyung had come to Seoul because of his lies—Kim Taeyoung shamelessly denied everything.

This wasn’t the first time he’d done this kind of thing.

But Hakyung was tired of trying to understand him.

If the boss hadn’t come to his aid, who knows what kind of trouble he would’ve gotten into…

His eyes welled up with emotion.

Unbothered, Kim Taeyoung continued to rant, demanding Hakyung return to the countryside immediately.


“Honestly, how is this my fault? You’re the idiot who believed it wasn’t a joke!”

“You said it was real when I asked—several times.”

“Ugh, whatever! Your face pisses me off. Swear you’ll go back home by the end of the week.”

As if Hakyung was the one in the wrong, Kim Taeyoung piled on even more blame.

The way his words pressed down on his shoulders made Hakyung squeeze his eyes shut.
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If it were before, or even right after arriving in Seoul, if he had heard this story, Hakyung might have quietly gone down following Kim Taeyoung’s words.

But now, Hakyung had his own reason to stay in Seoul.

And no matter how he thought about it, in this situation, it was right that he — not Kim Taeyoung — should be angry.

Tensing his stomach, Hakyung shook his head strongly.

“No.”

The distance between them shortened.

The stronger the scent of cologne got, the more Hakyung frowned, but Taeyoung didn’t seem to care.

Now just inches away, Taeyoung raised his hand and lightly tapped Hakyung’s hat.

“Kang Hakyung, are you crazy?”

“That’s what I should be asking you. You promised me. You said you’d just upload one video of my song…”

Hakyung’s voice was filled with injustice.

It was Kim Taeyoung who forcibly took away his voice, who broke their promise first.

So why did he have to listen to these mean words like he had done something terribly wrong?

Hakyung really didn’t understand.

Seeing Hakyung confused like that, a crooked smirk appeared on Taeyoung’s lips.

Even Hakyung’s trembling voice was pretty and pure.

Jealousy rose in Taeyoung’s heart, sharpening his gaze even more.

“So, what now? You want to say it’s your song? Ha, don’t be ridiculous. It’s because of my face that people like that voice. Someone ordinary like you could sing for a hundred or a thousand days and no one would care.”

“I’m not hoping for someone to like it, I just want to take back what’s mine… Ah!”

With a short scream, Hakyung turned his head to the side.

His precious yellow hat fell to the floor.

Taeyoung had put so much force into tapping his hat that he lost control of himself.

Since they were kids, Taeyoung’s rough hands had hurt him more than once or twice, but today, Hakyung was really upset.

Even after hitting Hakyung, Taeyoung’s anger didn’t subside.

He stomped his feet while breathing heavily.

“Take back?! What the hell, who do you think you’re calling a thief? Hey, Kang Hakyung. Ever since you came to Seoul, you think you can do whatever you want? Huh? Did you forget who’s keeping you alive right now?”

Hakyung silently brushed the dust off his hat without saying a word.

He had heard that bragging over 300 times, with some exaggeration, and now he had no words left to reply.

A big sigh escaped from between Hakyung’s lips. It was so tiresome.

If this was how it was going to be, he might as well have died back then…

No, don’t think like that.

He sighed again and pressed the hat firmly onto his head.

“Alright. Yeah, if it weren’t for you, how could I still be breathing? But I have to live my own life too. I can’t keep doing whatever you tell me forever. I’m not going back to the countryside.”

“Huh…?”

“And from now on, I won’t sing instead of you anymore. I don’t want to deceive other people.”

Whenever he raised his voice, Taeyoung would cower and tuck his tail, but today, he held his head high.

Taeyoung let out a bitter laugh several times and raised his hand again.

Knock knock.

Two sharp knocks echoed precisely.

The door opened. Hakyung was sure he locked it as soon as he came in…?

As Taeyoung felt something strange, a man with a cool and sharp impression entered.

He looked at the stiff Taeyoung and Hakyung’s back alternately, then raised one corner of his mouth. His expression was a mix of amusement and annoyance.

The man had an overwhelming presence even just by standing silently.

Taeyoung instinctively shrugged and lowered his raised hand, composing his expression and asked,

“Who are you?”

The fierce Kim Taeyoung instantly softened and became meek.

Despite seeing this sudden change with his own eyes, Hakyung couldn’t get used to it.

Or maybe it was just that Taeyoung was the only one who acted mean, so maybe he was the one at fault.

His thoughts swirling, Hakyung wondered who had come.

It must be someone lost and accidentally came here, but thanks to that, he might escape another beating.

Thinking that he should at least see the face of his savior, Hakyung turned his head and his eyes widened at the person he faced.

“Boss!”

“Yeah.”

Hakyung’s butt wiggled like a puppy greeting its owner who had returned.

If he had a tail, it would be spinning like a propeller with joy.

Muheon, the strong dolphin, raised his hand and gently stroked the top of Hakyung’s head.

His eyes, which had been full of irritation when looking at Kim Taeyoung moments ago, now softened.

“But… is this the bathroom?”

“Yeah…?”

“You said you were going to the bathroom and left me behind, so why are you here?”

Come to think of it, he had told the boss to go up first while saying he’d go to the bathroom…

So how did the boss end up here?

Curiosity about the boss’s sudden appearance made Hakyung’s eyes roll around.

“Why are you lying?”

“I-I’m not lying… I mean, sorry.”

Hakyung didn’t come up with any clever excuse, and since it was true that he had lied to the boss several times, he apologized right away.


Muheon nodded and gently patted the top of Hakyung’s head again.

The man didn’t seem angry about the lie; his expression wasn’t bad at all.

Relieved inside, Hakyung smiled faintly.

It felt good that it was the boss who saved him again from Kim Taeyoung.

While the two of them were sharing this strangely soft atmosphere, Kim Taeyoung, who was watching everything from the front, bit his lip with a bad feeling.

The guy who usually ignored him completely was now speaking gently to Hakyung…

The inferiority complex Kim Taeyoung had barely suppressed while throwing curses at Hakyung suddenly welled up in his chest.

Since he called him “boss,” it seemed he had found a job elsewhere after coming to Seoul…

And it annoyed him that only Hakyung kept having this kind of luck.

Kim Taeyoung wanted to shout at both the boss and Hakyung to get lost, as usual, but thought about his own reputation now that his face would become well known, and held back.

He put on his most innocent smile and greeted:

“Hello. I’m Kim Taeyoung, Hakyung’s friend. Are you Hakyung’s company’s boss?”

The man nodded slightly.

Since Hakyung was beside him, maybe he found it annoying to ignore him like before but still responded to the greeting.

Kim Taeyoung’s pride was hurt again, but he replaced it with a slight smile.

“I just happened to meet Hakyung here. I didn’t know he was working in Seoul… This is the first time I’ve heard of it.”

Kim Taeyoung’s eyes gleamed sharply again as he watched Hakyung standing next to the man.

Every time he saw that innocent, clueless face, a desire to twist it grew inside him.

Kim Taeyoung clicked his tongue, licked the inside of his mouth once, and raised the corner of his lips more.

“Hakyung and I grew up like brothers… Please take care of him.”

“Yeah, I really liked your singing. Your voice is pretty.”

Muheon, who had seemed indifferent just moments ago, suddenly praised him.

Hakyung, the real owner of the voice, and Taeyoung, who had stolen it and sung as if it were his own, both tensed up.

They both reacted exactly the same, as if on cue.

“Thank you. I saw you at the concert earlier.”

Kim Taeyoung was the first to speak.

He naturally rubbed his shoulder and expressed gratitude.

Hakyung was still stiff as a stone.

Seeing Hakyung acting clueless, Taeyoung muttered a quick curse inside.

He raised his hand as if to rub Hakyung’s shoulder, pressing down firmly.

The pinch made Hakyung’s eyebrows crumple tightly.

“We saw the concert together, but you didn’t say a word about me to the boss? Why pretend you didn’t know? I’m hurt… Don’t do that again.”

Taeyoung bent his knees to lower his gaze and then looked up to meet Hakyung’s eyes.

As soon as they slipped from the boss’s sight, Hakyung squeezed his eyelids tightly to avoid the fierce gaze.


The words about being hurt because he was ignored and the sharp look in his eyes actually meant the opposite.

It was a warning not to say foolish things about him to the boss.

Just by looking into his eyes, Hakyung could understand everything he wanted to say.

Twenty years of knowing Kim Taeyoung made it possible.

So, Kim Taeyoung must know even if Hakyung didn’t say a word, just from the slightest reaction he gave at that moment…

“Hakyung really likes the boss, huh.”

Yeah, that’s how he would immediately realize his feelings.

As soon as Kim Taeyoung said that, Hakyung felt his heart drop to the floor.
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He realized it.

Kim Taeyoung had figured out his feelings.

Hakyung wanted to get out of there quickly.

If he stayed even a moment longer, those annoying words might slip out of that mouth.

“Huh? No, that’s not true, Hakyung?”

To avoid Kim Taeyoung’s attention, Hakyung didn’t know how to answer.

“…You just like him, right?”

Muheon’s unusually long explanation made both Taeyoung’s and Hakyung’s eyes widen.

Despite their focused gazes, Muheon stayed calm and casually put his arm around Hakyung’s shoulder.

Like a deer caught in a trap, Hakyung, who couldn’t escape Taeyoung’s stare, naturally leaned into Muheon’s embrace.

The strong arms of the boss wrapped around him, and Hakyung’s anxious heart began to calm.

“Yeah, that’s right. When you tricked me and I ended up on the streets, the boss saved me. I’m really thankful and I like him.”

At Hakyung’s straightforward words, Taeyoung’s usually bright smile twisted a little.

“When you say you ended up on the streets because you got tricked by him…”

He let out a bitter laugh, clearly annoyed.

It was obvious that now that someone was on Hakyung’s side, Taeyoung was determined to outplay him.

Hakyung flinched a bit at Taeyoung’s laugh but trusted the firmness of the arms around his shoulders.

“From now on, I have to repay the boss’s kindness and work, so I can’t go back to the countryside. And since you were the one who cut off contact first, let’s just keep it that way.”

“What? Are you crazy, Kang Hakyung?”

Taeyoung showed his true colors at Hakyung’s declaration of cutting ties.

Losing his composure, he reached out to grab Hakyung—but a bigger hand stopped him first.

What the hell was that guy?

Both Hakyung and the boss were seriously making him mad.

Taeyoung shot a fierce glare at Muheon.

If it were Hakyung, his eyes would have been squinting from exhaustion and shrinking his shoulders.

But Muheon wasn’t like that.

He just squinted his eyes as if finding the situation ridiculous and said,

“Your voice is pretty, but your manners are utterly shameless. No, I should say your singing, not just your voice.”

“What did you say?”

“They say what separates humans from beasts is language. If you don’t fix your nasty habits and lies, you’ll get into serious trouble soon.”

Taeyoung took a step back from the cold glare that pierced between Muheon’s narrowed eyes.

There was something strange about this man called “boss” — he wasn’t just an ordinary human.

Noticing that he instinctively backed down, Taeyoung bit his lip in frustration.

It was all because of Kang Hakyung.

He glared at Hakyung with an even angrier expression than before, but the man’s large body blocked his view.

“H-They really go all out, huh.”

Muttering quietly, Taeyoung roughly ran his hands through his hair.

Just as he was about to say something more to Hakyung, his phone vibrated sharply in his pocket.

Seeing “Manager Choi” on the screen, he realized he had to hurry.

He couldn’t afford to make things worse by fighting with Hakyung here — he should have smoothly gotten another song out of him…

That stupid strong dolphin made things complicated and ruined the plan.

It was unfortunate, but the damage was done.

He decided to meet later to sort things out.

For now, meeting a big client from China and making a good impression was more important.

Kim Taeyoung clicked his tongue briefly and answered the call.

“Yes, Manager.”

“Taeyoung, where are you? The client is asking for you!”

“I’m coming right away! Where should I go?”

“The rooftop lounge! Come here!”

After hearing Manager Choi’s answer, Taeyoung quickly ended the call and warned Hakyung in a low voice.

“You’ll get a call from me soon. Pick up. If you say another stupid thing about cutting ties, and you want to keep the life you owe me, you better answer.”

Now that he knew the boss and Hakyung were in cahoots, there was no need to be careful with words around them.

Hakyung’s eyes wavered at the threat, but only for a moment.

He had nothing to lose from Kim Taeyoung anymore.

The boss had saved him when he had nowhere to go, fed him, clothed him, but never treated him harshly or took anything from him.

At this moment, Hakyung once again realized how twisted the relationship between him and Kim Taeyoung was.

“No. I won’t answer even if you call, and I’ll change my number. Someday… when I get the chance, I’ll expose all your nasty deeds too.”

Taeyoung, who was about to open the door and leave, stopped in his tracks and looked at Hakyung.

“Opportunities come to people like me. Not to a dumb fishhead like you.”

Bang!

With a loud noise that seemed like his ears would fall off, Taeyoung disappeared.

Only after he was out of sight did a big sigh of relief escape from Hakyung’s lips.

Shame bubbled up in Hakyung’s small heart because his flaws had been exposed to the boss, someone completely unrelated.

Yet at the same time, affection for the boss who had thoroughly taken his side also surged within him.

Of course, the affection for the boss was stronger.

Hakyung rubbed his cheek against the big arm still draped around his shoulders.

“Boss, were you worried because you didn’t see me in the room?”

“Yeah.”

“So you came looking for me yourself? Because I can’t afford to get lost?”

“You know me well.”

Muheon, with one corner of his mouth lifted, adjusted the crooked hat on Hakyung’s head properly.

His fingers, weakened but gentle, meant he fully understood that Hakyung might have been startled by all this.

Touched by the man’s consideration, Hakyung cautiously asked,

“But aren’t you curious why I’m getting treated like that by my friend?”

“Not really.”

“Oh… I see.”

“Trash acts like trash. So don’t let it get you down.”

Muheon’s straightforward answer made Hakyung smile shyly.

His body twisted, wanting to somehow show that affection.

Fidgeting with his fingers, Hakyung lifted his head.

Even from below, the boss’s perfect appearance made him feel a strong urge to kiss him.

His heels bounced up and down on the spot, and his lips puckered forward.

While Hakyung struggled to control his unruly body, Muheon had already opened the door and stepped outside.

“Kang Hakyung, go to your room, change into something pretty, then come to the lounge. I’ll buy you some fruit juice.”

“Really? Yes, yes! What about you, boss? Are you… going to change clothes with me in the room?”

“I’m going ahead to check if there’s something tasty.”

At Muheon’s suggestion, Hakyung’s face flushed bright red, nodding as if imagining something.

A big smile spread across his lips.

The gloom that had clouded his face just moments ago now seemed to brighten, making Muheon wear a satisfied expression.

While wondering which of the clothes he packed in his backpack was the prettiest, Hakyung headed to his room.

Muheon, meanwhile, quickly arrived in front of the lounge.

He nodded slightly as he waited in the lounge corridor for the not-yet-arrived Kim Taeyoung.

A few minutes earlier, Muheon had heard the conversation between Kang Hakyung and the trash, and now he knew everything clearly.

If before, he had guessed that Kang Hakyung was the young dolphin he had rescued, now he was 100% certain with no doubt.

Moreover, that trash had not only snatched Hakyung right in front of him but was shamelessly using and manipulating him, which was disgusting and detestable.

“What should I do with him…”

Of course, taking everything away was natural, and he had to make sure that trash could never set his sights on Hakyung again.

He knew the simplest way was to just get rid of him right in front of his eyes, but he didn’t want to end it so simply.

Feeling the twisted grudge rising after a long time, Muheon smiled lazily.

After waiting for who knows how long, Kim Taeyoung, looking every bit the well-dressed young master, was coming at a brisk pace from afar.

A middle-aged man walked alongside him, talking as they hurried.

The moment they reached the entrance of the lounge, Muheon blocked their way.

“Huh?”

Taeyoung, who recognized Muheon first, frowned deeply.

He was persistent to appear here at yet another time.

The fact that Chief Choi was with him meant he couldn’t show his true temper, which only irritated him more.

Taeyoung looked up at Muheon with a sneer full of contempt.

“I heard that only invited guests can use this place tonight… If you want a drink, they sell beer at the underground pub.”

“I was invited too… But aren’t you the one who’s not really supposed to be here?”

Muheon showed his invitation directly in front of Taeyoung’s eyes and glanced over at him as if judging.

Then he quickly finished his observation with a face void of any interest.


Taeyoung had never seen anyone fail to be impressed by his flawless face, perfect body proportions, and the way he dressed.

The look in Muheon’s eyes that suggested Taeyoung was ‘not on his level’ and ‘insignificant’ was an added insult.

Just as Taeyoung was about to argue in anger at Muheon’s rude behavior,

“Muheon, I didn’t expect you to actually come.”

From inside the lounge, Hwang Lin, a big Chinese investor, walked over and put his hand on Muheon’s shoulder, greeting him warmly.
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“You insisted so much that I come.”

“Yeah, that’s right. I asked you to come. But I really didn’t expect you to actually show up. Was it because of that cute kid?”

At the mischievous question, Muheon didn’t reply much, but Hwang Lin, who knew exactly what the man’s silence meant, laughed out loud.

Hwang Lin patted Muheon’s shoulder and urged him to go inside quickly.

And that scene…

I thought Hwang, the CEO, personally dealing with it meant he was no ordinary big shot.

Realizing that, Manager Choi next to him—who had shown no reaction until a moment ago—quickly stepped forward.

“Oh my, CEO Hwang! Hello!”

“Hmm?”

“This is the friend that the CEO decided to invest in this time. Taeyoung, you should greet him properly!”

Manager Choi bowed deeply and gestured at Kim Taeyoung, who was standing stiffly.

At Choi’s urgent gesture, Taeyoung stepped forward and greeted them.

It was a completely different polite attitude from the one he had shown toward Muheon earlier.

Hwang Lin waved his hand dismissively at their greetings, then suddenly his eyes lit up as he noticed Hakyung who had just come down from the elevator.

“Kid! Over here!”

At his call, Hakyung, who was just looking around, started running quickly.

Muheon had told him to change into his coolest outfit from the clothes he brought because they were going to buy some delicious drinks at the lounge.

“Boss, hello to you and your friend.”

“So polite.”

Hwang Lin, who now smiled brightly unlike before, tried to pat Hakyung’s head but was stopped by Muheon’s hand.

Finding even that amusing, Hwang Lin laughed louder.


The sight of the extremely handsome boss and his similarly handsome friend together was truly a picture-perfect scene.

Hakyung, distracted by the dazzling looks of the two men, suddenly noticed Kim Taeyoung standing nearby and hesitated, stepping back.

“Kang Hakyung…”

Kim Taeyoung muttered Hakyung’s name like a growl, and the harsh tone made Hakyung step back again.

Supporting Hakyung from behind was Muheon.

The man had already freed his arm from Hwang Lin and wrapped it protectively around Hakyung.

“It’s okay.”

At Muheon’s comforting voice, a spark of interest appeared on Hwang Lin’s face.

What story was hidden in the strange standoff of these three—Muheon, Kim Taeyoung, and Hakyung?

He couldn’t hide his curiosity.

“It looks like you all know each other? You follow me as well.”

At Hwang Lin’s call, Manager Choi took this chance and quickly followed behind.

Although uneasy about going with Hakyung, Kim Taeyoung didn’t want to miss this opportunity and followed too.

Watching their quickly disappearing backs, Hakyung hesitated.

Should he go or not?

Even if he went, the atmosphere would probably just get worse.

Maybe he should just return to his room alone?

While Hakyung was stomping his feet in place like that, a large hand gently grabbed his wrist.

“Let’s go.”

“Boss, can’t I just go back to my room? You don’t have to buy me delicious drinks…”

“I don’t want to. I want to buy them for you.”

Muheon copied Hakyung’s tone exactly and took a step forward.

With his wrist held in Muheon’s hand, Hakyung had no choice but to move along.

There were many people around, so Kim Taeyoung probably wouldn’t do anything reckless, but Hakyung still felt uneasy deep down.

Kim Taeyoung was handsome and a smooth talker, so after a few conversations, the boss would surely start liking him.

If that happened, the boss might want to hold Kim Taeyoung’s hand, or stroke his hair—not Hakyung’s.

Just like all those who had shown interest in Hakyung so far eventually turned to Kim Taeyoung…

Hakyung was scared that even the boss might change like that.

In the past, it was enough to just feel hurt when others turned away from Taeyoung, but if the boss changed too, Hakyung might never recover.

Muheon noticed the anxious expression unconsciously showing on Hakyung’s face and gently poked his cheek, saying,

“I’ll only buy it for you.”

Hakyung’s heart dropped to the floor and then soared to the sky at the boss’s seemingly indifferent but kind words, as if he understood exactly what Hakyung was worried about.

How beautiful those two words “only you” were…!

Hakyung’s face heated up with a blush as he confessed,

“Boss, you’re the most handsome among all the eels.”

“What…?”

“That’s why I like you.”

Dropping his true feelings without hesitation, Hakyung walked ahead of Muheon.

His wrist was still firmly held.

***

The atmosphere at the table revolved around Hakyung rather than Kim Taeyoung.

Hwangrin asked Hakyung even the smallest questions, and because of that, Kim Taeyoung felt like a useless bystander.

Taeyoung, who had never once been treated worse than Hakyung when they were alone together, was now only irritated by this situation.

If it was going to be like this, why did they even tell him to come along…

A sigh mixed with frustration slipped out unintentionally.

Chief Choi, sitting next to Taeyoung, also looked awkward, seemingly just waiting for the right moment to interrupt their conversation.

“Oh? So you’re helping Muheon with his work?”

“Yes, yes! I have a computer certification! I also helped the employees and Mr. Geowung with their tasks! Right, boss?”

Hakyung asked with a face full of pride.

Muheon nodded and then brought a glass to Hakyung’s small lips.

It was peach juice that Muheon had personally bought just for him, as the man had said.

Hwangrin watched with interest the way Muheon carefully looked after Hakyung, like a mother bird tending her chick, while Kim Taeyoung looked on with envy.

“There’s something else you’re good at.”

“Me?”

“Yeah, Hakyung, you’re good at singing.”

It was an unexpected topic.

Hakyung froze, blinking his eyes.

If the topic of singing comes up here, it’s not good…

Hakyung shook his head toward the boss, signaling to stop, but it seemed the telepathy wasn’t working—like dolphins and moray eels living in different places—because Muheon continued talking.

“I heard it myself. You’re better than him.”

The man’s gaze, which hadn’t once looked toward Kim Taeyoung since entering the lounge, finally landed on him.

Hwangrin’s eyes followed.

Kim Taeyoung flinched under those two piercing black-and-red pairs of eyes that seemed to see through everything.

“Oh, but our Taeyoung is a singer, how can you compare him to an ordinary person!”

Chief Choi jumped in between them.

He put on an exaggerated smile and boasted to Hwangrin about Kim Taeyoung’s skills to promote his company’s singer.

He talked about how Taeyoung was famous on social media even before officially debuting as a singer, that he was incredibly talented at writing lyrics and composing music, and that he was handsome enough to have countless fans…

Choi could have easily written a whole hymn praising Taeyoung.

Listening to the endless compliments from Chief Choi, Kim Taeyoung’s complexion gradually turned pale.

He was worried that he might be asked to sing.

And that worry soon became reality. Hwangrin, having listened to Chief Choi’s story, ordered Kim Taeyoung to sing.

“Really? I didn’t get a good listen earlier. Let’s hear it again.”

“Of course! Anytime! Right, Taeyoung?”

Chief Choi asked Taeyoung with a friendly face.

Taeyoung’s face turned so pale it looked blue. He sat still, only moving his lips slightly, neither answering nor standing up.

Chief Choi poked him repeatedly.

“Um…?”

When Hwangrin’s eyes narrowed at Taeyoung’s suspicious behavior, Muheon finally spoke.

“Hwangrin, investment should be made on something sure and valuable. That one won’t do.”

Hwangrin raised his eyebrows sharply at Muheon’s advice, coming from a man who had never cared about such things.

After glancing at Kim Taeyoung once again, he ordered:

“Human, prove your worth.”

“Wait, wait a minute! But…”

Kim Taeyoung stammered under the pressure of the red gaze, hurriedly looking back at Hakyung.

The only voice that could save him in this situation was Hakyung’s.

They had to coordinate their voices somehow, but Hakyung’s small body was blocked by the man, hiding not only his face but even the brim of his cap.

Frustrated, Taeyoung stood up and tried to walk toward where Hakyung was, but the man’s long legs blocked him again, making it impossible.

Muheon, glancing at the pestering Taeyoung, said:

“Why do you keep looking for other company employees? Did you at least let Hakyung handle the vocals?”

Flustered, Kim Taeyoung bit his lips.

He couldn’t get the recording files right now, nor could he sing in his real voice.

He was trapped.


Chief Choi kept pushing Taeyoung to sing, looking frustrated, but Taeyoung’s tightly shut lips refused to open.

Hwangrin quickly withdrew his attention from Taeyoung after Muheon’s advice and clicked his tongue shortly.

“You were right. Investment should be sure and valuable. That one is hopeless.”

With that heavy, death-sentence-like statement, Kim Taeyoung’s eyes reddened.



 
  Chapter 29: The Bottlenose Dolphin’s Makgeolli Night





Kim Taeyoung and his almost-accomplice Hakyung were equally flustered.

Somehow, it felt like the boss knew that the voice Taeyoung had stolen was actually Hakyung’s.

Hakyung had written the lyrics, composed the music, and even recorded the song, but
Taeyoung was the one who finished it off.

He used a program to slightly modify Hakyung’s voice.

So even the owner of the song, Hakyung, found that while it sounded similar to his own voice, it wasn’t exactly the same.

Why does the boss keep acting like he knows that the two voices are the same…?

Hakyung’s scalp pores twitched nervously from the tension.

Whether or not Muheon noticed Hakyung’s anxiety, he quietly took care of him.

If Hakyung thought, “That grape looks delicious,” a bunch of grapes would appear before his eyes. If he wondered, “I wonder what this cheese tastes like?” a piece of cheese would appear on his lips.

“Boss, how do you always know exactly what I want to eat?” Hakyung asked, chewing on the sweet grapes with a relaxed expression as the tension gradually melted away.

“Me?”

“Yes! Whenever I just think about wanting something, you bring it to me right away!”

Muheon looked down at Hakyung with a baffled expression and replied,

“It’s not that I know you well, it’s just that you’re very obvious about it.”

“Me?”

“Yeah. You, Kang Hakyung.”

“That’s not true…”

Hakyung tilted his head in confusion, even as a cherry he’d wanted dangled right in front of him.

See?

The boss really is amazing.

Feeling a surge of admiration for the boss’s ability, Hakyung smiled as the fresh, tangy flavor spread in his mouth.

Sitting beside them, Hwangrin watched Muheon and Hakyung with an amused expression, but when he glanced over at Manager Choi and Kim Taeyoung nearby, his expression turned icy cold.

Curious how these three were connected, Hwangrin quickly lost all interest when he realized Kim Taeyoung was a mediocre person.

Kim Taeyoung and Manager Choi, who had completely failed in front of the company’s biggest investor, looked gloomy and dejected like people attending a funeral.

Especially Manager Choi, who had no idea why Taeyoung couldn’t even sing a single verse, was burning up inside.

Suppressing his urge to curse at Taeyoung, he showed a servile smile to Director Hwang.

“D-Director Hwang, Taeyoung’s condition isn’t good right now. I’ll make sure he’s fully prepared and come back within a few days. So please, give us your investment…!”

“Hmm.”

With Hwangrin’s lukewarm response, Manager Choi hurriedly led Taeyoung away.

Staying here any longer would only emphasize his incompetence as a singer who can’t sing.

Taeyoung seemed like he still had a lot to say, but Manager Choi’s will was stronger.

Even as he was dragged away, Taeyoung didn’t stop glaring at Hakyung.

Though it was useless since Hakyung was hidden behind Muheon as they left the lounge.

One by one, the people who had been watching only this side of the room began gathering at the table.

They were all aspiring entertainers trying to make a good impression on the big entertainment investor, Hwangrin, who had lost interest in Taeyoung.

Feeling like all the dazzling people in the world had gathered here, Hakyung’s eyes darted around.

Already feeling discouraged after meeting Taeyoung, the glamorous crowd only made Hakyung feel more intimidated.

Worries bubbled up inside him — what if someone who caught the boss’s eye appeared?

What if someone tried to get close to the boss?

Because of that, Hakyung started to look around like a meerkat.

“Kid, you’ll strain your neck like that.”

Hwangrin chuckled as he watched Hakyung with amusement.


He thought Hakyung was busy talking with others and not paying attention, but he was surprisingly perceptive — just like a true friend of the boss.

Feeling like his feelings had been seen, Hakyung acted as if nothing had happened and took a sip of his peach juice.

“Kid, then how about you sing? I heard Muheon say earlier that he wants to hear your voice.”

“Me…? Uh, my throat hurts right now…!”

At Hwangrin’s suggestion, Hakyung clutched his perfectly fine throat and started coughing.

His obviously fake act made Hwangrin smile softly.

“It’s okay. I’ll take that into account.”

“But…!”

Before Hakyung could say no to singing, Muheon spoke up first.

“No. I’m the only one who can hear Kang Hakyung sing.”

“What? Didn’t you just praise the kid’s singing yourself?”

“Yes, I did.”

It was true that he sang well.

That was why he had been praised.

But letting others hear that song was a different matter.

Watching Muheon, who showed no intention of hiding his possessiveness and exclusivity toward the bottlenose dolphin (Hakyung’s nickname), Hwangrin laughed loudly.

He laughed so hard he doubled over, and somehow the sight looked a little bizarre.

“This is enough entertainment for me. I’ll be heading up now.”

“It’s been a while, don’t be so cold. Stay a little longer!”

“No thanks.”

“Alright, goodbye!”

Muheon got up without hesitation, and Hakyung hurriedly stood up to follow him.

Still, he didn’t forget to greet politely.

The bottlenose dolphin’s respectful bow like a folding fan earned Hwangrin’s warm smile and wave in return.

***

In the end, all they had at the lounge was a single glass of sweet peach juice and a few snacks.

Hakyung had been really disappointed—he had planned to enjoy some wine and try to flirt smoothly.

Of course, it felt really good that the boss had bought him the peach juice just for him.

But unfortunately, he had run into Kim Taeyoung at the lounge, and instead of making a good impression, he had only shown a poor expression.

Also, the whole Kim Taeyoung incident ended abruptly, leaving him with an uneasy feeling like having done something messy and unfinished.

Hakyung, who had come on this business trip with the boss hoping to try various things, found the day so far filled only with frustrating moments.

A deep sigh escaped from between his small lips.

Since the elevator going up to the room had only the two of them, ignoring the sign was impossible.

Muheon gently put his hand on Hakyung’s hat and asked,

“Why the sigh?”

“It’s just… there are things that a clueless boss wouldn’t know…”

This was a completely different reaction than earlier, when Hakyung had been trembling, thinking Muheon might have noticed his voice.

Now that Kim Taeyoung wasn’t in front of him, Hakyung’s shrunken heart stretched out again.

Hakyung mumbled quietly so Muheon wouldn’t hear.

His heart was pounding like a drum because someone was watching him so intently.

How could Muheon not notice, he grumbled endlessly in his mind.

At Hakyung’s cute grumbling, Muheon chuckled.

The man’s laughter made Hakyung realize he couldn’t waste this precious opportunity.

Hakyung swallowed nervously and stepped half a step closer to Muheon.

Now there was less than 10 cm of space between them.

“Boss, do you like alcohol?”

“Alcohol?”

“Yes, I’ll buy you a drink! Only for you.”

Hakyung winked one eye, returning Muheon’s earlier words.

It was a crafty move.

Waiting excitedly for Muheon’s answer, he smiled softly and nodded.

The man’s laugh made Hakyung’s ears flush red.

“What kind of drink will you buy?”

“What would you like? Should we go back to the lounge?”

“Is that necessary? Too much hassle. Just buy some from the convenience store.”

“Then… shall we?”

It was even better if they drank together in the room.

Hakyung pressed the button for the first floor, smiling slyly inside.

The alcohol Hakyung picked at the convenience store was makgeolli (Korean rice wine).

Since he was young, he had helped out village elders and earned a drink here and there, so he was confident he could drink several bottles of makgeolli without getting drunk.

Because of this, he was known in the village as a makgeolli heavy drinker.

He never bragged about drinking since he was a child, but makgeolli was definitely his drink of choice.

These days, makgeolli came in so many flavors it was hard to count with two hands.

But Hakyung’s undisputed favorite was “chestnut makgeolli.”


Chestnut makgeolli, a specialty from the neighboring countryside, was sweet and never got old no matter how many times he drank it.

Luckily, the convenience store here sold it, so he picked up two bottles.

Muheon raised an eyebrow, apparently surprised by Hakyung’s choice.

“You want to drink that?”

“Yes! Why? Boss, are you weak to alcohol?”

Trying to gauge Muheon, Hakyung asked slyly.

Muheon showed a scornful expression.

After all the years he’d lived, there was no way he’d be weaker than a tiny bottlenose dolphin.

Muheon took the two bottles of chestnut makgeolli and added three bottles of fresh makgeolli.

Their real night began.
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Hakyung’s plan was this:

After drinking three sweet cups of makgeolli, he would pretend to be drunk and confess his passionate feelings to the boss.

That was the best he could think of.

Even though he wouldn’t actually get drunk after three cups—or rather, three bottles—of makgeolli, he decided he wouldn’t show his true self completely, even in front of someone he liked.

Anyway, Hakyung, who had steeled himself the entire way up to the room, found the current situation quite different from what he had imagined.

“Why is it that I can’t even start the ‘m’ in makgeolli plan but instead end up being interrogated…?” Hakyung’s eyes trembled like the makgeolli shimmering in the wine glass.

“Well, how did you know, boss, that Kim Taeyoung’s singing voice was actually mine?”

“I’m not so old that I can’t tell…”

Muheon answered, wrinkling his eyebrows.

Hakyung was more curious why he thought he wouldn’t recognize it.

“So why is that guy pretending your voice is his and showing off about it?”

As the atmosphere grew tense, Hakyung’s shoulders shrank.

Seeing this, Muheon clicked his tongue softly.

The confident ‘strong dolphin’ personality was nowhere to be seen; all that remained was a pale, tiny Hakyung shrinking to the size of a fingernail.

Feeling sorry, Muheon was about to suggest they just stop and drink the makgeolli instead.

Hakyung gulped down the makgeolli in the wine glass in one go and confessed everything that had happened until now.

How he almost lost his life in the sea as a child, how Taeyoung, who saved him, tormented him endlessly in return, even giving him songs but never letting him earn a single cent from the videos…

These were almost lifelong experiences, so until recently, he didn’t even know this was bad.

But after spending time with the boss and receiving his kindness one by one, he realized Kim Taeyoung was truly a terrible person and that what he’d been through was genuinely painful.

Hakyung’s voice began to tremble.

Thinking about how upset his grandmother and family must have been watching him being dragged around by Taeyoung made his eyes sting.

Plop.

A single tear fell into the empty wine glass.

That was the start — Hakyung cried his heart out, tears and snot flowing uncontrollably.

Muheon, who let him cry enough to feel satisfied, finally stretched out his arm once the sobbing slowed. With his large hand, he wiped Hakyung’s tears gently and asked,

“Kim Taeyoung. Is he good at swimming?”

“Hmm…?”

Hakyung tilted his head.

Actually, he hadn’t seen Kim Taeyoung swim much.

In the river, Hakyung swam better and jumped in first, and after that day, he was too scared to go near the beach.

No matter how much he thought about it, he couldn’t picture Kim Taeyoung cutting through the water.

Seeing Hakyung’s reaction, Muheon clicked his tongue again and said,

“A six-year-old kid wouldn’t be able to save a friend who fell into the sea. Maybe he could only pull him from the shore…”

“Uh… huh, uh…?!”

At Muheon’s calm explanation, Hakyung’s eyes grew wide.

He’d been swept up in the moment before, thinking Taeyoung was his life savior, but now he saw the boss was right — it had been a foolish judgment.

Hakyung’s face went completely dark.

He felt too embarrassed to complain anywhere about how unfair it was.

Even though he looked cute and smart, and might rarely succeed in confessing, now he had only shown this foolish side…

Hakyung wanted to disappear like a drop of water.

Just then, while Hakyung was biting his lip in self-reproach, the boss’s large hand came up to gently wipe the tears dangling from his eyes.

“You just need to stop it now. Your pretty voice is all yours, so no one will be able to touch it.”

“Boss, huh, do you think my voice is pretty?”

“Yes.”

When a tear-stained Hakyung asked, Muheon nodded and even gave a charming smile at the end.

Hakyung, falling again for the boss’s smile, lost control.

“Me too.”

“You too?”

“I think your voice is pretty—no, cool too. Even though there’s a big age gap, your body is fit, not fat. Like I said before, among sea eels, you’re the best looking. That’s why I like you. I like you so much!”

Hakyung broke through 100 words in 20 seconds, exhaling roughly.

The pores at the top of his head were moving fast.

Though his confession plan was completely ruined, he felt satisfied just to have vented the feelings that had swelled like a balloon ready to burst.

He had no expectation of a positive answer from the boss after showing such a clumsy side — even more so.

However, by doing this, he worried that things might become awkward when seeing the boss at work.

Still, he had no intention of quitting the company.

Just because he got rejected today didn’t mean his heart would break, and he planned to keep trying until the boss developed feelings for him.

After finishing his solo confession, future plans, and mindset, Hakyung smiled faintly with his swollen face.

Muheon, who had shown no reaction, asked briefly:

“Is that a ‘like’ meaning you want to date?”

At the direct use of the word ‘date,’ Hakyung opened his eyes wide and nodded slightly.

His previously pale face turned bright red, looking like an apple.

“Yes, yes. I want to date the boss.”

Hakyung emphasized again in a trembling voice, just in case Muheon didn’t understand.

The man stayed silent for a while, and even though Hakyung expected rejection, a hidden hope bubbled up inside, making his heart race endlessly.

The tension felt like the makgeolli he’d only had one cup of might come right back out.

“That’s strange.”

‘Strange,’ not ‘like’ or ‘dislike’…?

Hakyung’s brows furrowed slightly at the boss’s reply.

“As you said, I’m older than you, I have a rough personality like a sea creature… Do you like me? Want to date me?”

Muheon’s expression was somewhat displeased, as if he was listening to the drunken ramblings of a drunk person.

His self-deprecating answer was more upsetting than a straightforward rejection.

Hakyung pouted and gave Muheon a sharp glance.

“Don’t say it like that. What’s wrong with the boss! You’re cool, right? Huh? Even if you’re old, like a sea creature, and blunt…”

“That’s why you’re such a waste, Hakyung.”

“I’m not a waste! Do you really think love is only about those kinds of conditions? You’re old and still don’t get it!”

Hakyung snorted in disbelief.

Even though it was his own words, he couldn’t understand why the boss he liked only spoke badly of himself.

The shy and embarrassed ‘strong dolphin’ was gone; now, his fighting spirit was fully charged, telling Muheon not to talk badly about him. Muheon chuckled.

“Alright, then. You’ll have to teach me, Hakyung.”

“That’s right, I will…! Uh? Uh…?”

Excited and bouncing, Hakyung suddenly froze.

He turned his head to look at Muheon, who smiled brightly and spread his arms.

As if saying, “Come here and hug me,” the tears that had stopped began streaming down Hakyung’s big eyes again.

Without hesitation, Hakyung ran to Muheon and hugged him tightly until his back was almost crushed.

Muheon blinked in surprise at how such a small body could have such strength but soon smiled with narrowed eyes.

Only after Hakyung was in his arms did Muheon realize that he too wanted this little life next to him—not because of the simple act of saving this little dolphin from the sea, nor because Hakyung was cute when they met again, but simply because he wanted him by his side.

It was a feeling of completeness he’d never experienced before.

Instead of being embarrassed or flustered by the unfamiliar situation, he decided to accept it gladly.

Also, he felt a chill down his spine knowing he was the one hearing these beautiful cries—not someone else.

Although he didn’t like the reason for the tears… it was okay because he would be there to comfort him from now on.

“Boss, really? Look at me for a second.”

“What do you want to see?”

“You’re not drunk from the makgeolli, right? You won’t wake up tomorrow and say you don’t remember this, right?”

“I didn’t even drink makgeolli.”

Muheon shook his head at Hakyung’s suspicion.

In fact, Muheon was a little worried Hakyung might forget everything by tomorrow morning.

“That’s a relief… But why do you like me, boss? Did you just accept me because I was annoying? Because you were worried I’d cling if you didn’t?”


“That’s not it. I liked you first.”

Muheon’s answer made Hakyung’s eyes sparkle as if moved.

“Before me? Then you fell for me at first sight, boss…? Wow, I guess my face works well even at thirty-six!”

Hakyung babbled with an excited expression.

Muheon kissed his cute little lips.

The first kiss was an impulse even he wasn’t fully aware of, but once touched, he had to kiss Hakyung’s lips again.



 
  Chapter 31: Drunk on You





Hakyung’s face flushed a rosy pink at the kiss that rained down like a gentle spring drizzle.

To think he went straight in for a kiss right after saying, “Let’s date”… He’s like one of those sleazy bosses!

Still… It felt amazing.

As the long, lingering kiss paused for a moment, Hakyung narrowed his eyes and asked,

“Boss, you’re way too natural at this lip-bumping business…”

He liked it—but he didn’t.

With a conflicted expression, Hakyung pouted.

The truth was, the one who had wanted to hold hands and kiss first was none other than Kang Hakyung. His first and only.

“…Something’s fishy.”

Looking at Kang Dolphin with narrower eyes than before, he leaned in again and pressed his lips to the corner of his eyes.

At the ticklish sensation, Hakyung shivered slightly and the corners of his mouth began to curl up.

“…But I still liked it.”

“So cute.”

Muheon, smiling deeper than before, gently stroked Hakyung’s back.

How could someone talk this adorably and lovingly…?

If he said he wanted to kiss somewhere other than his face—would that make him a pervert?

While Muheon was lost in that rather bold impulse, the doorbell rang.

Startled, Hakyung, who had been fidgeting in Muheon’s arms, looked toward the door in surprise.

Muheon also raised one eyebrow.

He hadn’t called anyone or ordered anything…

“I’ll go check it out.”

Hakyung quickly moved from Muheon’s lap to the sofa, his cheeks puffing out in a pout.


He looked like a baby pufferfish—too cute not to touch.

As he walked to the door, Muheon turned back to poke Hakyung’s cheek.

It was even softer than a rice cake.

He liked it more than he expected.

Hakyung blinked rapidly at the sudden poke.

Seriously… I really, really like the boss.

Letting out a muted scream, he stomped his feet like a flustered schoolboy.

Leaving behind Hakyung’s fiery reaction, Muheon opened the door to find a hotel staff member with a calm and pleasant expression.

“Good evening. Apologies for the interruption. President Hwang Lin has sent a gift for Mr. Lee Muheon.”

Bowing politely, the employee presented a long box.

It was a limited-edition whiskey, only a few hundred bottles produced worldwide.

Once Muheon nodded, the staff quickly set the whiskey and some snacks on the minibar and left.

“Who was it?”

Hakyung peeked out from the living room, curiosity sparkling in his eyes.

Muheon gestured for him to come closer.

“Huh? Whoa, what’s this?”

“Hwang Lin sent it. Want to try?”

“Is it alcohol? The bottle is so pretty! Is this kind of liquor expensive?”

Hakyung’s eyes sparkled at the sight of the amber liquid.

He’d only ever seen beers, soju, makgeolli, Baekseju, and bokbunja—cheap stuff from the supermarket.

So the appearance of such high-end whiskey stirred massive curiosity.

He figured the curiosity wouldn’t go away until he tried a sip.

Muheon opened the several-million-won whiskey without hesitation and poured a small amount into a glass full of ice.

The color was so clear and pretty, it looked like liquid gold.

“Whoa!” Hakyung exclaimed and reached out.

His body, trained by years of drinking makgeolli, showed no fear toward new liquor.

“This stuff’s strong.”

“Yes, yes.”

“Have you had whiskey before?”

“Nope. But I’ll be fine. Can I just have a sip and then talk?”

Hakyung swallowed hard, his fingers wiggling with anticipation.

Despite his suspicion, Muheon handed him the glass.

There was no reason to stop Hakyung if he wanted to try it.

Thus, with his very first taste of whiskey, Hakyung finally understood what it meant for something to burn going down—and why people went crazy over whiskey.

Unlike the sweet finish of makgeolli, the crisp, clean flavor was its charm.

And the aroma?

It was so good, he felt like he could live with his nose stuck in a whiskey glass forever.

Just one sip, and Hakyung was hooked.

He kept taking small sips, utterly captivated.

Though he knew from the icy burn that the liquor was strong, he couldn’t stop himself from drinking more.

“Kang Hakyung, are you okay?”

“I’m fine!”

Aside from a slight flush to his cheeks, his pronunciation was clear, and his movements were sharp.

So Muheon relaxed and let him be.

Muheon himself had a strong alcohol tolerance, and the two of them—like fish in water—enthusiastically emptied the bottle.

The problem came after.

Hakyung, who had seemed perfectly fine, suddenly lost focus in his eyes.

His body, too, began to sway like a jellyfish.

By the time Muheon realized something was wrong, Hakyung was already drunk out of his mind.

“Boooss~!”

Has the Kang Dolphin turned into a squid?

Hakyung clung tightly to Muheon and started rubbing his body against him.

Muheon was only momentarily flustered by the drunken behavior.

His heart, strangely enough, remained calm.

It was amazing how he wasn’t even aroused, despite Hakyung clinging and grinding up against him like this.

“Don’t do this here. Go lie down.”

“Nooo! Boss, kiss me again~~!”

Muheon let out a dry chuckle at the rustic accent that could make even a grandfather cry with envy.

Hakyung’s face, already flushed, turned even redder at the sight of the man’s smiling face.

“You’re so handsome…”

Hakyung, who kept fondling his own face and refused to let go, was picked up by Muheon and carried off to the bedroom.

Even on the way, Hakyung kept touching him so much that Muheon started to wonder if the boy was trying to reshape his face altogether.

Somehow managing to lay Hakyung down on the bed, Muheon let out a deep sigh.

He had never taken care of anyone like this before, but surprisingly, it didn’t feel too bad—though that sentiment only applied to Kang Hakyung.

Even after being tucked into bed, Hakyung pulled his hat down low and rolled around, giggling, clearly delighted by the soft mattress and luxurious bedding.

Though he was over twenty years old—an adult by beastkin standards—his actions and expressions were as innocent as a child’s.

Feeling like he was dealing with a little kid, Muheon pulled back the hand he had been about to stretch out.

He hadn’t planned anything from the moment Hakyung had kissed him right after asking to date.

And he certainly didn’t intend to do anything to a drunk kid.

Having settled Hakyung in, Muheon quietly closed the bedroom door and returned to the living room.

He figured he might as well finish the makgeolli Hakyung had bought for him.

Drinking makgeolli alongside fancy cheese and fruit was an odd scene, but it somehow suited Muheon.

As he worked through one bottle after another, a small hand crept up and took his glass without him noticing.

“So stingy.”

“When did you wake up? How’s your stomach?”

“Me? Totally fine! Why?”

His pronunciation was definitely clearer than before. Still, Muheon didn’t let his guard down—the hand holding the glass was trembling ever so slightly.

Worried that Hakyung might drop the glass at any moment, Muheon gently took it back. Hakyung’s cheeks puffed up and then deflated again.

“I want to drink too.”

“I already finished it.”

Downing the rest of the makgeolli in one go, Muheon grabbed Hakyung by the wrist and tried to guide him back to the bedroom.

But Hakyung planted his feet firmly on the floor and wouldn’t budge.

Muheon’s brows twitched slightly.

Still drunk… he thought, sighing internally, and scooped Hakyung up again.

Just like before, he intended to carry him back—but it didn’t go as planned.

A small, round butt wriggled right against his center, and it twitched mischievously, as if it had a mind of its own.

Muheon froze on the spot.

He might be a godlike being, but his body functioned just like any human’s.

He reacted to stimulation, and when it came from someone he had feelings for, the sensitivity doubled.

Muheon had been walking with steady strides but came to a dead stop.

Hakyung, giggling, buried his nose in Muheon’s neck.

“Boss, even though you’re from the sea, you smell nice.”

“Wait—Kang Hakyung, stop breathing.”

Muheon’s voice came out desperate.

Hakyung just laughed softly.

His breath, brushing against Muheon’s neck, grew heavier, more intoxicating with each puff.

Enjoying being held, he swung his legs playfully and whispered,

“Even if I’ve got a blowhole on my head, how am I supposed to live without breathing through my nose? Boss, you’re so mean!”

“I feel like I might need you to stop breathing… just for a bit…”


Muheon, half-resigned, slung Hakyung over his shoulder like a sack.

Oblivious to the adult complications, the young river dolphin giggled like it was all a game.

Annoyed by the carefree laughter echoing through the room, Muheon gave Hakyung’s cheeky butt a sharp smack.

Slap!

“Ugh…!”

At the same time, a moan escaped Hakyung’s lips, and both of them froze in place.



 
  Chapter 32: Whiskey Kisses and Secret Concerts





It had clearly been just a joke—when Muheon touched Hakyung’s butt or when Hakyung giggled on his shoulder—but somehow, the mood had turned awkward.

Muheon quietly exhaled, careful not to let Hakyung notice, and resumed his steps toward the bedroom.

With every movement he made, Hakyung felt like he was truly holding his breath from the tension.

“You’re still drunk. Go to sleep.”

Muheon carefully helped Hakyung sit on the bed, making sure not to touch his butt as he did.

“Boss, am I drunk?”

“Yeah.”

“Then whatever I do now is because I’m drunk, so you can’t scold me tomorrow. Okay?”

“What…?”

Before Muheon could ask what he meant, Hakyung reached out, wrapped his arms around Muheon’s neck, and pressed his lips to his.

Compared to the cute, ticklish peck from earlier—before the whiskey—this kiss was a hundred times more aggressive.

Riding that momentum, Hakyung licked Muheon’s lips with his tongue.

He had only ever seen kisses in dramas, but he still had a pretty good idea of how it worked.

After all, he was a grown-up male anthropomorphic dolphin.

“Mmm… mmph.”

The only problem was that the kiss, rather than sexy, was rather adorably clumsy.

Still, Hakyung was completely serious about it.

And it seemed his kissing skills weren’t bad at all.

He had no idea that Muheon’s lips were twitching at the corners, trying to suppress a smile.

Muheon was doing his best to hold in his laughter while receiving Hakyung’s bold but amateurish kiss.

After a long moment of passionately sucking on the boss’s lips, Hakyung boldly cupped Muheon’s chin.


Then, instead of asking with words, he gently stroked his handsome lips with his thumb, silently requesting Muheon to open up.

Muheon gladly obliged, and a deeper kiss followed.

“Hngh… I like it…”

The moment Muheon opened his mouth and began to move his tongue, the tables turned in an instant.

Hakyung gasped, overwhelmed by the man’s dominant tongue.

He’s seriously way too cute—what am I supposed to do?

Now Muheon truly understood what it meant when people said someone was so cute you wanted to explode.

He had to consciously suppress the dangerous urges rising inside him.

Gently, he ran his fingers along Hakyung’s slender forearms, relaxing his touch.

“Ahng…”

Every time Muheon’s large, rough hands touched his skin, Hakyung couldn’t hold back the moans slipping from his mouth.

The boss is really kissing me while touching me…

The affection he had built up all this time didn’t shrink—if anything, it kept growing, endlessly.

It felt like a dream, and Hakyung’s eyes began to glisten with emotion.

Even though their time together hadn’t been long, and his emotional struggle hadn’t been too drawn out, he never imagined this would actually come true.

That made it all feel even more surreal.

Full of romance and emotion, Hakyung sniffled and clambered into Muheon’s arms, hugging him tightly.

The heavy presence he felt pressed between their hips confirmed this was definitely not a dream.

Flushed with embarrassment at the clear, honest reaction from Muheon’s body, Hakyung squirmed.

His own body, though more modest in its response, was slowly starting to react too.

Would he accept it if I asked to go further?


Hakyung’s brain went into overdrive.

If not for the hat covering his hair, steam would probably be visibly rising from his head.

“Hnn…”

Hakyung subtly shifted, trying to read the boss’s signals.

But unfortunately, the man didn’t seem to want to take things any further.

Dang it…

Clicking his tongue internally in disappointment, Hakyung decided to at least make the most of the kissing.

He devoured Muheon’s lips, tongue, and everything in between with all the enthusiasm he could muster.

Faced with the eager advances of the jumping dolphin, Muheon felt like everything he had just barely managed to hold back was starting to slip away.

He reluctantly pulled Hakyung off of him.

Hakyung, now separated from that warm and firm chest, looked up at Muheon with eyes full of dissatisfaction.

His butt was still firmly planted on the man’s solid thigh.

“Why? Why are you stopping?! Come on, the night’s still young!”

“That long night is for sleeping.”

“Sleep— Boss, do you want to sleep with me?”

Hakyung whispered, as if afraid someone might hear, but he couldn’t hide the anticipation in his voice.

Muheon, pinching the cheek of the brazen dolphin boy without actually hurting him, lifted Hakyung’s butt off his thigh.

What did this soft, light body think it was about to do?

Muheon smirked from one corner of his mouth.

“I meant sleep, not sex.”

“Ah—ah! Se—sex is fine though. I mean, I’m really okay with it…!”

“I’m not.”

Muheon was being considerate—he didn’t want to take Hakyung without any preparation, knowing it’d leave him sore for days.

But of course, Hakyung didn’t get that, and just blew a loud huff through his nose.

Still, Muheon didn’t find it annoying—only endearing.

He leaned in and gave Hakyung a light kiss on the lips.

“Now go to sleep.”

“Okay. I’ll listen to everything you say. You know this is all because I like you so much, right?”

“I know.”

Smiling at Muheon’s answer, Hakyung held his large hand tightly and closed his eyes.

Within three seconds, he was gently snoring.

“Seriously…”

Muheon chuckled as he looked at the peacefully sleeping Hakyung and removed his hat.

The soft, wavy pink hair that had been hidden underneath spilled across the pillow.

It looked just like cotton candy, so sweet that Muheon unconsciously swallowed it.

***

The next day

Because he had mixed whiskey with makgeolli, Hakyung woke up with a hangover that felt like his skull was splitting open.

He groaned.

Next to him, Muheon, who had been sleeping peacefully, bolted upright in alarm. The man immediately placed a hand on Hakyung’s forehead. No fever, but cold sweat was beading there.

“Kang Hakyung, does it hurt a lot? Can you get up?”

“Shhh…”

“Shh? Do you need the bathroom?”

“No, just… please be quiet… my head’s pounding.”

Ah, right…

Muheon blinked.

He couldn’t remember anyone in hundreds of years telling him not to speak because their head hurt from a hangover.

Rather than being annoyed, he found Hakyung’s blunt command kind of refreshing.

He stifled his laughter and got out of bed.

Despite groaning from the hangover, Hakyung asked Muheon where he was going.

“Going to make you some honey water.”

“You, boss…?”

“Mm-hmm.”

Muheon spoke as quietly as possible to avoid hurting Hakyung’s head and gently stroked his pink hair.

Hakyung’s furrowed brows relaxed ever so slightly under the soothing touch.

Laying his hungover young lover back down with care, Muheon naturally reached out to contact Go-eung.

Muheon had no idea where the honey was in his own house, let alone in this hotel he’d just arrived at.

That was Go-eung’s job.

As if waiting for the call, Park Go-eung arrived in under three minutes.

The moment he saw Muheon, his eyes darted around like a kid who’d just figured out their parents’ secret.

“Honey water?”

“Honey water,” Muheon confirmed.

“For Kang Hakyung’s hangover.”

“For… young master Hakyung…?”

Go-eung looked uncertain but nodded.

No wonder—the earthy musk wafting from Muheon since early morning had been unmistakable.

In the meantime, the guests at the next table had left their desserts behind and headed to the building with the concert hall.

The empty table was now only filled with beautiful, sweet desserts.

This wasn’t the time for this.

Hakyung needed to head to the concert hall right away and check Taeyoung’s face.

If it really was Taeyoung—the one he knew—then he had to ask why, what he was thinking, and confront him.

But his whole body was trembling so badly, he didn’t even have the strength to lift a finger.

“Hakyung, Kang Hakyung! What’s wrong?”

Hakyung had been sitting in a daze for quite some time, and it was only when a low voice called his name that he finally snapped back to his senses.

Come to think of it, he wasn’t alone.

Muheon was beside him, and he couldn’t just leave the boss behind and move on his own.

But what if the concert ended and Taeyoung left?

The thought made his heart pound violently.

Growing more anxious by the second, Hakyung bit down hard on his lip.

“You’ll hurt yourself like that.”

Muheon, who had been carefully observing Hakyung’s changes from across the table, reached out.

Hakyung looked like he might disappear at any moment, so Muheon gently brushed near his lips with his fingertips.

His touch wasn’t warm—it was surprisingly cold—but to Hakyung, it was more comforting and encouraging than anything else.

Hakyung grabbed the boss’s hand tightly and declared:

“Boss. I want to go to that party and concert!”

“Hm?”

“Boss, will you come with me?”

Muheon’s eyes widened at how quickly Hakyung’s mood flipped.

It was more erratic than summer monsoon weather.

Even so, he didn’t have the heart to refuse.

If Kang Hakyung wanted something this much, there was no reason to say no.

Muheon stood up without hesitation, and Hakyung followed right after him.

***

Because it was a private party combined with a concert, there weren’t that many audience members.

Somehow, Muheon and Hakyung managed to get in without being stopped, though Hakyung wasn’t sure how contact had been made so quickly.

Due to the flashy lights and elaborate stage equipment, the concert hall was so hot it made you sweat, despite the lingering chill of early spring.

Hakyung slipped off the cardigan he’d been wearing and draped it over his arm.

Then he grabbed onto the hem of Muheon’s coat tightly.

If he lost his way here, he felt like he might be separated from the boss forever.

“B-Boss, you have to stay next to me. Don’t get lost!”

“Okay.”

“You won’t let go of my hand, right?”

“No.”

Hakyung’s voice was shaking.

Muheon answered bluntly, but then gripped the hand clutching his coat.

Hakyung’s small hand was completely enveloped in his much larger one.

Muheon’s hand was colder than Hakyung’s trembling one, but the warmth of his gesture made Hakyung’s heart pound for a completely different reason.

The small, casual kindness Muheon offered without even thinking was enough to send Hakyung’s heart racing.

Songs about unrequited love—songs he usually ignored—kept replaying in his mind and pierced right through his chest.

Letting out a quiet sigh behind the boss’s back, Hakyung gripped his fingers even tighter.

Now that things had come to this, he wasn’t about to do something as foolish as letting go first.

He thought he heard a faint chuckle from beside him, but he was too tense from head to toe to really register it.

With stiff, robotic movements, Hakyung followed Muheon forward until they came to a stop right in front of the stage.

Sitting in a plush chair was Hwang Rin, the boss’s friend, surrounded by several people.

All of them were staring at Hwang Rin with dazed, dreamy eyes, as if intoxicated.

Despite the openness of the space, the scene was strangely suggestive.

Embarrassed for no clear reason, Hakyung’s face flushed red and he gave a small swallow.

At that sound, Hwang Rin’s red eyes turned toward them.

“Well, if it isn’t Muheon? I thought you had no interest in parties—what brings you here?”

Hwang Rin feigned surprise, then his gaze slowly shifted from Hakyung’s frozen face down to the hands tightly clasped with Muheon’s.

Then he lazily lifted the corners of his mouth into a smile.

“Oh, it’s you, sweetheart. You’re the one who wanted to come, right?”

“Y-Yes…”


“Well done. A good boy deserves a reward… but if I do that, Muheon might burn a hole through my forehead with that glare of his.”

Laughing as if he found his own joke amusing, Hwang Rin waved his hand.

At his signal, some men—who Hakyung hadn’t even noticed were there—suddenly appeared and quickly prepared seats for them.

It was like magic at the flick of a finger.

That alone was enough to show just how powerful Hwang Rin must be…

And yet, under his persistent gaze, Hakyung felt a chill run down his spine.

He gave a visible shiver and moved closer to Muheon.

Only when his shoulder touched the boss’s solid arm did he feel the slightest bit of relief.

Not long after the two of them sat down on the sofa, the intro to the first performance began to play.



 
  Chapter 33: Unspoken Desires and Silent Signals





The night Hakyung had long awaited and looked forward to with the boss ended in smoke.

To make matters worse, the boss vanished early in the morning, saying he was going to look around the area, leaving Hakyung alone in the room.

Hakyung had wanted to go with him, but chose to stay behind at the hotel after hearing he was heading toward the sea—and also because of the hangover.

Still, the room itself was so large and filled with fun things to enjoy that it wasn’t boring at all.

Even if it wasn’t a place he came specifically for, the fancy success dolphin figure reminded him of something grand, and Hakyung’s shoulders bobbed up and down in delight.

“Click, click, please take a picture of love in my heart!”

Even with the slight dark circles from the hangover, his face, lit up by the natural sunlight pouring through the large windows, looked pretty decent.

Humming a tune, Hakyung took a photo—one he put even more effort into than the ones he usually sent his family—and sent it to the boss’s phone.

After all, starting yesterday, they were officially dating.

How could he not miss him already, even if they were apart just briefly…?

However, the photo—overflowing with longing and affection—received no reply for hours.

“Tch, typical of an old guy.”

Hakyung pouted.

Thirty-six might still be considered youthful from the outside, but to twenty-four-year-old Hakyung, the boss was just… an old guy.

Who knows how long he stared at his silent phone?

Just then, the black screen lit up brightly.

Hakyung, who had been lying down listlessly from disappointment at the lack of compliments, immediately sat up and grabbed the phone.

010-54xx-34xx

Unblock me.

Now.

It was an unknown number, but it was obvious who had sent it.

After getting humiliated like that yesterday, of course he’d be fuming.

Who knew just seven characters could make someone feel so awful…

That was a kind of talent in itself.

Hakyung deleted the message and let out a deep sigh.

Kim Taeyoung absolutely loathes being ignored by Hakyung.

He was probably going to cling until he got a reply…

It wasn’t a sweet-and-salty flavor—it was more like having a bucket of briny salt water dumped over a sweet mood.

It should’ve been time for something sweet and comforting to show up and lift his spirits… but the boss hadn’t even contacted him.

It was honestly heartbreaking.

While Hakyung slowly wilted, waiting for a message from the boss, Muheon was also struggling in his own way.

It had been years since he last came to the Incheon area, and people were swarming him like crazy.

Even Goeung and Sang-oh were having a hard time fending them off.

Among the beastkin who called Korea’s west coast their home, many believed that simply catching a glimpse of Muheon would bring them good luck for the year.

If they even got to touch him, they’d squeal that they wouldn’t wash their hands for years.

“I’m not some kind of totem…”

Muheon looked down at the beastkin buzzing around him with a gaze full of exhaustion.

It was one thing for the older ones, but even the young ones—barely in their forties—were acting out of control.

He couldn’t help but sigh heavily.

Blind devotion.

This was exactly why he’d found everything a hassle and gone to sleep for hundreds of years.

Sure, there were other dragons like Hwanglin of China who enjoyed that kind of attention, but even if Muheon were reborn, he doubted he’d ever be able to enjoy it.

The real problem was that people found even that coldness charming—practically smearing honey over their eyes when they looked at him.

Only after shaking hands and taking photos with every beastkin gathered at the conference could he finally escape.

Though he’d arrived just as the sun was rising, by the time his work was roughly done, the moon and stars were already high in the sky.

“Thank you for your hard work.”

“I don’t get what the fuss was about, it wasn’t even that long.”

Sang-oh and Goeung looked embarrassed on behalf of the others.

Muheon, for his part, let their words wash over him as he checked the photo he’d received that morning.

The skin glistening under sunlight, the peek of pink hair sticking out beneath the cap brim, and the plump red lips—likely puffed up from a long kiss.

Devastatingly cute and beautiful.

With a smile creeping up his face, Muheon stared at the screen as if he might fall into it.

Seeing him like that, Goeung and Sang-oh glanced at each other, puzzled.

“What’s going on?”

“Beats me. I thought I saw Hakyung’s face for a second…”

“Huh…?”

Why was he smiling like that while looking at the dolphin?

Sang-oh frowned, unaware of yesterday’s historic event.

Meanwhile, Goeung—who had prepared Hakyung’s honey tea in Muheon’s place that morning—wore a curious expression.

In any case, with all work finished, the three returned to the hotel, dragging their tired bodies behind them.

The lobby still gleamed, catching the eyes of every guest who passed.

But Muheon, who preferred quiet over flashiness, found it all overwhelming and immediately headed toward the elevator to return to his room.

“Muheon-nim, are you going to rest right away?”

“Yeah.”

“Yes, please contact us if you need anything.”

Receiving the two’s polite bows, Muheon waved his hand dismissively.

He was sick of hearing that kind of talk—it had been that kind of day.

While taking the elevator to the top floor, Muheon rubbed his roughened face with his hand.

Maybe doing this would bring back some color.

After wiping his face, he smoothed down his hair, which had gotten coarse from the sea breeze.

He didn’t realize he was doing all this subconsciously—just to look better in front of Hakyung.

Ding—before the chime even finished, the door opened.

It was fast enough to make you believe someone had been standing right there, waiting.

“Boss!”

“How’s your hangover?”

Hakyung ran up to Muheon like an excited puppy welcoming its owner home, wagging his hips.

Muheon hugged the small man tightly, then placed a hand on his forehead.

Unlike yesterday, his skin was warm and dry—relieving.

Hakyung’s eyes sparkled for a moment, touched by the man’s gentle tone and concern.

But then, as if snapping back to reality, he shook his head and started chattering with a pout.

“Boss, did you see the photo I sent you?”

“I saw it.”

“Then why didn’t you say I looked pretty, cute, or brighter than sunshine? Why didn’t you compliment me like that?”

The shamelessness of saying such cringeworthy things so openly was amusing.

But that was just how cute he was.

Muheon just shrugged without replying, and Hakyung’s chatter quickened.

“Do you know how long I waited all day for your message? We’ve only been dating two days and you’re already failing as a boyfriend!”

“Failing already…?”

“Ah, no… Not failing. Just, um, a foul! Yeah, a foul.”

Startled by his own words, Hakyung quickly waved his hands.

He was afraid the boss would say something like, “If I’m disqualified for not replying, then you’re disqualified too!”—so he rushed to correct himself.

Muheon chuckled at Hakyung’s flip-flopping attitude.

He realized he had been waiting all day for this kind of bouncy, lighthearted conversation.

The man pressed his lips to Hakyung’s soft lips.

“I missed you.”

“Ugh…!”

“I even worried you might follow someone if they offered you candy.”

“Wh-what am I, a kid? I wouldn’t just follow someone for candy!”

Flustered and blushing from the kiss, Hakyung grumbled.

He tried desperately to hide his embarrassment.

Still, his twisting body and trembling lashes betrayed his nerves like a nervous dolphin twitching in tension.

There was no way Muheon, who was watching Hakyung’s every expression up close, didn’t notice.

But instead of teasing him, he simply kissed him again—pretending not to notice the shyness.

“The photo you sent was too beautiful.”

“You should’ve said that sooner…”

If this went on any longer, he felt like he might explode.

Hakyung fanned his flushed face with his hands, then grabbed Muheon’s hand to pull him along.

Since he wasn’t drunk today… with a quiet, hopeful expression, Hakyung looked up at the man.

“I’m tired, but let’s wash up and go to bed.”

“W-wash up and sleep?!”

At the word “sleep,” Hakyung’s eyes sparkled even more brightly than before.

Muheon understood perfectly well what those wide eyes were implying, but instead of addressing it, he just patted Hakyung’s head and let the moment pass.

Despite what it sounded like, Hakyung had, in fact, only slept beside the boss—both last night and the night before.

Still, his cheeks puffed out like a pouting pufferfish from the moment morning came.

Strangely enough, Muheon didn’t seem angry like a stereotypical chaste bachelor might be.

On the contrary, he looked more like someone utterly charmed by Hakyung’s sulking—like he didn’t know what to do with himself because it was just too cute.

The more anyone looked at them, the more ambiguous and puzzling their atmosphere seemed. Geoung’s head was filled with question marks.

On their way back to Seoul, they made a brief stop at a rest area.

Though Geoung was known for being taciturn, he couldn’t hold back his curiosity any longer.

As Hakyung came out of the restroom, Geoung pulled him aside and cautiously began to speak.

“Hakyung, young man—did something happen between you and Mr. Muheon?”

Just last evening, Muheon had seemed eager to rush off and see Hakyung.

What could have happened during the night…?

A flustered image crossed Geoung’s mind, and he cleared his throat awkwardly.


At that question, Hakyung’s lips—which had slightly returned to normal—puffed right back out again.

Clearly, he was very dissatisfied with something.

After opening and closing his mouth a few times, Hakyung finally grabbed Geoung’s arm and tugged him down.

As the older man awkwardly bent forward to Hakyung’s level, the younger one leaned in and whispered—at least what he thought was a whisper—into Geoung’s ear.

“Is the boss… impotent?”

It was not discreet at all.



 
  Chapter 34: Unveiled Affections and Brewing Confrontations





“W-What?!”

Startled, Geoung shouted loudly.

People nearby turned to look at the two of them with strange expressions, and Hakyung quickly raised a finger to his lips.

“Shh! Sir, people are going to hear us!”

“No, the issue wasn’t other people hearing it…! The problem was what you said—it was too shocking!”

“Well, I mean… I was just wondering if maybe that’s the case.”

Of course, he did feel something thickening when they kissed while drunk, pressing up against him from behind—so clearly, the boss wasn’t completely impotent…

But still, just holding hands and sleeping?

For two nights straight?!

That was treating a full-grown river dolphin like some kind of joke!

Watching Hakyung huff and puff mid-sentence, Geoung looked even more bewildered.

“It’s not like that. But, uh, can I ask you something first?”

“Huh? Oh, yeah, go ahead.”

“You and Mr. Muheon… You have feelings for each other, right?”

“Feelings…?”

Hakyung blinked blankly at the heavy word Geoung used, but then nodded enthusiastically. Even the company dorm was a fancy traditional house, so of course this older man would say something cooler than just ‘dating.’

Hakyung liked the word Geoung used, so he parroted it back proudly.

“That’s right! Mr. Muheon and I have feelings for each other. We’re dating!”

“I-I see…”

Hearing Hakyung’s loud and confident answer, Geoung groaned inwardly.

He knew Muheon’s personality very well.

The idea that Muheon would fall for someone and start dating this quickly was totally unexpected.

Was this young dolphin guy just that charming…?

To Geoung, who saw Hakyung more like a naïve younger sibling, it was impossible to guess what exactly Muheon had fallen for.

He’d more or less figured it out, but hearing it confirmed left him speechless for a moment.

That was when a cold voice suddenly cut between them.

“Why are you touching another guy?”

A chill emerged out of nowhere and sliced between the two of them.

It was Muheon.

And he didn’t forget to snatch away the small hand that was still holding onto Geoung’s arm.

Both men froze, their eyes going wide.|

They’d just been gossiping behind Muheon’s back.

“S-Sir! Why are you here?”

“Because I had a feeling Hakyung might be doing this.”

“Doing what exactly…”

Feeling cornered, Hakyung fidgeted awkwardly.

Geoung, standing beside him, turned his head away and cleared his throat repeatedly.

Muheon studied the suspicious duo quietly for a moment before leaning down to whisper in Hakyung’s ear, “I’m not impotent.”

“Huh?!”

The deep, velvety voice flowing into his eardrums was smooth and attractive, but the words were brutal.

He was sure Muheon hadn’t been around when he said it—how did he know?!

Hakyung’s eyes trembled, completely losing focus.

Muheon extended an arm, pulled Hakyung by the waist, and added softly, “Don’t go around being all lewd.”

Hakyung hiccuped from the blunt statement.

Muheon chuckled at the perfectly transparent reaction and began leading Hakyung toward the snack bar.

As he followed, Hakyung looked back at Geoung with only one emotion on his face: pure injustice.

What the hell is that special condition, anyway?!

***

Later, Hakyung devoured the roasted potatoes and hot bar Muheon bought him at the rest stop, and the moment he got in the car, he passed out cold.

Just like before, Muheon gently laid Hakyung’s head on his own lap.

Geoung and Sang-oh, glancing at the rearview mirror, were visibly uncomfortable, but Muheon only seemed to enjoy looking after his plump-cheeked dolphin.

As he stroked the squishy texture of Hakyung’s cheek with satisfaction, Muheon’s smile widened.

That’s when he noticed Hakyung’s phone had slipped near the edge of the seat, half-falling out of his pocket.

Thinking Hakyung might forget it in the car, Muheon reached for the phone to keep it safe—but just then, it started vibrating with multiple short buzzes.

***

010-64xx-34xx

“Are you seriously not picking up? Do you wanna die?”

010-62xx-37xx

“This is how you repay the favor of saving your life? You psycho bastard!”

010-22xx-82xx

“So you don’t care what happens to your little siblings at school, huh? Fine. Let’s see how far you take this, lol.”

***

Muheon’s brows furrowed at the clearly threatening text messages.

He typed in the company address into the reply field, then calmly deleted the messages.

He had no intention of letting them latch onto Hakyung again.

It was time to sever that connection—cleanly.

Meanwhile, unaware of what had happened while he was sleeping with his head on Muheon’s lap, Hakyung returned to the dorm in top condition.

During the three days he was away from the company, the senior employees went crazy calling out to Hakyung everywhere, probably missing his impressive Excel skills.

Responding to their calls one by one, Hakyung glanced toward the CEO’s office.

“The boss really should see my awesome skills… But no matter how many days pass, the door stays tightly shut, and he never even thinks of coming out. It’s so disappointing.”

The strong-willed dolphin (Kangdolgo-rae) who wanted to show off his abilities to his lover felt gloomy.

Though upset inside, his fingers moved swiftly, demonstrating the perfect example of a diligent employee.

The only comfort for Hakyung was the ocean-made snacks given by the seniors.

Kang Hakyung, who once said ocean food was bland and tasteless, was no longer himself—now he eagerly awaited the seniors’ snacks every time.

Today’s best was the chocolate filled with plenty of sea salt.

“Ah, it’s really delicious!”

“Right? My younger sibling makes this chocolate, and it’s popular on social media these days! Hakyung, did you see it too?”

“No, I don’t use social media…”

Startled by the sudden mention of SNS (social media), Hakyung flinched.

Kim Taeyoung’s face involuntarily came to mind.

Because Taeyoung kept sending messages nonstop, Hakyung had turned off his phone completely.

He thought that Taeyoung probably wouldn’t find out where he worked anyway, so he planned to only turn his phone on when contacting his grandmother.

He hoped that as time passed, Taeyoung’s rage would cool down enough for them to have a proper conversation.

Of course, Hakyung himself knew this was wishful thinking.

Trying to soothe his bitter feelings with chocolate while diligently working, the tightly locked CEO’s office door suddenly swung open.

“Huh…?”

Hakyung’s eyes landed on Muheon coming out of the office.

But the man’s appearance was unusual.

Quickly saving his current work, Hakyung hurried over to Muheon, his slender eyes reflecting his uneasy feelings.

The moment Muheon was caught by the strong-willed dolphin, he raised one eyebrow.

“What.”

“Boss, where are you going all dressed up like this? Who are you trying to charm?”

Hakyung’s eyes darted up and down at Muheon’s attire, which was more formal than usual.

The black suit made the man’s broad shoulders and long legs stand out, making Hakyung fall for him all over again—but also feel anxious.

Seeing Hakyung radiate nervousness, Muheon chuckled softly and shrugged his shoulders.

Even that suspicious look was cool — big trouble.

Hakyung, completely smitten, would definitely freak out and say Muheon looked good even walking around in his underwear.

“I’m going to meet someone for a bit. Keep working well. Don’t let this talent of yours go to waste.”

Muheon wiped the chocolate off Hakyung’s lips with his finger and brought it to his own lips — his signature “casual yet caring” gesture. Hakyung’s lips twitched as if melting.

“I’m off.”

“Y-yes…”

Because of that, Hakyung didn’t even manage to ask where, who, or when he’d be back.

By the time he snapped out of it, Muheon was already gone.

Like a ghost possessed, Hakyung watched him disappear, pouted, and then returned to his desk.

And as if it were obvious, the employees surrounded him.

The shock of the sweet scene they’d just witnessed between Muheon and Hakyung was significant.

No one dared ask Muheon about it, so they all flocked to Hakyung.

“What’s going on, Hakyung? Why are you so close with Muheon?”

“So, uh… Did Muheon really kiss your lips or what?”

Bombarded by questions, Hakyung gave an awkward smile.

Distracted by the boss’s impeccable and handsome appearance, he forgot that he was at work and blurted out everything.

They say office romances are best kept secret…!

From day one, their suspicious vibe was fully exposed.

Hakyung felt pretty embarrassed showing off his affection for the boss so openly.


How the employees interpreted Hakyung’s expression, mistakenly thinking it meant something huge, all held their breath.

While Hakyung sweated nervously under their attention, Muheon stood facing Kim Taeyoung, who was boiling with rage.

“What? Why are you here? Where’s Kang Hakyung?”

“It’s my choice.”

Muheon answered shortly, his gaze shifting to Kim Taeyoung, and a cold chill poured from his dark eyes.



 
  Chapter 35: Three Days’ Warning





Taeyoung swallowed dryly at the man’s cold gaze pouring out without any filter.

It was the same as the first time he saw him—those alien, black pupils that didn’t seem human made him feel uneasy and terrified.

His body was already huge like a door, and the clothes draped over it were all pitch black, making him look even more threatening.

But this man was the guy tangled up with that hopeless Kang Hakyung.

A weak point for the opponent—

“Did you also give him Oxy’s address?”

“Yeah.”

“Hah, did Kang Hakyung tell you everything? That lose-mouthed bastard…”

“Didn’t adults teach you not to recklessly say trashy things just because your mouth is open?”

Muheon frowned at the sharp curse that came out of Taeyoung’s mouth.

Seeing this, even without words, he seemed to understand how poorly Kang Hakyung had been treated so far.

Even if you pampered him like a treasure, it wouldn’t be enough, but to treat him carelessly, even like trash?

That made veins bulge on Muheon’s forehead.

“Damn it! Whether I spit out trash or shit, that’s between me and Kang Hakyung. It’s none of your business.”

Kim Taeyoung was irritated.

Since he tricked Kang Hakyung into coming to Seoul, his life had gone completely wrong.

If that bastard knew he was fooled, he would’ve quietly gone back to the countryside and stayed hidden.

But instead, he ran around making this mess everywhere.

Taeyoung cursed Hakyung silently in his mind.

“Now that Kang Hakyung is mine, I’m going to care about him a lot.”

“What did you say…?”

“What you threw away, no, it was never really yours. You stole him like a rat.”

The cryptic words continued.

Taeyoung furrowed his brows more, unable to understand more than half of what the man was saying.

Muheon, whose face showed exactly what he was thinking, lifted one side of his mouth and continued speaking.

“I know you’re not the one who saved Kang Hakyung when he fell into the sea, so don’t act like a fool.”

“Huh? How do you know that? I saved him! Kang Hakyung’s life belongs to me!”

Taeyoung stomped his foot and shouted as if a button was pressed.

He had never felt this frustrated and irritated in his life.

Since he was six years old, he’d never faced anything difficult.

That was natural.

Whenever things got hard, he just pushed it onto Kang Hakyung.

Everyone in his hometown knew that Kang Hakyung was a nobody who wouldn’t have to get into such a mess.

So talking to a man who didn’t leave even a crack for him to retort was suffocating beyond irritation.

After failing to sing in front of a major Chinese investor, his agency’s investment was slowly drying up.

If he didn’t come up with something new here, the contract and everything would be over.

Becoming anxious, Taeyoung showed an involuntary bad habit.

He raised his hand and pushed the man’s shoulder.


He pushed with all his might, filled with the anger boiling inside him, but the man’s broad shoulder didn’t even twitch.

That made him even angrier.

“Was this your move first?”

Muheon lightly shook off the dust like it was nothing and narrowed his eyes.

The palm of the man who spoke a line that could come from a third-rate gangster movie moved straight toward Kim Taeyoung’s cheek.

Smack.

The sound of something breaking shook the air.

Taeyoung, unable to even let out a short scream, was already rolling on the floor.

It wasn’t a punch, nor was it a full-strength strike.

But it hurt so much.

His mouth was torn open, and it felt like his jawbone was broken.

Taeyoung, who collapsed like a sheet of paper, groaned without being able to get up.

His cheek was bright red, and tears kept falling from his big eyes nonstop.

“Ah, huuk…!”

Unable to even say proper words, Kim Taeyoung sobbed while choking.

Seeing Kang Hakyung cry broke his heart so much that he wanted to comfort him somehow, but watching this man cry was strangely indifferent.

To Muheon, Taeyoung was nothing more than a bug buzzing around his possession, just that much.

The man squatted down in front of the still-unable-to-stand human with an indifferent face.

“Crying? Why?”

What kind of personality asks why someone cries after hitting them?

Having met worse bastards, Taeyoung made a dumbfounded face.

Of course, after that, the pain made him shed another bucket of tears.

“Kang Hakyung’s been going through this for over ten years. You’re just having your first time now.”

“It hurts like hell, damn bastard! I’m going to report you! I won’t leave either you or Kang Hakyung alone!”

Blood spattered from Kim Taeyoung’s mouth as he shouted loudly.

Surprised by the blood coming from his own mouth, Taeyoung screamed again.

Covering one ear from the noise like a pig being slaughtered, Muheon poked Taeyoung’s teeth with his finger.

Even at the touch of the man’s single finger, Taeyoung’s upper body wobbled.

“You’re only this much…”

Muheon clicked his tongue sharply in his mind and finally spoke.

“From now on, don’t even think about seeing or contacting Kang Hakyung. I’m giving you three days—delete your video channel and cancel your fraudulent contract. If you do just that, I’ll let this go.”

“Wh-what if I refuse…?”

“I’ll make you taste hell every time you breathe out.”

Kim Taeyoung let out a bitter laugh.

He was no stranger to talking nonsense and putting on airs.

“Who do you think you are?”

“You?”

“W-who exactly are you?”

When the man’s thick eyebrows twitched, Kim Taeyoung quickly changed his words.

Muheon tapped lightly on his small head with a palm as big as a pot lid.

Again, Kim Taeyoung staggered backward and screamed—a clear Hollywood-style overreaction.

“Ah! Ah!”

“Shut up. You’re going to bring the whole neighborhood out.”

Since all the buildings and even the land around this alley belonged to Muheon, there was no one to stop him.

But he didn’t even feel the need to announce that fact and quietly scolded Kim Taeyoung.

“At the very least, I’m someone who could easily dunk you in the sea.”

“Y-You bastard…!”

“Kids these days have such foul mouths. Except Kang Hakyung.”

The way he said ‘Kang Hakyung’ was strangely sweet.

His fierce and blunt face subtly softened when he uttered that name.

Witnessing that change up close, Kim Taeyoung clenched his fists tightly.

This guy definitely had feelings beyond mere employee loyalty for Kang Hakyung.

The reason Kang Hakyung got weird when refuting him was surely because of this man’s influence.

There was much Taeyoung wanted to say, but if he opened his mouth, he was sure he’d get hit again and end up seriously hurt.

Judging by the brute force and harsh words, this man was probably a gangster.

“Alright, fine. I’ll do everything you say…”

Terrified, Kim Taeyoung said yes for now and planned to secretly meet Kang Hakyung once he got out of this situation.

He knew the company address; if he kept watch for a few days, they would eventually cross paths… or so he thought.

“I hear you’re thinking too much. You don’t think what I said was serious, huh? Just wait. If you don’t care what happens to your family.”

“Fa-family…!”

“Well, I’m just returning the favor for the message you sent.”

With this man’s power, the threat of harming not just him but his entire family was very real.

Taeyoung’s plan to secretly meet Kang Hakyung was shattered, and he nodded painfully as if cutting his own flesh.

“Good. I’ll help you clean everything up and get out.”

As Muheon nodded, a huge man appeared behind him.

Judging by size, he looked about one and a half times bigger than Muheon.

Kim Taeyoung, shaken by the overwhelming presence, bit his bloodied lip tightly.

Pain surged again, and his eyes reddened.

“You’re not pitiful at all. No mercy here. Stop crying and get up. You’ve got three days to come up with the penalty money, and the clock’s ticking.”

“Uh, sob…”

“Get up. Watch carefully.”

“Yes, Mr. Muheon. Leave it to me!”

Gisang-o bowed deeply.

The serious tone of their conversation made tears stream down Kim Taeyoung’s cheeks once more.

A few days later, Hakyung heard something strange from his grandmother.

Because of the accident caused by Kim Taeyoung, his family suddenly sold their house and moved to an island.

Kim Taeyoung’s family was the same—greedy to the core, selling whatever they had and going to an island?

It was unbelievable.

Now that he thought about it, he hadn’t even seen the chain of threatening messages that had followed after contacting his grandmother.


“What’s going on…?”

Curious, Hakyung thought about contacting Taeyoung, but soon shook his head.

He didn’t want to be involved with Kim Taeyoung even a little anymore.

If he just disappeared like this, it was actually a blessing.

He would forget the gloomy past where his voice was taken away and move on to have a happy, happy romance with the boss.

He snorted happily and hurriedly prepared for work.

Today, it was even an outside job with just the boss.

Just the two of them!



 
  Chapter 36: A Day Out in Seongsu





Muheon took the wheel himself, settling into the driver’s seat with a calm confidence that was his trademark.

Hakyung slid into the passenger seat beside him, feeling a mix of excitement and nervous energy.

Sitting side by side like this brought back memories—vivid flashes of the countless times he had tagged along on errands with the boss, especially those afternoons spent wandering stores and trying on clothes.

His feet tapped restlessly against the car floor, betraying the bubbling anticipation he felt deep down.

“Boss, where are we going today?” Hakyung asked, his voice tinged with curiosity.

Muheon glanced over, an eyebrow raised.

“Didn’t Park Geowung tell you?”

“I was really busy this morning, getting ready for an outside job!” Hakyung replied, a slight pout forming on his lips as he shifted in his seat.

Muheon shrugged with an indifferent air, as if it was no big deal.

At that indifferent attitude, Hakyung’s small lips immediately pursed into a cute pout of disappointment.

It was true—he had been busy preparing for this outside job.

But despite the work, it was rare that just the two of them would go out together like this.

From the early hours of the morning, Hakyung had been caught up trying to find clothes they could wear as a matching couple.

Since Muheon always dressed in black, Hakyung thought if he wore black too, they’d look perfectly coordinated.

The only real question was which hat would suit him best.

He had tried on more than ten different hats in front of the mirror, his reflection growing more uncertain with each one.

He didn’t want Muheon to notice how meticulously he had prepared or how much he cared, but somehow, feeling a bit hurt over his unacknowledged efforts seemed inevitable.

“We’re going to Seongsu,” Muheon finally answered. “Have you been there before?”

“Seongsu? No! I’ve never been!” Hakyung answered with wide eyes, his interest piqued.

The truth was, the only parts of Seoul Hakyung had been to were near their company’s office.

Seongsu was a whole new world to him.

Muheon smiled, clearly amused by Hakyung’s fussing.

“We have to check out a popup event happening in Seongsu-dong.”

“Popup…?” Hakyung echoed, his curiosity deepening.

“You know that salted chocolate we ate a few days ago? They’re holding an event. Since I’m the boss, I’m going.” His tone was casual, but there was a subtle hint of pride in his voice.

“Ah… right! That was really delicious! But didn’t you say it was made by Moonho hyung’s younger sibling…?” Hakyung’s brow furrowed slightly as he pieced things together.

So all the siblings in that family were working under the boss?

Or maybe hyung and his siblings were tied up in some kind of debt or obligation…

Hakyung’s eyes narrowed slightly, and he stole a sideways glance at Muheon.

“What’s with that look?” Muheon asked, noticing immediately.

“Ah, nothing!” Hakyung hastily pulled back his gaze, unwilling to reveal the nagging doubts swirling in his mind.

Unable to hold back his curiosity, Hakyung quickly searched for “Seongsu-dong” on his phone.

Just as Muheon had said, the area was famous for trendy pop-up events and well-known bakeries.

He scanned a blog post about a visit to a popular bakery, his mouth watering as vivid descriptions of freshly baked goods filled the screen.

The blogger was young and vibrant, posting about trendy places in Seoul with a lively tone.

Just beneath the bakery review, Hakyung’s eyes caught a post titled “Taeyoung.”

His heart skipped a beat.

With a thudding pulse, Hakyung took a deep breath and clicked the post.

Compared to the detailed bakery review, this post was very short and seemed hastily written, but it overflowed with the blogger’s regrets and sorrow.

Blog post: Suddenly Taeyoung’s channel was shut down ㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠ Where did my eardrum boyfriend disappear to ㅠㅠ I fell more in love after seeing his Incheon concert clips… Was that his farewell stage…? Hoooh…


“What, he even shut down his channel?!” Hakyung’s eyes grew as wide as lanterns.

Something must really be going on…!

“What’s wrong?” Muheon asked, glancing over at him.

“Huh?” Hakyung blinked, caught off guard.

“Why are you acting like a dog about to poop… ah, you want to go to the bathroom?” Muheon teased with a smirk.

“Really, boss, you have no sense of romance,” Hakyung grumbled, cheeks flushing.

How could Muheon say something like “dog about to poop” or “puppy” to someone who had just started dating?

For romantic Hakyung, it was absolutely impossible to take such jokes lightly.

This morning, he had showered twice, brushed his teeth four times, and washed his scalp pores five times to prepare himself for this day.

Whether Muheon noticed or not, Hakyung maintained a nonchalant expression, though inside, he was simmering with irritation.

“Then what did you see?” Muheon prodded again, gently tapping Hakyung’s cheek.

“Umm… you know my friend, right? Kim Taeyoung, who I met when we went to Incheon.”

“That guy’s your friend?” Muheon raised an eyebrow.

“Oh right, he’s not my friend, he’s an enemy, an enemy!” Hakyung muttered, recalling the complicated history between them.

His grumbling was undeniably cute, but Muheon’s curiosity only deepened.

Muheon tapped Hakyung’s cheek again, his gaze steady. “So what about that guy?”

“Well… I heard his family ran away in the middle of the night, and now his channel’s deleted too. It’s strange.” Hakyung’s voice was quiet but firm.

Taeyoung wasn’t the type to give up so easily.

Since Hakyung knew his stubborn nature well, this situation was truly bizarre.

“Worried?”

“Huh? No way! I just want him to completely disappear from my sight… I’m worried he might show up again. That’s why.”

Muheon’s fingers, which had been lightly tapping Hakyung’s cheek, now stroked the small shoulder beside him.

It was a simple, comforting touch for the tired Hakyung, but the effect was immediate.

Hakyung flushed bright red and flailed awkwardly, feeling a rush of warmth from his shoulder down to the wings of his scapula.

Goosebumps prickled his skin in response.

Thanks to that touch, the lingering curiosity about Kim Taeyoung evaporated completely, replaced entirely by swirling thoughts of the boss.

More precisely, he wondered about all the various things he might do with Muheon.

Clearing his throat, Hakyung tried to regain composure.

“Ahem. Boss, what time do you have to be back at the office today?”

“Hmm?” Muheon didn’t look away from the road, his eyebrow arched in mild surprise. He wasn’t the type to set a strict return time; no one complained whether he came home late or early.

“Well, then after lunch… shall we go for a walk?” Hakyung asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

From Hakyung’s perspective, this was a desperate date request.

They had agreed to date, kissed, and hugged tightly, but aside from that, they hadn’t done many of the things couples normally did.

They still had breakfast together in the morning, then Muheon worked in his office while Hakyung worked diligently in his own space.

Even after work hours ended, Muheon’s busy schedule often kept him from visiting the dormitory.

Because of this, Hakyung couldn’t let this precious opportunity slip away.

“Really? Really? Boss!” he pleaded desperately, looking like a puppy holding a leash in its mouth, begging for a walk.

Muheon smiled unconsciously and nodded.

In truth, even if Hakyung hadn’t begged this much, Muheon was ready to agree to anything with just a word.

Hakyung probably hadn’t realized that yet.

After work, they promised to go on a date and happily headed to Seongsu-dong.

It was truly Seoul. Compared to their quiet hometown, where it was rare to find people their age, this neighborhood was alive with youth and energy.

Hakyung’s big eyes rolled around as he took in the sparkling vibrancy of the crowd.

Everyone seemed to be enjoying the pop-up events of their favorite brands, and the chocolate pop-up event organized by Muheon’s company was packed to the brim with eager visitors.

The endless line of customers surprised Hakyung, who turned to look at Muheon with wide, impressed eyes.

“Boss,” he said softly.

“Yeah?”

“You must be making a lot of money.”

His voice was filled with pure, unfiltered envy.

Muheon, who had many sources of income beyond these small businesses, merely nodded with quiet detachment.

Even such a small gesture of acknowledgment felt like financial comfort to Hakyung, and he thought it was impressive, enviable.

“You like that stuff too, right? Chocolate.”

“Yes, yes! Of course! I want to line up and buy some too!” Hakyung’s enthusiasm was unmistakable as he stomped his feet, eager to join the line.

But Muheon didn’t want to wait in line with him and turned his body away from the crowd.

“Uh, uh? Boss, the line is over there!” Hakyung protested.

“Kang Hakyung, we’re staff here. We don’t have to wait in line. Just follow me.”

Muheon said simply.

“Oh…!” Realizing this was a work outing, Hakyung quickly swallowed his disappointment.

Forgetting the real reason they were there, his eyes flickered awkwardly as he watched the other customers striving to get their chocolate.

It was so cute that Muheon couldn’t help but poke his cheek before striding forward with long legs.

Poked by Muheon’s fingers several times like a ripe persimmon, Hakyung twisted his body teasingly.

“Don’t just poke my cheek, try somewhere else too…” he murmured, cheeks tinged pink.

The naughty “pink dolphin” that colored his entire body leapt and jumped excitedly inside Hakyung’s head.

Shaking off the wicked thoughts, he hurriedly followed behind Muheon.

Inside the event hall, the bustle was even greater.

There were far more customers than outside, and the air was filled with chatter, laughter, and the irresistible aroma of chocolate and baked goods.

Yet despite the frenzy, the staff looked bright and cheerful.


“Welcome! Oh my, Boss!”

An employee handling the cash register spotted Muheon and immediately brightened up. Judging by her hair color—strikingly similar to Munho’s brother—Hakyung guessed she must be the one who made the chocolate.

At the sound of her greeting, more staff gathered around Muheon, their faces flushed with admiration.

Seeing their enthusiastic greetings aimed at Muheon made Hakyung feel a little sulky.

“Why do they all blush so much when they look at boss? Oh, oh, they touched his shoulder! I haven’t even gotten to touch him a few times yet…” He whispered, a touch jealous.

But more annoying than the staff’s excessive reactions was Muheon’s calm attitude, even while Hakyung squirmed and poked at his body beside him.

Angry, Hakyung sneaked behind Muheon and pinched the firm muscles of his side tightly.



 
  Chapter 37: Chocolate, Jealousy, and a Room for Two





“Okay, just wait a moment.”

Muheon’s voice was calm and steady as he gently patted Hakyung’s head, a familiar gesture that had always worked like magic to soothe the younger man’s sudden flare-ups.

He clearly understood the meaning behind the way Hakyung had poked him in the side repeatedly—it was pure jealousy, radiating like heat off the sun-warmed sidewalk.

Wait for what exactly?

Until everyone in this place had finished ogling, touching, and metaphorically—or literally—drooling over his man?

Hakyung fumed.

Possessive to a fault when it came to Muheon, he stubbornly squeezed through the small crowd that had gathered around the taller man.

With his arms extended like a protective fence, Hakyung placed himself squarely between Muheon and the adoring fans, effectively blocking the view of his boyfriend’s large frame with his much smaller one.

But the problem was, no one seemed particularly thankful for his heroic intervention.

In fact, most of them looked annoyed.

While Hakyung stood there puffing up his cheeks like a disgruntled pufferfish, exuding hostility toward every single perceived rival in the room, Muheon quietly reached behind himself and retrieved a chocolate box he had set aside earlier.

“Here. Is this what you like so much?”

“Huh…?”

Hakyung blinked in confusion at the box of chocolates dangling in front of his face, still in its crisp paper shopping bag.

He hadn’t even seen Muheon buy it.

When had he managed that, between all the greetings and handshakes and small talk with the staff?

He accepted the bag with a dazed expression, cradling it carefully in both arms.

It was surprisingly heavy, weighted down with assorted flavors, and somehow, that heft made his heart feel heavier too—only not in a bad way.

It was full.

Full of something warm and sweet.

The pout that had taken residence on Hakyung’s lips vanished like mist in the morning sun.

His cheeks lifted in a brilliant, beaming smile as he hugged the shopping bag against his chest like a precious treasure.

“Thank you! Boss, I’ll really enjoy this—promise!”

“Yeah.”

“So no stealing them later, okay?”

There was a warning glint in his eyes.

It looked like he was ready to mark every piece of chocolate with his saliva just to ensure ownership.

Now that the playful dolphin had been appeased with his treat, he seemed about ready to start humming a happy tune.

Muheon let out a soft laugh and casually draped one arm around Hakyung’s narrow shoulders, steering him gently away from the crowd.

Some of the employees watched them go with wistful expressions, clearly reluctant to see Muheon disappear.

But Muheon, having done his part by enduring their attention and answering questions, was ready to leave them behind without a second thought.

The first person to trail after them was the young woman who had greeted Muheon when he first arrived.

She held a few papers in her hands—sales data printed from the POS system—and reported to him with a mix of formality and excitement.

“Sales have been much better than expected. We’re selling out faster than planned, so we’ve been closing early.”

“Is that so?” Muheon replied with a nod.

“Yes, but we’re reaching the limit of what we can restock on short notice…”

“That’s fine. Just do what you can.”

At his cool yet supportive response, the woman—Moon Hye—sighed in relief.

She was the one in charge of this chocolate brand, and also, incidentally, Munho’s younger sister.

Her shoulders relaxed visibly, and a bright smile blossomed across her face.

She was already thrilled that Muheon had visited in person.

Normally, she only caught glimpses of him from a distance, like a celebrity passing through a crowd.

Seeing him up close, watching him interact with others—it still didn’t feel real.

His visit had turned the mood among her and the rest of the employees upside-down in the best way possible. Morale was through the roof.

But just as she was basking in this rare encounter, Moon Hye felt something prick at the back of her neck.

She turned her head instinctively, following the sharp feeling of someone’s gaze.

Her eyes landed on a small, boyish-looking man with round eyes and a sulky pout.

He stood a few steps away, stubbornly poking Muheon in the side with a single finger, all while hugging the box of chocolate they had made.

Moon Hye’s eyes widened in recognition.

“Kang Dolphin!”

The name escaped her lips before she could think twice, and Hakyung flinched hard, visibly startled.

The box of chocolate had only kept him docile for three minutes, and just as he was starting to feel annoyed again at how easily Muheon charmed people, his identity was abruptly exposed.

It dawned on him at that moment—this wasn’t a private date.

This was a business visit.

Official.

Professional.

And here he was, acting like a possessive boyfriend tagging along for fun.

His face turned a vibrant shade of red.

Moon Hye smiled even more brightly, clearly enjoying the show.

“I’ve heard a lot about you from my brother. Oh! My brother is Jang Munho!”

“Ah, yes! I’ve heard a lot about you from Munho hyung too. And, um, I really enjoy the chocolate.”

Hakyung bowed deeply, both flustered and grateful.

“I’m the one who should thank you for saying it’s good! My brother says you’re hardworking and reliable, but how can you also be this cute and lovable?”

“Th-th-thank you…”

Compliments poured over him like syrup over pancakes, and Hakyung’s feet started shuffling in place to an invisible rhythm.

Compliments really could make a whale dance.

“Kang Hakyung.”

Muheon stepped in at last, his tone firm but not cold, and gently pulled Hakyung behind him as if to shield him.

It was an unmistakable move—blocking Moon Hye’s line of sight.

Oh my gosh, Muheon-nim…!

Moon Hye’s internal alarms went off.

She recalled something her brother had said just a few days ago, something vague but tantalizing about Muheon’s mysterious love life.

Outwardly, she maintained her warm professional smile as she offered a piece of advice.

“Take good care of Muheon-nim—uh, I mean, the boss—from now on, okay? Don’t go looking elsewhere.”

“Huh…? Oh, yes. I won’t.”

A small face peeked out from behind Muheon’s back and nodded vigorously.

But Muheon moved again, and just like that, the face was hidden once more.

Seeing this glimpse of Muheon’s jealous side made Moon Hye feel a little embarrassed herself, though she couldn’t quite say why.

Once their business at the event—limited and mostly symbolic—was wrapped up, the two of them strolled slowly down a nearby alley, walking side by side.

Hakyung’s fingers twitched with the urge to grab Muheon’s hand, but he suppressed it, telling himself this was still a public setting.

Instead, he walked close—so close that their shoulders occasionally brushed.

“Boss, where do you want to go?”

“Where?”

“Well, it’s a date, right? Shouldn’t we at least pick somewhere to go?”

They had already passed the same alley corner for the third time, and Hakyung was starting to panic.

He didn’t want the boss to think this was boring or that he wasn’t trying.

The plain street and repeating scenery weren’t doing them any favors.

Muheon looked around, but it was clear he didn’t know the area well either.

He offered no answer.

Silence settled between them.

Then Hakyung pointed to a nearby building.

“What about… over there?”

A large sign blared the word “MOTEL” in capital letters, visible from nearly half a kilometer away.

Muheon’s brow twitched.

Panicking under the weight of that reaction, Hakyung immediately launched into a stream of explanations, his words tumbling out faster than his thoughts.

“N-no, I’m not saying we have to do anything! I just want to hold your hand, but it’s kind of embarrassing in public, you know? But if we go in there, we can be more comfortable, right?”

“Hmm?”

Of course, the truth was—he did want to do more than just hold hands, but he absolutely wasn’t going to admit that now.

Muheon listened without interrupting as Hakyung, flustered beyond belief, continued to defend himself with a mixture of indignation and longing.

“W-what? What’s the big deal! What’s so wrong about wanting to touch my boyfriend a little, huh? I’m a perfectly healthy male dolphin from the Republic of Korea, alright?!”

Muheon hadn’t even said anything negative.

But watching Hakyung flail around emotionally like a wind-up toy, he chuckled softly.

It was adorable.

“All right. Let’s go.”

“If you don’t want to, that’s fine… Wait, really? We’re really going?!”

“Did you change your mind?”

“No way!”

Now clinging to Muheon’s arm like a triumphant koala, Hakyung strode forward with purpose.

But as they approached the motel entrance, he looked up, eyes wide and watery.

It was his first time.

Even simple decisions suddenly felt like major obstacles.

He wanted to look experienced in front of Muheon, but in truth, he had no idea what to do.

Hakyung reached hesitantly toward the kiosk screen.

His fingers trembled.

“S-so… w-which room should we…?”

“I’ll do it.”

Muheon’s hands moved confidently over the interface.

But his confidence made Hakyung pause—wasn’t he a little too practiced at this?

As Muheon handed him the keycard, Hakyung narrowed his eyes in suspicion.

“Boss… why are you so good at this?”

“Good at what? Me?”

“You didn’t even hesitate! Have you had a lot of lovers or something?”

Muheon blinked, genuinely caught off guard.

“Me?”

“You just have to know how to read.”

“Well, I can read too! But it’s hard when it’s your first time!”

Frustrated, Hakyung stomped his foot.


His head said Muheon lived a very different life—but his heart was tangled in jealous thoughts about faceless, nameless ex-lovers.

“It’s my first time too. Seriously.”

Muheon raised both hands as if surrendering, puzzled why he was being interrogated like this.

But one look at Hakyung’s sulky face told him—it was worth it.

Because the faster he calmed the dolphin, the sooner they could be alone.

And he was very ready to be alone with him.



 
  Chapter 38: Tides of Tenderness





Inside the elevator heading to the room marked on the key card, neither of them said a word.

The soft hum of the elevator was the only sound, punctuated by the faint beep of buttons being pressed.

Hakyung’s mouth felt parched, his tongue sticking slightly to the roof as a mix of anticipation, nerves, and excitement churned inside him.

His heartbeat seems loud in his ears, thudding with a nervous rhythm that refuses to slow.

Why was he so anxious?

He wasn’t going to do anything wrong, but his palms were slick with sweat despite the coolness of the elevator.

Ding.

At the soft electronic chime, Hakyung’s small shoulders gave a sudden twitch, a nervous reflex that betrayed his otherwise calm appearance.

His chest tightened.

They had arrived, but it still felt surreal.

He wiped his clammy hands against his jeans, trying to regain composure, the stiff expression on his face making him look like a general about to charge into battle.

He glanced sideways at Muheon, who remained calm and composed, as if this was all routine.

“We’re here,” Muheon said quietly, his voice low but confident.

“Yeah,” Hakyung replied, his voice barely above a whisper.

Hakyung held the card key to the door handle.

For Kang Dolgo-rae, who had been to hotels before, this was a simple task, but for Hakyung, it felt like the key to a secret world.

“Shall we… go in?” Hakyung asked hesitantly, his fingers tightening around the card.

“Yeah,” Muheon replied, his tone steady.

“Really, we’re going in?” Hakyung’s voice wavered with a hint of disbelief.

“Go on already,” Muheon teased with a slight smile.

Muheon opened the door himself and immediately wrapped an arm around Hakyung’s narrow shoulders.

Hakyung’s lips pursed in a pout at the man’s boldness, but he stepped cautiously inside anyway, the warmth of Muheon’s body comforting against his own nervousness.

The room was simple and neat—a bed neatly made with white linens, a small bathroom tucked to one side, and on the opposite wall, a modest TV resting on a nightstand.

It was just a normal hotel room, not the extravagant, seductive setting Hakyung had half-imagined during their elevator ride—a waterbed surrounded by mirrors, neon lights, or some scene from a movie.

The mundanity of the room made him exhale a breath of relief he hadn’t realized he was holding.

But then, something soft and unexpected pressed against his dry lips.

“Hnnf…!” The startled sound escaped him before he could stop it.

It was Muheon’s lips—pressing eagerly against his own in a kiss that was both gentle and demanding.

Muheon devoured his lips hungrily, his tongue teasing the edges, coaxing a response from Hakyung’s parted mouth.

Without thinking, Hakyung followed suit, his own lips and tongue working diligently to match the man’s urgency.

He hadn’t even taken off his shoes yet, but the president’s passion was undeniable—he had clearly wanted to do this from the moment they entered.

A shy smile crept onto Hakyung’s face.

The fact that even the president, the man so composed and confident, wanted to kiss him so boldly made him feel like he was floating on air, like he’d been lifted far away from the worries and uncertainties that usually filled his days.

“Hnn, mmph…!”

But the kiss quickly turned challenging.

Hakyung’s small nostrils were pinched and blocked by Muheon’s prominent nose, making it almost impossible to breathe.

He twisted his head this way and that, trying to find air pockets, but Muheon’s lips clung like a magnet, refusing to let go.

It was like holding his breath underwater—something Hakyung had practiced many times before while diving in the river.

When he reached his limit, he’d pull back briefly, gulping in precious air, only for Muheon to close the gap again instantly.

After several rounds of this breathless dance, Muheon chuckled softly, his breath warm against Hakyung’s lips.

The sound was light and amused, almost exasperated, and it made Hakyung’s small face vibrate with the sensation of laughter.

“W-what’s funny?”

Hakyung asked breathlessly, his round eyes blinking up at the man.

Muheon pulled back just enough to wipe away the saliva smeared across Hakyung’s lips with his thumb—a slow, deliberate motion that sent shivers down Hakyung’s spine.

Then, as if the wiping wasn’t enough, Muheon pressed another soft smooch on his lips.

Watching Muheon casually lick up his spit made Hakyung shiver.

Normally, such intimacy might have horrified him, made him push the man away—but right now, he just… wanted more.

The naughty, daring thought blossomed quietly in his mind: he wanted to feed Muheon something other than spit, to give something real, something meaningful in return.

Unaware of the storm of feelings swirling inside Hakyung’s head, Muheon continued kissing him with a tenderness that felt like spring rain—gentle and persistent.

His lips brushed against Hakyung’s flushed cheeks, the tip of his round nose, even the delicate space between his upper lip and nose, as if memorizing every inch.

“Hnng… President, let’s go inside. Let’s finish this… inside,” Hakyung whispered, arms wrapping around Muheon’s firm neck, clinging to the warmth and safety there.

Enchanted by the soft plea, Muheon effortlessly lifted Hakyung into his arms, cradling him like a fragile treasure.

Hakyung’s face flushed deeply as he rubbed his forehead against the broad shoulder.

His nose twitched, catching the subtle scent wafting from Muheon’s neck—clean, refreshing, and unexpectedly comforting.

Despite being a sea beastman, Muheon smelled nothing like the ocean or fish.

Instead, it was a crisp, invigorating scent that Hakyung felt he could bury his nose in forever.

“That tickles,” Hakyung murmured shyly.

“Bear with it. You smell too good; I can’t help it,” Muheon replied with a soft laugh.

Hakyung brushed off the minor complaint and kept sniffing, feeling less like a sea dolphin and more like a puppy, eager and devoted.

Pfft, Muheon chuckled again and gently laid Hakyung on the bed.

In a moment, Hakyung flopped onto it, blinking rapidly as the reality of the moment settled over him.

“We still have more to do,” Muheon reminded, his voice low and teasing.

“Right… but shouldn’t we shower first…?!” Hakyung stammered, panic rising suddenly.

“It’s okay,” Muheon shrugged as if it was the most natural thing in the world, then reached to pull up Hakyung’s shirt.

Hakyung’s pale, slender torso came into view, two small pink bumps peeking out shyly. Muheon’s fingers found those tiny peaks and pressed lightly.

“Ahh!” Hakyung shouted, startled by the unexpected touch.

Muheon’s brows furrowed, slightly taken aback by the volume, but he didn’t relent.

“Th-That, don’t just touch it like that…!” Hakyung protested, cheeks flaming.

“You came here to touch it anyway,” Muheon said with a sly smile.

“But still… ah, it’s embarrassing,” Hakyung muttered, eyes downcast.

Muheon’s smile deepened with amusement as he recalled, “Who was the one getting all excited and climbing on himself drunk at the hotel last time…?”

He pressed Hakyung’s nipples again, then released them.

The small bumps responded firmly, making their presence known like shy but eager greetings.

At first, Hakyung had shouted, but now, with Muheon’s gentle attention, he let out a shy “Kiiing,” crossing his legs in modesty, then pushing his chest forward as if silently begging for more.

Muheon, who had never refused anything Hakyung wanted, willingly moved his hands again, his palms cool and reassuring against Hakyung’s warm skin.

“Haa, huung!” Every spot Muheon touched sent ticklish shivers over Hakyung’s body, raising goosebumps in waves.

Yet he didn’t want the touch to stop.

He twisted and rubbed against Muheon’s palm, coaxing the hands to stay longer.

Watching Hakyung’s dolphin-like behavior—adorable and innocent—felt like watching an art film come to life.

Muheon’s lips took over where his hands left off, biting one of the small bumps with careful teeth.

“Huik!”

The sharp bite startled Hakyung, making him jump.

Wide-eyed from the unfamiliar sensation, Hakyung lifted his head.

Muheon, mouth still on his nipple, met his gaze steadily, eyes dark with desire and affection.

The moment felt like watching an erotic video unfold before him, but it was real, and Hakyung’s head buzzed—not from discomfort, but because he liked it.

Moving the arm he’d been lying on, Hakyung hugged Muheon’s head tightly.

The soft hair brushing the inside of his arm sent ripples of excitement through him.

“More, please,” he whispered.

“Hmm,” Muheon responded, attentive and eager.

“Don’t bite hard, okay? Please suck with your tongue,” Hakyung added shyly, the trust implicit in his request clear.

Muheon responded earnestly—sucking when asked, touching when permitted.

Thanks to the man’s wholehearted attention, Hakyung melted softly, the tension inside him dissolving into warm bliss.

Unlike the neighboring town where rumors spoke of people dissolving into bubbles out of sadness, Hakyung felt like he might disappear into bubbles from how good it felt.

“Haah.” The soft breath of pleasure escaped both of them.

Muheon, biting, sucking, and massaging Hakyung’s delicate body, felt dizzy too.

He finally understood what it meant to want to chew and devour someone—because they were so good, so sweet, so delicious.

He had been careful not to hurt Hakyung’s small, fragile frame, but now, the man was starting to lose control.

It felt overwhelmingly good, unbearably delicious…

Should he hold back?

A man with little patience gripped firmly at the center of Hakyung’s waist, lowering his hand with intent.

“Ahh!”

“Hah…!”

Muheon frowned at how exaggerated and cute Hakyung’s reaction was but pressed on.

Without hesitation, Muheon swiftly pulled down the pants and underwear that had wrapped around Hakyung’s smooth legs.

The movement was so fast, Hakyung barely had time to process what was happening.

Surprised by the sudden deepening of the situation, Hakyung twisted his body to the side and curled up tightly like a pill bug, instinctively trying to protect himself, even as his pale buttocks became even more exposed.

Trying to calm his pounding heart and brace himself for what would come next, Hakyung held that posture for a moment, not knowing that Muheon’s gaze was fixed on the soft, plump, round cheeks that looked like perfectly steamed buns.

“Kang Hakyung,” Muheon said, his voice low and intense.


“Yes, wait a moment, I need to prepare my heart—eek!” Hakyung tried to speak, but before he could finish, a sharp sting landed on his buttocks.

The sensation—unimaginable until now—made Hakyung let out a high-pitched scream that echoed in the quiet room.

He struggled, twisting and trying desperately to escape Muheon’s mouth, but the firm grip around his waist held him fast, not allowing even a single centimeter of movement.

Oh my…

Compared to the boss, Hakyung’s own desire was nothing but a drop of blood in the vast ocean, or less than a single scale on a slippery sea eel.



 
  Chapter 39: Unveiled Desires





“Ugh, my butt…”

“Mmm, Kang Hakyung’s butt is delicious.”

Smack.

The distinct sound of lips smacking echoed brazenly from directly behind him.

Hakyung secretly shrieked internally at the unsettlingly direct attitude that truly seemed like he was about to take a literal bite, and he instinctively wiggled his bottom, desperately trying to create even a minuscule distance between them.

Alas, he couldn’t escape even five precious centimeters before his butt was bitten again, a soft nip that nonetheless sent shivers down his spine.

“Pretty.”

“Hmph, haa…”

He hadn’t done anything remotely strenuous, yet his breath was already catching in his throat, his lungs burning.

Hakyung, who had been heaving for what felt like an eternity, slowly and cautiously straightened his body, which had been defensively curled up to the side.

His bent knees were beginning to ache, a dull throb that demanded attention.

Because of this slight shift, Hakyung’s cute, innocent penis, which had been so carefully and protectively hidden, subtly made an appearance.

It seemed to have received as much potent stimulation and awakened as much inherent strength as any other male appendage would under such intense circumstances.

“Can we take a break?”

“A break? What have we even done to warrant a break?”

“What do you mean ‘what have we done’? We’ve done, we’ve done everything!” Hakyung cried out, a raw, wronged protest escaping his lips.

He’d been utterly stripped naked, his nipples had been expertly sucked, and his butt had been unapologetically bitten! What more could possibly be left?

“We haven’t even begun yet. Come here.”

Muheon, with a casual dismissiveness that irked Hakyung, lightly brushed aside his plea and patted his thigh, still comfortably seated on the bed.


In a truly underhanded and almost infuriating move, Muheon’s shirt sleeve remained impeccably in place, not even a single wrinkle disturbing its pristine line.

Hakyung bit his lip, a gesture of nervous anticipation, and hurried towards Muheon on his knees, his movements a blend of eagerness and apprehension.

He bumped into Muheon with all his might, a desperate attempt to displace him, but the man’s firm, unyielding body didn’t even budge, as if it hadn’t absorbed any impact whatsoever.

“I’m going to strip you too.”

Hakyung’s small, white hands, surprisingly determined, gripped Muheon’s top.

His movements were so unexpectedly rough and forceful that if this wasn’t the confines of a motel room, one might genuinely think he was trying to pick a full-blown fight.

He struggled with a frustrated grunt, exerting considerable effort to take off Muheon’s shirt, but it proved to be an unexpectedly difficult task.

Far from successfully stripping his formidable boss, Hakyung found his own vulnerable center firmly and unexpectedly gripped by a large, powerful hand.

“Hmph…”

Hakyung’s hands, suddenly deprived of all strength, went completely limp from the intense and wholly unexpected stimulation that coursed through him.

“Why? Keep going.”

“Ugh…!”

With one corner of his mouth curving upwards in a knowing smirk, the man subtly tilted his chin, a silent command.

But Hakyung was now frozen solid, transformed into an immovable block of ice, utterly unable to move even a single fingertip.

He could only roll his eyes downwards, a frantic movement in his immobile state.

The boss’s hand was so incredibly large that he couldn’t even catch a glimpse of his own penis beneath its overwhelming grip.

Hakyung, whose male pride was now severely bruised and deflated, furrowed his brows in a mixture of indignation and helplessness.

Regardless of Hakyung’s internal turmoil, Muheon was diligently busy kneading and rolling Hakyung’s testicles in his palm, treating them like precious hard candies.

How utterly cute and remarkably squishy the small, soft dick felt in his hand.

He felt an overwhelming urge to roll it in his hand forever, as if he could do so for an eternity.

For Muheon, who hadn’t shown much more than a fleeting interest in other people’s bodies for what felt like hundreds of years, this was a completely novel and utterly captivating sensation.

“Hah! Ugh!”

The melodic moans that followed in a clear, resonant voice only added to the surging excitement, making the moment perfect.

Muheon simultaneously sucked Hakyung’s nipple with his mouth while skillfully touching his penis with his hand.

He was completely lost in a state of pure ecstasy, utterly oblivious to anything else.

Hmph…

His pride, momentarily bruised by the seemingly insignificant size of his own member in Muheon’s large hand, was swiftly forgotten as Hakyung completely lost himself in the overwhelming pleasure the man was bestowing upon him, letting out involuntary moans.

The earlier, fleeting thought of fairly stripping his boss was long gone, a distant memory obliterated by sensation.

“Get… get out! Ugh…!”

His penis, which he typically didn’t masturbate very often, was sufficiently stimulated by just a few expert touches and rolls, and it suddenly squirted out white fluid in a powerful gush.

Both Hakyung, who came in an instant, and Muheon, who received the warm, viscous fluid in his palm, were momentarily silent, the air thick with unspoken sensations.

“Th-that is…! No, I…!”

“So fast.”

“I-I’m not premature, you know?”

“Oh, you know that word?”

Muheon smiled playfully, a hint of mischief in his eyes, and gently kissed Hakyung’s lips.

He didn’t even contemplate wiping the palm that had received the semen, instead, he continued to relentlessly knead Hakyung’s penis, an unyielding rhythm.

Hakyung, who staunchly maintained he wasn’t premature, nevertheless had come immediately after being touched, and then freaked out as his whole body went utterly limp from the ensuing exhaustion and intense release.

“Ugh, why are you rubbing that! You need to wipe it!”

“What’s the big deal?”

“Wipe it! It’s dirty, dirty!”

Hakyung finally managed to summon enough strength to pull the boss’s persistent hand off his penis, then immediately urged him to wipe it quickly, his voice laced with urgency.

“Tissue, I’ll get some tissues. Just a moment.”

***

It was precisely when Hakyung, who had gracefully wriggled down from the man’s firm thigh, was making his way towards the nightstand.

Without a moment’s hesitation, Muheon stuck out his bright red tongue and began to sensuously lick his palm.

It wasn’t just a single lick, but multiple, deliberate sweeps.

He licked as if he was savoring the most exquisitely delicious honey, with an almost predatory determination, as if he wouldn’t leave a single, precious drop behind.

Hakyung, who had already let one leg dangle precariously off the side of the bed, instantly turned to stone, utterly rigid.

His earlier moment of freezing when his penis was gripped now seemed like a remarkably light and insignificant episode compared to this profound shock.

He—he ate it…!

“Ugh!” Hakyung shrieked, a raw cry of disbelief escaping his throat, and instinctively grabbed Muheon’s hand.

But to his utter dismay, all the semen he’d ejaculated had already been completely consumed, vanishing into the man’s mouth.

The end, the absolute end, the situation irrevocably concluded.

Hakyung looked at Muheon with an expression of profound loss, as if he had lost everything in the world.

At the corner of his large, expressive eyes, a single, glistening tear hung precariously, whether from intense excitement or searing anger, it was impossible to tell.

Muheon swallowed audibly, a loud gulp, cleanly getting down every last trace that had remained in his mouth, leaving nothing behind.

“It tastes pretty good, doesn’t it?”

“Don’t say it! Don’t say it!”

It felt as though something ripped straight from a hardcore adult film was unfolding vividly before his very eyes, and Hakyung felt like he was genuinely going insane.

The Hakyung , who was only wild and unrestrained in his mind, was a complete and utter novice compared to Muheon, who was clearly a seasoned master in both his thoughts and his actions.

Even while passionately asking for his nipples to be sucked, he felt a surge of fear when his penis was gripped, and while he adored kissing, he had never once in his wildest imagination conceived of consuming semen.

However, Hakyung, trembling uncontrollably like a frightened puppy, still continued to step forward, one hesitant foot after another.

It was undeniably unfamiliar and deeply embarrassing, but he found that he simply didn’t feel the desire to run away.

Showing his awkwardness and inexperience in front of his lover once was more than enough.

Hakyung, having made his quiet, personal decision, slowly opened his arms, a gesture of surrender and invitation.

As if he had been waiting for precisely this moment, the man’s firm, powerful arms immediately wrapped around him, pulling him into a secure embrace.

Sitting once again on his boss’s firm, unyielding thigh, Hakyung shared a long, languid, and deeply satisfying kiss, and then crooked his eyes as if utterly content.

An intense, passionate kiss was now as effortlessly enjoyable as eating a cold bowl of soup.

Smooch, smooch.

Hakyung, who even deliciously sucked the tongue without being explicitly asked, moved his hands with purpose and began to lightly fumble over Muheon’s broad, muscular back.

This was because, to his mild annoyance, he was still completely naked while his boss remained impeccably dressed.

His boss had effortlessly stripped off his clothes earlier, but Hakyung, despite his best efforts, always seemed to fail in his attempts to return the favor.

“B-boss, h-hng.”

“Hmm?”

“Aren’t you going to take your clothes off? Do you perhaps have a magnificent dragon tattooed on your back or something equally grand?”

Hakyung closed his eyes, pressing light kisses on Muheon’s chin as he voiced his lingering doubts.


Or perhaps, he mused internally, his boss was simply embarrassed about the elusive eel scales that might unexpectedly pop out at any given moment…?

He kept that last thought strictly to himself.

It was at the very moment Hakyung placed his fingers delicately on a button of Muheon’s shirt.

Muheon naturally took Hakyung’s hand, gently pulling him closer, and sealed their lips together.

The kiss began to flow seamlessly, like water, and once again, Hakyung failed to successfully strip his boss’s clothes.

What did it truly matter if he was dressed or not?

Rubbing lips with him was an exquisite pleasure, so utterly enjoyable.

Soon, a kaleidoscope of small, sparkling stars began to dance and fly around in Hakyung’s mind, completely engrossed in the overwhelming bliss of the kiss.

“Hmph, ohh.”

“Haa.”

Tingle. Hearing his boss’s excited, breathy sigh like that made Hakyung feel as if his feet were literally floating upwards, detached from the ground.

It was an indescribably blissful realization that his lover was so profoundly excited while rubbing lips with him, touching his nipples, and stroking his penis.

Without even considering lowering the corners of his lips, which were irrepressibly turned upwards in a wide smile, Hakyung wrapped his thighs even more tightly around Muheon’s side, drawing him impossibly closer.

In a tender response, the man’s large, warm palm carefully and lovingly caressed Hakyung’s soft, white thighs.

When the rough yet exquisitely smooth palm stroked the inside of his thighs, hot, gusty breaths puffed out of Hakyung’s nose with a soft “hoomph,” and the breathing hole on the top of his head quivered visibly.

He was getting incredibly hot, and wearing his hat suddenly felt suffocatingly tight.

He had never once felt suffocated while wearing his hat before, having always considered it an integral part of his very being.

Hakyung hesitated for a brief moment, a wave of concern washing over him.

No matter how much he adored his boss, he worried if it would truly be okay to take off his hat in front of him.

For a Gang-dolphin shifter to expose his breathing hole by taking off his hat in front of others was akin to revealing his very lifeline, his most vulnerable point.

The breathing hole on the top of their head was extraordinarily delicate and sensitive; even a slight, misplaced touch could frequently lead to severe complications.

That was precisely why Gang-dolphin shifters wore hats every single day, come rain or shine, snow or sleet.

Hakyung, more than anyone, understood the profound importance of his hat.

But, well.

Who in their right mind would wear a hat when doing that?

Besides, he had already exposed his penis, another highly sensitive and crucial spot, so there was truly nothing left to hide.

Hakyung, a proud and determined Gang-dolphin of South Korea, boldly made his decision and, with a flourish, threw off his hat.

Fortunately, perhaps because he had meticulously washed the breathing hole on the top of his head five times that very morning, the hair inside his hat was still pleasantly dry and fluffy.

Muheon, who had momentarily flinched in surprise when Hakyung so abruptly threw off his hat, soon recovered and smiled contentedly at the soft, pink hair now spread loosely and invitingly on the bed.

He then gently raised his hand and began to delicately stroke Hakyung’s hair, strand by soft strand.


Hakyung, who had instinctively hunched his shoulders at his boss’s loving and affectionate gesture, whispered softly, “Boss, you saw my bare head, so you simply have to take responsibility.”

“…?” Muheon questioned, a hint of confusion in his expression.

“I showed you absolutely everything! Now, quickly, nod your head!”

Hakyung’s tone was so fiercely determined that it seemed he would snap Muheon’s neck if he didn’t immediately comply.

Under that immense pressure, Muheon wisely nodded his head, and Hakyung, looking utterly satisfied like a well-fed cat, narrowed his eyes playfully and declared, “Then let’s continue.”



 
  Chapter 40: The Sweet Devouring





This was the adorable provocation of the young Gang-dolphin.

In a captivating response, Muheon, who had been tenderly stroking Hakyung’s soft, pink hair, gracefully lowered his lips to meet him.

His lips descended with a gentle reverence, first gracing Hakyung’s moderately rounded forehead, then tracing a path over his long eyelashes, which fanned out like delicate brushes.

They paused momentarily at his small nostrils, where tiny beads of sweat had formed, before continuing their intimate journey.

Each time this intimate contact was made, Muheon was immensely pleased by the sight of Hakyung’s small, white body squirming and shifting, clearly unsure of what to do next.

With deliberate movements, Muheon kneaded Hakyung’s buttocks, which were remarkably soft, much like freshly steamed buns.

The delightful sensation of their texture and perfect volume in his hands was exactly what he desired.

It was, without a doubt, a truly delightful backside.

***

Hakyung’s thighs trembled in exquisite sync with Muheon’s hands, which moved with a practiced rhythm, back and forth, as if diligently kneading a soft, yielding dough.

“Kang Hakyung, what delightful things do you eat to be this incredibly soft?” Muheon purred, his voice laced with genuine curiosity.

“R-rice…?” Hakyung stammered, his answer hesitant and unsure.

“What?” Muheon pressed gently.

“Meat, side dishes with meat? I actually had grilled beef this morning, h-huh…?” Hakyung revealed.

Despite the highly intimate setting and the nature of their encounter, Hakyung responded with surprising earnestness, as though they were simply discussing breakfast.

Muheon, who had shifted his position and was now diligently, almost reverently, sucking on Hakyung’s small nipples for a considerable while, let out a soft, amused chuckle.

At the sound, Hakyung’s small feet, his nipples now even more intensely ticklish from the surge of excitement, began to thrash lightly against the bed, a tiny, involuntary dance of pleasure.

“Why, why are you laughing!” Hakyung demanded, with a playful indignation in his voice.

“Because Kang Hakyung is simply adorable. Let’s make sure you eat lots of meat from now on,” Muheon replied, his tone warm and affectionate.

“Yes, yes,” Hakyung agreed, once again with remarkable earnestness, as he placed his hand tentatively on Muheon’s broad shoulder.

He yearned to touch his boss’s bare skin as well, but he harbored a subtle suspicion that his boss’s exposed body might be a source of insecurity for him.

Perhaps, Hakyung mused, just like on the rooftop during their last encounter, black scales might unexpectedly pop out if Muheon concentrated too intensely.

Or perhaps this physical trait had caused him discomfort with his previous lovers in more intimate moments.

What if it was truly something like that?

Hakyung, despite being a Gang-dolphin shifter himself, decided that with his heart as expansive and accommodating as the vast Pacific Ocean, he would wholeheartedly understand his boss’s perceived vulnerabilities.

“Well,” he thought, “after watching various videos, people seemed to manage perfectly fine even with clothes on…” Hakyung nodded his head subtly, rapidly rewinding the vivid scenes playing out in his mind’s eye.

He envisioned himself as an amazing lover, one who could embrace and accept even his boss’s flaws. Creeee!

Lost in the romanticized vision of his self-assigned role, Hakyung gazed at the man—or rather, looked down at him—with eyes that conveyed a profound and complete understanding.

But whether Hakyung looked at him with understanding or not, Muheon remained entirely preoccupied, busy biting and sucking on Hakyung’s sweet, fruit-like nipples.

Slurp, Chomp!

The word “ravenous” perfectly captured the intensity of Muheon’s actions.

Hakyung found himself succumbing to a peculiar and complex emotion as he watched the man so enthusiastically devour his chest.

It was a bewildering mix of tingling, embarrassment, and even shame, yet… he found himself wishing, with a burgeoning desire, that Muheon would continue sucking, not just today, but tomorrow and the day after, a continuous cascade of pleasure.

As if he had somehow intuited Hakyung’s unspoken wish, Muheon’s tongue moved even more fiercely, its movements becoming more urgent and demanding.

A pleasure-filled moan, raw and uninhibited, escaped Hakyung’s lips, his mind having been briefly lost in a hazy cloud of sensation.

“Ah, ugh!”

“Ha, Kang Hakyung… Hakyung-ah.”

It was the first time Hakyung had ever heard such an intimate and affectionate address.

At the mere two syllables of his name, uttered so tenderly from his boss’s lips, Hakyung’s heart felt as though it had plummeted and then soared, an exhilarating, dizzying sensation.

The soft, almost pained murmur of Muheon’s voice caused Hakyung’s nose to tingle, and his affection for his boss welled up even more profoundly, a gushing spring of tenderness.

He consciously put strength into his legs, which were now trembling from being held open for such an extended period.

He absolutely loved how his boss’s thick, firm side completely filled the intimate space between his thighs.

This must be why ladies of old loved their strong, dependable servants so much, he mused, a fanciful thought in the midst of his escalating arousal.

With all sorts of silly, rambling thoughts swirling in his mind, Hakyung slowly lowered his hand, which had been resting on Muheon’s shoulder, a little further down, beginning to caress his boss’s back.

Every time Muheon’s lips moved, the powerful muscles in his back rippled, almost as if they were a living, breathing beast beneath his touch.

Hakyung’s mouth suddenly began to water, a palpable sensation of desire.

If his boss truly didn’t want to take off his clothes, Hakyung reasoned, he could simply leave the shirt on, slip his head inside it, and then suck.

Hakyung moved his tongue, sensuously licking his lips.

His mouth, which had become dry from excitement, felt rough and parched against the tip of his tongue.

If he were to suck with lips like these, they would only be scratchy and uncomfortable, so he needed to moisten them a little first…!

“Gasp! B-boss?!” Hakyung exclaimed, a startled sound escaping him.

“Mmm?” Muheon hummed, a low, questioning sound.

While Hakyung was still mentally running various simulations and considering his next move, Muheon had diligently and stealthily moved further and further down.

By now, he had already taken Hakyung’s small penis into his mouth, a warm, wet enclosure.

Muheon merely looked up, his eyes meeting Hakyung’s gaze directly.

His dark, alien eyes gleamed with an intense, almost primal light, sending their piercing gaze to various points on Hakyung’s flushed face.

It felt as though everywhere his boss’s gaze touched, it ignited a burning, searing heat.

“Ssssh,” Muheon softly commanded, his voice a low, suggestive whisper.

***

Muheon, holding Hakyung’s small penis firmly in his mouth, moved his tongue, diligently licking the shaft.

In the moist, warm cavern of his mouth, Hakyung’s member was firmly entwined by Muheon’s long tongue, which moved with a serpentine grace.

“Wow, whoa… this was real…” Hakyung gasped, a mixture of disbelief and burgeoning arousal.

His navel area tightened intensely, a knot of exquisite sensation.

A thin, almost imperceptible moan escaped Hakyung’s trembling lips, a sound of profound pleasure.

“Ahh…!” he moaned, a little louder this time, his body arching subtly.

With one hand firmly on Hakyung’s thigh, the other expertly kneading his soft, yielding butt, and his mouth embracing Hakyung’s cute dick, Muheon’s eyes curved in an expression of deep, utter satisfaction.

He had all of Hakyung, every delicious part, within his grasp and his mouth.

Though it had gained some noticeable strength from their ongoing intimacy, the clear youthfulness of Hakyung’s dick made it even more delightful in his mouth than when it was simply touched by hand.

It was a new and profound pleasure.

Suppressing his tongue, which seemed to keep wanting to split at the tip from the overwhelming excitement, Muheon moved his tongue and lips with increased speed and intensity.

He felt like he would genuinely go crazy with how adorable his young lover was, reacting in such wonderfully varied ways to his every powerful movement.

After holding Hakyung’s dick in his mouth for a considerable period, tasting it thoroughly by rolling it around his oral cavity, Muheon’s Adam’s apple bobbed significantly.

He swallowed the pre-cum mixed with his own saliva, a deliberate, guttural sound.

It was sweeter than honey water and proved to be more effective at quenching thirst than any sports drink he had ever encountered.

Muheon opened his throat wide, as if he fully intended to swallow the entire dick right then and there.

“Ugh! W-wait…! Ugh!” Hakyung cried out, a desperate plea.

When Muheon had only been sucking with his tongue and lips, Hakyung’s face would flush a delightful red as he openly enjoyed the act.

But with the tip of his glans touching Muheon’s throat, such profound and deep fellatio left him utterly disoriented, his mind a dizzying whirl of sensation.

The excessive pleasure blooming from his very core made it nearly impossible to breathe properly, his lungs struggling to expand.

Hakyung thrashed, desperately struggling to escape the intoxicating embrace, but his body was already firmly gripped and held in place by the man’s large, unyielding hands.

If this continued, he was undeniably going to ejaculate heavily into his boss’s mouth, a thought both terrifying and thrilling.

Hakyung shook his head emphatically, crying out a muffled “No,” but it seemed his desperate words didn’t quite penetrate Muheon’s excited awareness.

In fact, if anything, Muheon seemed to suck even harder than before, making distinct smacking sounds of enjoyment.

While holding Hakyung’s penis intimately in his mouth, his boss mumbled something.

Though the exact pronunciation was indistinct, Hakyung could easily predict, with a growing sense of awe, that it was a string of rough curses like “fuck, shit, damn…”—words that only heightened the raw intensity of the moment.

Each time, his foreskin brushed against the man’s sharp teeth, and Hakyung shivered with a primal sensation akin to the fear of being devoured.

In that moment, Hakyung finally realized that pleasure and terror could indeed coexist, woven together in a complex tapestry of feeling.

One moment, he desperately wanted to squirm away, to escape the overwhelming sensations.

The next, a perverse thought arose: perhaps being simply devoured wouldn’t be so bad after all.

Then, abruptly, a more traditional, almost scholarly thought popped into his head: surely ejaculating into someone’s mouth was simply not polite.

Meanwhile, Muheon, who was still holding Hakyung’s dick in his mouth, seemed utterly delighted, as if he were simply savoring a rare and exquisite delicacy without a single care in the world.

“A-ow, Boss, wait…! I-I’m about to… about to go!” Hakyung cried out, reaching his absolute limit, desperately calling out to his boss.

Nevertheless, Muheon didn’t budge a single inch, merely continuing his powerful ministrations.

After whimpering and struggling for a brief moment, Hakyung eventually let go of everything, surrendering to the inevitable.

Perhaps my penis is just perfectly suited to my boss’s taste, he mused, a strange thought in the midst of his climax.

As he considered this, instead of shame and embarrassment, a curious and overwhelming sense of pride began to fill him, swelling in his chest.

“O-kay…! Ugh!” he gasped, the words tumbling out.

Once the reins were loosened, it was absolutely impossible to rein them back in.

Hakyung, admirably, screamed to his heart’s content, flailed around, and expressed with every fiber of his being exactly how much he was feeling, holding nothing back.

Muheon, too, expertly adjusted the pressure of his fingers gripping Hakyung’s pelvic area, subtly changing the intensity, further encouraging his young lover to fully embrace the sensation.

Just as Hakyung had predicted a moment ago, he came quickly, ejaculating shortly after his desperate plea.

This time, the slightly thinner semen from his second climax passed effortlessly through Muheon’s mouth and was sucked down his throat, a swift and complete ingestion.

Gulp.

Again, the distinct sound of the man deliciously swallowing the semen resonated through the intimate space of the room.

Hakyung trembled uncontrollably, barely managing to swallow the overwhelming urge to disappear into the very ground beneath him.

Fortunately, his boss only consumed the semen, and spared his penis, releasing it from his mouth.

Plop.

With a rather cute, wet sound effect, Hakyung’s penis, now slick and glistening with saliva, emerged from Muheon’s mouth.

Wet and shining with spit, it looked exactly like something that had been drenched in sweet honey.

Having reached climax twice, Hakyung gasped for breath, his breathing shallow and rapid.

Accordingly, his white, flat stomach incessantly inflated and deflated, a constant, rhythmic movement.

Unable to wait a moment longer, Muheon stretched out his large hand and began to squeeze Hakyung’s stomach as if kneading dough, his fingers pressing into the soft flesh.

In an instant, Hakyung’s white belly was covered in distinct handprints, a testament to Muheon’s urgent touch.

“Ugh, that’s enough… Let’s switch.” Hakyung managed to gasp, regaining some composure.

“Switch?” Muheon questioned, a hint of surprise in his voice.

“I, I want to taste your dick too, Boss!” Hakyung declared, his voice filled with newfound determination.

An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth.

Hakyung wasn’t entirely sure if this particular proverb truly applied in their unique situation, but regardless, he was desperate to taste his boss’s penis, an overwhelming craving.

Hakyung, who had now truly transformed into a bold, lustful, and physically vibrant young Gang-dolphin, smacked his lips in anticipation.

Moving his body, which was still swaying and unsteady like a newborn deer, Hakyung somehow managed to climb atop Muheon, straddling him with newfound resolve.


The moment the rough fabric of Muheon’s pants touched his soft buttocks, a strange, thrilling excitement surged within him, igniting a new wave of desire.

His boss’s center, too, was sufficiently swollen and large enough to be clearly felt even through the thick fabric of his pants, a promising sign.

The tiny worry that had surfaced earlier, wondering if he was the only one feeling so intensely excited, peacefully subsided, replaced by a calm certainty.

Lululu, Hakyung hummed a happy tune as his hand reached for Muheon’s pants zipper.

“Kang Hakyung, stop.”

A low, resonant voice suddenly pierced Hakyung’s ear, sharp and undeniable.



 
  Chapter 41: A Teasing Retreat





Hakyung paused in the very act of unzipping, his movements arrested as if he were a playful puppy being reined in by a short, sharp command from his master.

Muheon, with an almost imperceptible swiftness, rose from the edge of the bed.

With tender, almost paternal, gestures, he smoothed Hakyung’s tousled pink hair and gently caressed his flushed, rosy cheeks.

Following this intimate moment, Muheon meticulously adjusted his own clothes, ensuring they were neat.

A distinct pout, a visible manifestation of his displeasure, formed on Hakyung’s smooth cheeks, swelling outwards.

“Why! Why are you stopping now? We were just getting started!” Hakyung demanded, his voice a mixture of frustration and playful indignation.

***

“Exactly! Fair’s fair, I want to taste your… mmph!”

Before Hakyung could complete his cute yet undeniably defiant protest, the man swiftly silenced him, pressing his own lips firmly against Hakyung’s, cutting off the sentence mid-utterance.

“Mmm! Mmm-mm!” Hakyung mumbled his displeasure, the sounds muffled by Muheon’s mouth.

Even these muffled protests were swallowed by the insistent dance of Muheon’s tongue within their kiss.

A faint, distinctly briny taste, a lingering essence of their recent intimacy, brushed against Hakyung’s tongue, causing the tips of his ears to turn a bright, embarrassed red.

Yet, in the intoxicating throes of the deep, passionate kiss, any trace of embarrassment quickly evaporated, dissolving like mist in the morning sun.

As the long, profound kiss continued, Hakyung found himself growing increasingly breathless and utterly exhausted, his body weakening under the weight of sensation.

Only then did the intensity in Muheon’s grip subtly lessen.

He gently pulled his lips away, creating a tantalizing space, and then pressed them once more, softly, to Hakyung’s eyelids.

Hakyung’s trembling eyelashes brushed delicately against Muheon’s lower lip, a soft, feather-light tickle that caused Muheon’s lips to curve upwards in a subtle, involuntary smile of contentment.

“You can’t even breathe properly while kissing, and you say you want to ‘eat’ something?” Muheon teased, his voice a low rumble.

“Kissing and that are entirely different! Oh, seriously, are you just going to keep avoiding it like this?” Hakyung retorted, exasperated.

“Later, we’ll do it slowly,” Muheon promised, his voice soft and soothing.

Muheon’s words, uttered as if he were placating a small child with the promise of future candy, made Hakyung suddenly shriek in frustration.

My lover with a heart as wide as the Pacific?

Hakyung thought sarcastically.

At that precise moment, Hakyung’s heart felt as small and petty as a salted anchovy’s gut, brimming with indignation.

“Are you really impotent, Boss?!” Hakyung’s shout was so thunderous and resounding that it seemed to make the very air in the room vibrate.

He even worried for a fleeting moment that his outburst might have been clearly heard in the adjacent room.

The direct, forceful assault on his eardrums caused Muheon’s brow to subtly furrow, a slight V appearing between his eyes.

“I told you no,” Muheon stated calmly, his voice unwavering.

“Then why! Huh?” Hakyung demanded, his voice rising in pitch.

“It’s… complicated,” Muheon replied, his tone guarded.

Muheon continued to hold back, a characteristic he rarely displayed, making him uncharacteristically cautious compared to his usual bold demeanor.

Frustrated by the lack of clear explanation, Hakyung reached out instinctively and firmly gripped Muheon in a certain “heavy” spot, a direct and unexpected attack that caused Muheon’s firm shoulder to twitch in surprise.

Seeing such a clear and immediate reaction only served to make Hakyung even more exasperated and acutely irritable.

Hakyung tightened his grip, his fingers digging in with insistent pressure, effectively “roasting” his boss with his agitation.

“That’s so unfair, Boss. When I suggested coming here, you totally knew what I was hinting at! So why are you holding back? I showered so many times this morning, and I even meticulously cleaned my head-vent multiple times, okay? I did all that!”

“You did?” Muheon asked, a hint of genuine amusement dancing in his voice.

“Yes! I did!” Hakyung asserted forcefully, his voice ringing with conviction.

Hakyung then abruptly thrust the top of his head towards his boss, showcasing his effort.

He felt even more profoundly upset because he had revealed not just his penis, but also his head-vent—something even more precious and vulnerable than his penis to a Gang-dolphin.

Yet, it seemed his boss didn’t feel the same level of affection or commitment to reciprocate to the same extent, a thought that deeply wounded Hakyung.

So what if a few scales show?

And so what if there’s a large, intricate tattoo on his back?

Hakyung was, by nature, a Gang-dolphin who could lovingly embrace and accept even his lover’s perceived flaws and imperfections.

Muheon gazed down at the pink head-vent thrust so intimately close to his face for a long, contemplative moment.

Then, a soft smile graced his lips, and he wrapped his arms tightly around Hakyung’s small, trembling body.

His young lover was so incredibly adorable and utterly charming that Muheon found himself momentarily at a loss for what to do with the overwhelming surge of affection.

And because of that deep affection, he felt even more afraid, even more cautious than usual.

He worried that if he revealed absolutely everything right at this moment, Hakyung might, perhaps, run away from him.

It was, he acknowledged internally, the subtle pettiness of an old man burdened by ancient fears.

Muheon buried his nose gently in Hakyung’s head-vent and inhaled deeply, taking in his scent.

As Hakyung’s unique, sweet scent completely filled his entire being, the world around Muheon seemed to gently spin, a dizzying euphoria.

“Alright, Kang Hakyung,” Muheon murmured, his voice a soft affirmation.

At the word “alright,” which had escaped Muheon’s lips without any conscious thought, Hakyung, who had been squirming with restless energy, let out a huge sigh of profound relief, the tension easing from his small frame.

“I really like you a lot too, Boss,” Hakyung confessed, his voice tender.

“So, please be understanding,” Muheon pleaded gently.

“I won’t be understanding next time, though. I’ll rip all your clothes off first, just you wait,” Hakyung declared, a hint of playful menace in his tone.

“Alright,” Muheon conceded softly, a smile in his voice.

Hakyung, clutching Muheon’s shirt as if preparing to grab him by the collar, gnawed lightly on his firm shoulder and let out a soft growl.

No matter how he pondered it, the “Gang” in “Gang-dolphin” surely must have come from “Puppy,” not “River.”

Muheon, who patiently offered his shoulder until Hakyung’s playful anger fully subsided, then gently lifted Hakyung into his arms with effortless ease.

“Let’s go wash up now,” Muheon suggested.

“Hehe, together?” Hakyung asked playfully, a hopeful glint in his eyes.

“No,” Muheon replied, his voice firm but not unkind.

“Wow, that’s really unfair,” Hakyung pouted, feigning indignation.

Despite his words, Hakyung instinctively tightened his legs around Muheon’s waist, clinging to him closely.

***

Hakyung’s mind, following his bizarre work outing with his boss, was now completely consumed by thoughts of “that special something,” the enigmatic part of Muheon he hadn’t yet seen.

That very evening, after returning from Seongsu-dong, a sudden, vivid thought struck him—something Mr. Geoun, a mutual acquaintance, had started to talk about but then abruptly stopped.

When Hakyung had touched it with his hand earlier, there hadn’t been anything particularly strange or unusual about its shape; it had simply felt substantial.

As if trying to recall the exact sensation, Hakyung wiggled his fingers in the air, his hand mimicking the motion of trying to conjure the tactile memory.

“It felt really substantial…” Hakyung muttered to himself, his voice trailing off.

He then lowered his hand to gently grasp his own penis.

His hands, admittedly small for an adult man, could easily encompass it.

He wondered, with a pang of self-consciousness, how insignificant it must have seemed to his formidable boss.

He suddenly understood, with a clarity that both enlightened and slightly wounded his pride, why his boss had such an easy and apparently delightful time sucking him.

Hakyung’s pride, suddenly and severely bruised, led him to pout his lips as he began to move his hand in a familiar motion.

Naturally, he didn’t feel the same intense excitement or overwhelming pleasure as when his boss had performed the act.

The difference was stark.

Tsk.


Hakyung smacked his lips in profound disappointment, a small, frustrated sound, and then rolled around on the duvet, a whirlwind of restless energy.

What on earth is the boss’s secret?

What truly is it?

And how on earth can I orchestrate the next opportunity to discover it?

These unresolved, nagging questions rolled around within his mind, compounding his agitation and refusing to be settled.

As if playfully mocking Hakyung’s turmoil, the pink dolphin figurine adorning the landscape art piece softly swayed, emitting a clear, tinkling sound that echoed the lightness of its unburdened existence.

Meanwhile, Muheon, who had, perhaps inadvertently, burdened his young lover with what felt like the greatest dilemma on earth, was not entirely at ease either.

Compared to other Imugis of his kind, he was generally less ambitious and less driven by external desires.

However, he was certainly not indifferent to the things, or in this case, the individual, he held dear.

His affection for Hakyung was a new and profound force, compelling him to seek a path forward.



 
  Chapter 42: Unexpected Concern





Unbeknownst to Hakyung, who was busily enjoying his leisurely cafe tour, Muheon and Ki Sang-ho were in fact deep in the midst of plotting their next moves.

“How is it, little brother Hakyung? This salted vanilla latte is absolutely delicious, isn’t it?” Bo Geun-rim inquired, his voice warm and friendly.

“Yes! Hyung-nim, it’s truly the perfect blend of sweet and salty!” Hakyung exclaimed, his eyes lighting up with pleasure.

Bo Geun-rim, Hakyung’s unofficial but very much appreciated official latte mate at the company, and Hakyung habitually enjoyed their daily ritual: a refreshing vanilla latte from one of the nearby cafes after their lunch break.

Today, they had ventured out for a pleasant stroll to discover a new cafe in the area.

It was past two o’clock, and the air temperature had risen considerably, making the cold, creamy drink slide down smoothly and delightfully.

“We should definitely add this place to our growing list of good spots,” Bo Geun-rim mused, taking another sip.

“We absolutely should. Our list of delicious places has grown quite long already,” Hakyung agreed, nodding his head.

“Exactly! Isn’t this the very fun part of working? Just looking at the meticulously organized list you’ve put together makes me feel full, even without eating anything!” Bo Geun-rim declared, praising Hakyung with genuine enthusiasm.

He began to hum a cheerful tune, and his vibrant red hair bobbed gently with the melody.

Hakyung, walking contentedly beside him, hummed along inwardly, following Bo Geun-rim’s amiable lead.

He felt a quiet sense of satisfaction that he could at least showcase his honed Excel skills in such a practical and enjoyable way.

It was just as their pleasant lunchtime, filled with both delightful conversation and delicious drinks, was nearing its end.

Suddenly, the phone in his pocket began to vibrate continuously, a persistent buzz.

It seemed to be a call, not merely a text message.

There’s no one who would normally call me at this time, he thought, a slight furrow appearing between his brows, as he checked the screen.

His younger brother’s name illuminated the display.

Hakyung’s head tilted slightly to the side in a gesture of curiosity and concern.

“Hyung-nim, I’ll just take this call and then head back inside,” Hakyung announced, already reaching for his phone.

“Okay, go ahead. I’ll go in first then,” Bo Geun-rim replied, waving a dismissive hand.

Hakyung waved back at Bo Geun-rim, bidding him a quick farewell, and then pressed the call button, bringing the phone to his ear.

“Hey Hajo. What’s up? Aren’t you supposed to be in class right now?” Hakyung asked, a hint of playful authority in his voice.

“Hyung-ah…!” The voice on the other end, coming through the phone, trembled faintly, a fragile sound that immediately caught Hakyung’s attention.

Startled by the unexpected tremor, Hakyung exclaimed, “What’s wrong! Are you crying?”

“Hyung-ah, Grandma’s sick…!” Hajo’s voice cracked, thick with distress.

“Grandma’s sick? No, where is she sick, and how bad is it?” Hakyung demanded, his heart beginning to pound.

At the sudden news of his grandmother’s illness, Hakyung’s heart sank with a sickening lurch.

She had been perfectly fine, even cheerful, when he called her just two days ago.

How sick must she be for his younger brother to be crying so openly on the phone?

Now, Hakyung’s own voice began to tremble uncontrollably.

His grandmother was more than just a family member; she was the unwavering pillar of their entire family and the eternal, protective guardian of the young Gang-dolphin siblings.

For such a vital figure, his beloved grandmother, to be sick…

Hakyung’s eyes became visibly moist with unshed tears, blurring his vision.

“She fell while working in the field yesterday, and her knee and ankle are super swollen. She says she can’t even get up… and she refuses to go to the hospital, and she told us specifically not to contact you, Hyung-ah…! Sniff…!” Hajo’s voice was a choked sob, filled with a child’s helpless despair.

His young siblings, still just students, had clearly been filled with anxiety all day, pacing restlessly, unable to do anything concrete because of their grandmother’s fierce stubbornness.

How badly must she have fallen for her to be completely unable to get up?

Hakyung wondered, his mind reeling.

This was a woman who believed it was a literal catastrophe not to work in the fields every single day.

And why, for goodness sake, wouldn’t she go to the hospital?

And why, crucially, would she forbid them from contacting him…?

Hakyung instinctively smacked his throbbing forehead with the palm of his hand, a futile attempt to clear his racing thoughts and regain his composure.

Despite his desperate efforts, his fingertips and toes continued to tremble uncontrollably, a physical manifestation of his deep worry.

“Hajo-yah, first, put some ice on Grandma’s knee for her. Hyung-ah is going to come down there right now,” Hakyung instructed, his voice firm despite his internal turmoil.

“And whatever you do, don’t tell Grandma that Hyung-ah is coming.

She might get angry for no reason, you know how she is.”

“Okay. Can you really come? What about work…?” Hajo’s voice was still laced with doubt and concern for his older brother.

“Don’t worry about that at all. Anyway, Hyung is coming, so if anything, anything at all, happens, contact me again, okay?” Hakyung reassured him, trying to project confidence.

“Hmph, mmm…” Hajo’s sniffles were still audible.

“Don’t cry, now. Stop it.” Hakyung gently soothed his sniffling brother, offering what comfort he could from afar, then swiftly rushed back to the company building.

The office inside was in a slight state of chaotic bustle, as the lunch break had just concluded and everyone was returning to their duties.

Hakyung vaguely replied to the older colleagues who greeted him, inquiring if he had enjoyed his lunch, before pushing open the CEO’s office door with an uncharacteristic force.

He had completely forgotten the simple, common courtesy of knocking.

“Kang Hakyung?” Muheon questioned, his voice carried a note of surprise at Hakyung’s sudden, unannounced intrusion.

One of his eyebrows arched in a subtle query.

At Muheon’s call, Hakyung urgently cried out, his voice tinged with desperation, “I need to leave early!”

“What? What’s wrong? Why do you look like that?” Muheon asked, his concern was immediate and evident.

Hakyung’s face, as he abruptly declared his need for leave, was not merely pale; it had turned a distinct bluish-white, drained of all color.


Sensing something profoundly amiss, Muheon swiftly rose from his seat and gently, yet firmly, cupped Hakyung’s cheeks in his hands.

Hakyung’s cheeks, cradled within Muheon’s warm palms, trembled faintly, a clear sign that he was barely managing to hold back a torrent of tears.

“Kang Hakyung. Tell me, okay?” Muheon urged, his voice soft and persuasive.

“Boss,” Hakyung managed to utter, his voice thick.

“Yes, I’m here,” Muheon replied, his tone gentle and reassuring.

At the man’s tender and unwavering response, Hakyung’s eyebrows furrowed deeply, the visible effort of holding back his emotions.

The moisture filling his eyes shimmered precariously, threatening to spill over at any moment, like a dam about to burst.

“Grandma, Grandma fell really badly yesterday… and she can’t get up at all,” Hakyung explained, his words tumbling out in a disjointed rush.

“I think she really needs to go to the hospital, but my siblings are too young to handle it, and I need to go there myself…”

Despite the fragmented nature of Hakyung’s words, Muheon, who had largely pieced together the gravity of the situation, gently continued to rub Hakyung’s cheeks with a soothing motion.

At the man’s rough yet profoundly careful comfort, Hakyung’s eyebrows furrowed once more, his face contorting in a struggle to suppress the rising tears.

Fearing that Hakyung would become a weeping mess before they even managed to leave, Muheon quickly and decisively embraced him, pulling him into a secure hug.

“Alright. Let’s go,” Muheon stated, his voice firm and resolved.

“G-go?” Hakyung stammered, surprised by the unexpected declaration.

“Yes. I’ll go with you,” Muheon affirmed, his decision unyielding.

This wasn’t just a casual walk to a neighboring town; the destination was a place located approximately four hours away by car, a one-way journey.

Hakyung was acutely aware of the considerable distance.

“It’s too far, Boss. I’ll just go quickly by myself,” Hakyung protested, his voice laced with concern for Muheon’s time and effort.

“No, I can’t possibly send you alone,” Muheon stated, his voice laced with a deep, unwavering concern.

“I’d be far too worried about you. And truly, I can’t bear to be alone without you either.”

“Uh, uh…?”

Whenever Muheon so unexpectedly confirmed his deep affection in such direct terms, Hakyung was perpetually left in a state of bewildered surprise.

This time, as Hakyung merely rolled his eyes, utterly unable to process or react to the sudden declaration, Muheon took the initiative.

He gently but firmly interlocked their fingers and began to lead Hakyung out of the CEO’s office.

The company employees, having gradually grown accustomed to the increasingly intimate and close relationship between their CEO and Hakyung over the past few days, merely cast quick, discreet side glances, before calmly and peaceably bidding the pair farewell, their expressions serene.

“Park Geoun, contact me immediately if anything, anything at all, happens,” Muheon instructed, his voice carrying an undeniable authority.

“Yes, understood, CEO,” Geoun replied, his voice a steady, somewhat slow cadence.

Hearing Geoun’s confirmation, Muheon tightened his grip on Hakyung’s hand, a silent reassurance, and guided him directly towards the waiting parking lot.

“Get in,” Muheon commanded, opening the car door for Hakyung.

“Boss, are you actually driving yourself?” Hakyung asked, surprised by the direct involvement.

“Yeah,” Muheon affirmed, already settled in the driver’s seat. He gestured towards the navigation system. “Put the address in here.”

“You must be tired, Boss… I mean, you’ve had a long day…” Hakyung murmured, his concern evident.

“This much travel doesn’t tire me out. Come on, hurry,” Muheon urged, his voice gentle but firm.

At the man’s gentle prodding, Hakyung reluctantly entered the address of his rural home into the navigation system.

A bitter taste filled his mouth; he felt as though he wasn’t just causing his beloved lover worry, but also physically exhausting him by making him drive such a long distance.

Perhaps sensing Hakyung’s underlying unease, Muheon extended his right arm and gently, soothingly, stroked Hakyung’s head-vent, which was still covered by his hat. “Your grandmother will be perfectly fine. Don’t worry too much, alright?” Muheon reassured him, his voice a calming balm.

“Yes… Thank you, Boss,” Hakyung replied, his voice tinged with weariness, as he pressed his head-vent forcefully against his boss’s comforting palm, a small gesture of gratitude.

When they were alone together, Hakyung’s desire to speak would exponentially increase, and he would chatter incessantly, filling every quiet moment.

But now, with Hakyung glumly silent and withdrawn, it was Muheon who found himself speaking more frequently, trying to fill the void.

He constantly inquired if Hakyung desired anything to eat at the rest stop, or if there were any particular songs he wished to listen to, or if he felt even a hint of sleepiness.

Each time, Hakyung merely shook his head, his focus consumed by worry, and Muheon’s heart churned with a silent, consuming concern, burning within him.

How long did they drive in that heavy, expectant silence?

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, they arrived at Hakyung’s family home.

“Grandma!” Hakyung exclaimed, bursting out of the car as if propelled by a spring, and called out loudly, his voice echoing across the quiet property.

“What is it, Hakyung-ah?!” his grandmother’s voice, raspy with surprise, called out from inside.

“Grandma, Hyung-ah must be here!” Hajo’s excited voice rang out.

Hearing her eldest grandson’s distinct voice, the grandmother, who had been resting, looked around with a startled expression.

Hajo, who had been diligently massaging his grandmother’s aching legs, quickly scurried to the door and poked his face out, his eyes wide with anticipation.

“Hyung-ah!” Hajo cried, rushing forward.

“Hajo-yah, how’s Grandma doing?” Hakyung asked, concern etched deeply on his face.

Hakyung quickly kicked off his shoes, tossing them aside carelessly, and hurried to his grandmother’s side to assess her condition.

Just as his younger brother had described, her right knee and ankle were visibly swollen, alarmingly so, and her elbows and palms were covered in numerous small, superficial cuts and scrapes.

It was the first time his beloved grandmother had been hurt so severely, filling Hakyung with a potent mix of shock and a deep-seated resentment that she hadn’t sought medical attention despite her obvious injuries.

“Why didn’t you go to the hospital?!” Hakyung exclaimed, his voice rising sharply, tinged with accusation and worry.

His grandmother, taken aback by Hakyung’s sudden appearance and his immediate, agitated outburst, smacked her younger grandson, Hajo, lightly on the back.


“You little pig! Didn’t I explicitly tell you not to tell your brother I was hurting?!” she scolded, her voice surprisingly firm despite her pain.

“Ow! But Grandma, if you’re hurting this much, Hyung-ah needs to know!” Hajo protested, rubbing his back.

“Oh, really now? Look at you, talking back!” his grandmother retorted, a hint of exasperated affection in her tone.

His grandmother and younger brother began to bicker back and forth, a familiar dynamic.

Still, it was a profound relief to Hakyung to see that she retained enough energy to engage in such an argument.

But it’s still swollen so badly… she must have a crack somewhere, Hakyung thought, a tight lump forming in his throat.

He gently but firmly grabbed his grandmother’s shoulder.

Feeling her thin bones beneath the fragile skin of her arm, he felt a suffocating sensation, as if a large lump had formed in his own throat.

“Grandma, you have to go to the hospital. Why are you just staying at home like this?!” Hakyung pleaded, his voice cracking with emotion.

“No! What hospital? A simple patch will fix it right up! It’s you, Hakyung-ah, who shouldn’t have come all the way here, skipping work!” his grandmother retorted, her stubbornness unwavering.

“Is work the problem right now, Grandma?!” Hakyung cried, disbelief coloring his tone.


“Then what is the problem?! Are you going to get summarily fired from your job because of this?!” she shot back, her voice rising.

The situation had quickly devolved into a heated verbal sparring match between Hakyung and his grandmother, leaving his younger brother, Hajo, caught anxiously in the middle, fidgeting with discomfort.

Both Hakyung and his grandmother were known for their strong, unyielding wills, and in such arguments, trying to intervene often resulted in the intervener getting “caught in the crossfire.”

Hajo was pacing nervously, wringing his hands, when he sensed a large, imposing figure approaching from behind.

Then, a low, resonant voice cut through the bickering.

“I am his boss, and I have no intention of firing Hakyung for this,” Muheon stated calmly, his voice clear and authoritative.

“So, Grandmother, please, let’s get you treated.”


It was the powerful, unexpected arrival of his boss, the very man Hakyung had always sung praises about, repeatedly declaring “I like him, I like him” whenever he was on the phone.



 
  Chapter 43: A Family Unveiling





“What is it, Boss?”

His grandmother’s expression was utterly bewildered.

Then, she squinted her eyes, slowly scrutinizing the massive man from head to toe.

Hakyung, paradoxically, felt embarrassed by his grandmother’s blatant, undisguised observation.

It was his fault for not explaining that his boss wasn’t a “Seoul lady” but a “Seoul mister,” but still, she was staring a little too intently…

“Uhm… Grandma. This is the CEO of the company I work for.”

“I am Lee Muheon,” Muheon introduced himself, bowing his head respectfully.

His deep, resonant voice once again filled the small space.

“Oh, I see, I see. My goodness, come sit here! You must have gone through a lot of trouble bringing Hakyung!” His grandmother, snapping out of her daze at his polite greeting, quickly pointed to the spot next to her.

Muheon didn’t refuse her offer and settled himself on the floor.

At his movement, Hajo, who had been standing behind, quickly scrambled to stand next to his brother.

The man, who was tall enough for his head to nearly touch the ceiling when standing, didn’t shrink significantly even when seated.

His sheer size, filling the small room, caused not only his grandmother’s eyes but also Hakyung’s younger brother, Hajo’s, to tremble slightly.

“So, you’re the boss? At Hakyung’s company? Are there two bosses?” A series of questions followed, not precisely directed at anyone in particular.

Hakyung, who had been loudly badgering his grandmother to go to the hospital just moments ago, could only clamp his mouth shut like a clam.

In his frantic rush after hearing about his grandmother’s illness, he had completely forgotten that he had been hiding his boss’s true identity.

He hadn’t even considered the shock his grandmother would feel upon realizing that this boss was that boss.

Hakyung’s head increasingly shrank downwards, as if trying to disappear.

This was due to his own fault: while he had enthusiastically chatted about how well things were going with his boss, he had never once mentioned his boss’s true identity.

“I am the only CEO.”

“Huh…?”

“First, let’s go to the hospital. Hakyung was very worried.”

His grandmother, who usually wouldn’t listen to her grandchildren’s words, not even with half an ear, quickly agreed this time.

“Then, will you help me up, Boss? These little piggies of mine look like they’d stumble and fall if they tried to carry me.”

His grandmother clicked her tongue in disapproval, looking at her small-framed grandchildren.

The Gang-dolphin tribe was famously known for being smaller and shorter than other whale tribes, but compared to this “Seoul boss,” it was impossible not to let out a sigh.

At his grandmother’s clicking tongue, the Gang-dolphin brothers puffed out their cheeks, looking indignant.

After all, his grandmother herself was the owner of a very cute physique, barely exceeding 150cm.

“Get on my back,” Muheon said, turning his back to his grandmother.

A startled Hakyung tried to stop him, insisting that he would carry his grandmother, but Muheon paid him no mind.

On the back of the man who was the CEO of a company—or perhaps even a gangster boss—his grandmother smiled brightly.

She even patted his firm shoulders, remarking how comfortable his back was, like riding in a limousine.

Hakyung knew how firm and comfortable the man’s back was too…

No, this isn’t the point!

Why was it that his grandmother, who usually loathed receiving help from others, was so readily accepting his boss’s favor?

Cold sweat trickled down Hakyung’s back as he followed his boss and grandmother.

Next to Hakyung, Hajo, who had been trotting along, let out a gasp of “Whoaa!”

He continued to exclaim in awe in front of the car Hakyung had arrived in.

“This is really expensive…! Hyung-ah’s boss must be super rich!”

“Hey, Kang Hajo. What are you doing! Get over here right now!”

“Mmm. Okay. But seriously, that car costs well over 300 million won. It’s just so amazing.”

Hajo couldn’t take his eyes off the car, even as Hakyung dragged him away.

Hakyung gave his brother a light tap on the forehead and subtly glanced at his boss, wondering about his reaction.

Muheon hadn’t ever been particularly fussy about his car, but Hakyung worried his brother’s over-excitement might have annoyed him.

However, contrary to Hakyung’s worries, Muheon showed no particular reaction, focusing solely on safely seating his grandmother.

“Get in,” Muheon said to Hakyung, after even checking the seatbelt. Hakyung quickly took the passenger seat.

And in the back seat, next to his grandmother, Hajo was already seated.

Though he didn’t make a sound like before, Hajo was clearly fidgeting, as if he wanted to shout in excitement.

The car’s exterior was already stunning enough to elicit awe, but the interior was absolutely incredible.

The seat’s texture, incomparably luxurious compared to the village chief’s minivan, almost made his mouth water.

Hakyung let out a small sigh at his brother’s somewhat silly enthusiasm.

“Why the sigh?” Muheon asked, noticing.

“My brother is just so embarrassing…” Hakyung mumbled, his voice barely audible.

Muheon chuckled softly at the barely audible voice. “Why, he’s just like you.”

“What? Like me? What are you talking about, what?!” Hakyung bristled at the comparison to his brother.

His lips formed an adorable pout as he meticulously argued, asking where he was similar to his brother, insisting that he was taller and better looking.

Muheon gently stroked Hakyung’s head-vent, which was covered by his hat, giving a silent agreement.

He knew that if he didn’t, Hakyung would surely puff out his cheeks like a pufferfish for the entire ride to the hospital.

But truly, Hakyung and his brother were very much alike.

Just a moment ago, when he followed Hakyung, who had rushed into the house in a panic, Muheon had been quite surprised, though he didn’t show it outwardly.

Inside the house, there was a high school student, Kang Hakyung, with wavy pink hair and a hat.

Seeing both the high school Kang Hakyung and the original Kang Hakyung staring at him intently was quite a fresh shock.

Of course, among them, the original Kang Hakyung was the cutest and most lovable, but he also felt a warmth of affection for the family he was meeting for the first time.

Imugis, who are born from eggs and live solitary lives, typically don’t have relationships that could be called “family,” except in a few special cases.

“If you think of this as a chance to indirectly experience a play-house-like situation, and the participant is Kang Hakyung’s family, it wasn’t bad. In fact, it was good. It was even okay to put Hakyung in a small debt while they were at it.”

Unlike his complicated thoughts, Mooheon continued driving with a composed expression.

They arrived at the orthopedic clinic he usually went to, and as expected, the same nagging that Hakyung had given poured out of the doctor’s mouth.

‘Oh my, Grandma! Look at this! It’s fractured right through! If you had just left it, it would have split wide open right here and shattered!’

‘Shattered what?!’

‘Then how else would it stick together? You’re a person who’s always out in the fields!’

With a relationship spanning nearly 30 years, the doctor and the grandmother continued their unreserved bickering.

The staff and patients alike carried on with their work, unfazed by the two raising their voices loudly. It happened every day, so it was no big deal.

Only the Kang Dolphin siblings stood beside them, their faces drained of color, on the verge of tears.

‘S-so what should we do? Surgery? Do we need to be hospitalized?’

‘No, that’s not necessary, but when did Hakyung arrive? I heard he got a job in Seoul.’

The doctor grinned at Hakyung.

It felt like just yesterday when he’d come in with a torn forehead after jumping off a tidal rock, and now it was admirable and amazing that he was confidently pulling his weight as an adult.

‘Yes, yes. Grandma was sick, so I came down for a bit.’

‘Oh, good that you came. If you’d been a little later, you would’ve had to wear a cast for another month.’

At the doctor’s assertion, the Kang Dolphin siblings gasped ‘Heek!’ and patted the startled fontanelle on their heads.

The grandmother flared up at the doctor again, asking why he was scaring the kids.

The doctor didn’t bat an eye and went to prepare the casting materials. Once the doctor disappeared, Hakyung, who had been patting his fontanelle, huffed and approached his grandmother.

‘See, Grandma. Your leg is fractured. He said you need a cast!’

‘Just a little fracture, what… what!’

Embarrassed, the grandmother retorted loudly and glared at Hakyung.

Startled by the sudden change in gaze, Hakyung took a step back.

‘And you, you little piggy.’

‘Me? Me, what!’

‘President-nim? What, an older woman? You wicked little piggy, did that big-as-a-door young man look like a woman to your eyes?!’

‘The President is so handsome, of course not!’

As the conversation shifted to the President, Hakyung’s face flushed red with embarrassment.

The grandmother shook her head as if to say she couldn’t stop her grandson, who was clearly in love.

‘Is he that good?’

‘Oh, he’s incredibly good.’

‘Good heavens, I swear!’

The grandmother let out a hollow laugh with an exasperated expression.

It was absurd to see him squirming with delight after bringing home some dark-skinned guy.

No matter how she looked at it, it was obvious to her that her grandson was simply too happy for him.

Yet, as her own flesh and blood, the grandmother thought Hakyung was far too good for him.


The exasperated grandmother smacked Hakyung’s small back.

It hurt quite a bit, and a tear even welled up since it had been a while since she’d been hit.

Unfortunately, he was hit in a spot he couldn’t reach to rub.

While Hakyung whimpered at the stinging sensation, Mooheon, who had just entered the treatment room, gently stroked his small back with a large hand.

‘Where is there to hit such a small child?’

At the President’s quiet protest, the grandmother’s eyebrows crinkled sharply.

They were both a complete mess.



 
  Chapter 44: Interrogation And Acceptance





It was a moment of palpable tension.

The grandmother, her face etched with clear displeasure as she regarded her grandson and the imposing figure of the President, finally parted her lips to speak.

Yet, by a stroke of fortune for the two men, her impending lecture was swiftly cut short.

The doctor, entering precisely at that instant with his array of treatment tools, inadvertently became their savior.

Consequently, the grandmother’s anticipated stream of admonitions never even had the chance to begin.

Instead, the doctor’s own stern pronouncements were immediately unleashed upon the grandmother, a cascade of medical advice interspersed with gentle scolding.

Hakyung, standing attentively nearby, readily joined the fray, his voice echoing the doctor’s words in supportive agreement.

At her grandson’s utterly annoying yet endearing habit of constantly interjecting with commentary, a clear sign of his playful defiance, steam seemed to metaphorically billow from the grandmother’s head, a vivid indicator of her escalating frustration.

“Pay with this,” the grandmother declared, her voice firm.

Her leg, encased in a substantial cast, made her movements cumbersome, but she still managed to gingerly fish a card from her pocket.

Hakyung, ever vigilant, reacted in an instant, leaping forward as if propelled by a spring.

“I’m earning money now, what are you doing! Please, put that away right now,” he insisted, his tone a mix of exasperation and affection.

“Grandma has money too!” she retorted, a defiant glint in her eyes.

“I do too!” Hakyung declared, almost childishly, yet with a newfound sense of responsibility.

He briefly exchanged words with her, then turned on his heel and scurried towards the front desk, leaving his grandmother momentarily behind.

The old woman watched his retreating figure, a wistful sigh escaping her lips.

Just a few short years ago, her grandson had been utterly dependent, seemingly unable to do anything without her guidance.

Now, witnessing him take charge, tending to her needs with such earnestness, a profound sense of regret settled over her, overshadowing her pride.

A bitter taste lingered in her mouth; she felt as though she had become a useless, elderly woman, relegated to the “back room,” who had inadvertently taken her grandson’s precious time and hard-earned money.

“Hakyung receives a very good salary. Please don’t worry,” Muheon, who had been remarkably silent until this moment, finally interjected, his voice calm and reassuring.

At his words, the grandmother let out a hollow, almost disbelieving laugh, a soft “Huh” escaping her lips.

“Is that so? Hakyung called me the other day, saying he was earning a lot. So, it must have been true, then?” she mused, her skepticism slowly giving way to a hint of genuine curiosity.

“Yes, it’s absolutely true,” Muheon confirmed, his answer remarkably straightforward and unambiguous.

The man, the President, maintained an enigmatic demeanor throughout.

It was genuinely difficult to discern whether he was actively trying to make a good impression on the grandmother or if he simply wasn’t giving the situation much thought at all.

Even for someone with a wealth of social experience, one might anticipate a degree of hesitation or perhaps even awkwardness when facing a loved one’s family, especially a grandmother.

Yet, there was no hint of such apprehension from Muheon whatsoever.|

His composure was unwavering.

The grandmother, her gaze piercing, thoroughly scrutinized the man once more, her eyes taking in every detail.

Then, as if a signal had been given, she commenced her detailed interrogation.

“You said you were old,” she stated, her tone direct.

“Yes, quite old,” Muheon responded evenly.

He wisely refrained from adding the unspoken thought that undoubtedly lingered in his mind: ‘Older than you, Grandma, who’s speaking so informally to me.’

“Is your business strong?” she pressed, her voice laced with a practical concern for her grandson’s future.

“It’s a family business, passed down through generations,” Muheon explained confidently.

“Therefore, there’s absolutely no chance of it collapsing overnight, not in a single day.”

The grandmother’s brow, which had been furrowed with concern during the discussion of his age, visibly relaxed, the lines of worry subtly widening as a hint of satisfaction crossed her face.

“But, are you from the sea?” she suddenly inquired, her voice dropping slightly, laced with an old suspicion.

“I keep sensing a salty presence when you’re nearby.”

“Yes,” Muheon confirmed, his voice now a little more subdued.

This time, he didn’t have much to elaborate on.

He had heard tales that the village elders harbored a deep-seated aversion towards “sea folk,” a sentiment that had existed long before Hakyung had suffered that significant accident in the ocean.

Yet, Hakyung’s endearing habit of mumbling, despite everything, that he liked the President was so charming that at the time, Muheon had simply kissed him without much deeper thought.

But now, receiving such unpleasant glances purely for being from the sea, he found the feeling rather disagreeable.

Although, to be fair, even the sea dwellers themselves often regarded river creatures with disdain, claiming they carried the unpleasant scent of dirt. It was a mutual, if somewhat petty, disdain.

“Huh, indeed,” the grandmother scoffed, a mixture of disbelief and lingering resentment in her voice.

“Did you know my grandson almost drowned in the sea?”

“I heard about it,” Muheon replied, his tone respectful.

Not only had he heard about it, but he had also personally saved him.

Muheon knew, with a certainty that bordered on amusement, that if he were to reveal he’d fallen for Kang Hakyung’s cries as a child, he would undoubtedly receive a swift and painful beating right then and there.

Muheon, who had briefly chuckled to himself internally at the thought, then continued the conversation, his expression returning to its composed state.

“The punk – no, the guy who claimed to have saved him back then,” Muheon corrected himself, a slight edge entering his voice, “he apparently subjected Hakyung to consistently unfair treatment.”

“Yes, that darned scoundrel!” the grandmother exclaimed, her anger flaring anew. “Just looking at his face used to make my stomach clench! Didn’t his family just up and run away into the night after their house completely failed?”

“He hasn’t shown up since?” Muheon inquired, a hint of curiosity in his voice.

“Never! Not a single strand of hair!” she declared emphatically, clearly pleased by his absence.

It seemed Kim Taeyoung had the good sense to stay hidden, at least to preserve his own life and avoid the grandmother’s wrath.

The grandmother was still visibly fuming, huffing and puffing with unreleased anger, when Hakyung, having completed the payment process, returned and playfully rolled his eyes at her.

He seemed genuinely curious, wondering what intense discussion had transpired during his brief absence.

The grandmother and Muheon both fell silent simultaneously, their eyes meeting in a moment of shared understanding.

There was an unspoken agreement: there was no need to provide Hakyung with any additional clues that might trigger painful or negative memories from his past.

“Grandma, for now, please stay like this for two weeks, and then we’ll come back for another X-ray,” Hakyung instructed, his voice gentle but firm.

“Two weeks? What am I going to do, it’s so stifling!” she grumbled, her frustration evident.

“Then who told you to fall in the first place? I’m so upset, really!” Hakyung retorted, a mix of genuine concern and playful annoyance in his voice.

He emphatically pounded his chest, a gesture of his distress.

Even now, his heart sank at the vivid memory of his grandmother’s heavily bruised and swollen leg.

The grandmother, witnessing her grandson’s genuine distress, felt an equal measure of frustration.

Regardless of the precise reason for her fall, it was an undeniable fact that she had caused her beloved family worry and inconvenience.

An awkward silence settled over them for a while, punctuated only by the subtle sounds of the clinic.

Muheon, ever the steady presence, gently patted Hakyung’s back with his large hand.

A faint tremor, perhaps from Hakyung’s lingering anxiety, transmitted through his palm.

“Hakyung worried about you a lot,” Muheon observed softly, addressing his boyfriend.

“Kang Hakyung, you just need to say you worried about Grandma, why are you getting angry?”

“But… Yes, you’re right, I did get angry. I’m sorry for being angry, Grandma,” Hakyung conceded, his voice subdued.

He bowed his head, his shoulders slumping slightly.

He felt genuine remorse for having allowed his own frustration to show, especially when the person in pain was his grandmother.

The grandmother’s lips curled into a gentle, knowing smile as she watched Hakyung apologize so readily.

It was as if her formerly immature, somewhat childish, eldest grandson had matured a little, gaining a new perspective.

Perhaps Hakyung had also become more dependable, taking on a more responsible air, possibly influenced by his quiet and sturdy boyfriend, Muheon.

Though the fact that Muheon was from the sea, older, and somewhat taciturn bothered her a little, a small reservation in her heart, it was ultimately acceptable.

This was because it was abundantly clear to her discerning eyes that he cared very deeply for her grandson.

How many people had she met, and how many relationships had she formed over her seventy-plus years of life?

In her experienced eyes, the man, the President, was not someone with whom one would simply exchange casual affections.

He was a man of substance.

The grandmother, making a decisive move, firmly grasped the man’s forearm and, looking him directly in the eye, asked,

“Hakyung’s boyfriend. How about it, care to stay and eat a meal with us?”

***

Muheon was already two bowls of rice down, a testament to his hearty appetite, even in his somewhat uncomfortable, cramped position at the small dining table.

Hakyung’s younger siblings, sitting beside him, watched the man eat with wide-eyed fascination, their mouths agape in astonishment.

“Wow, Hakyung hyung’s boss really eats well!” exclaimed one of the younger siblings.

“He’s so big, so he should eat that much! Oppa is always a picky eater, that’s why he’s so small!” chirped another, playfully teasing Hakyung.

“Hey! Kang Dolphin is originally small, okay?” Hakyung retorted, a good-natured complaint.

The Kang family home, now even noisier with the youngest, Hawon, joining in after returning from school, buzzed with lively chatter.

The sound of his siblings bickering, whom he hadn’t seen in a while, was not annoying; rather, it filled Hakyung’s heart with a comforting warmth, a familiar, heartwarming melody.


Hakyung scooped another generous bowl of rice from the rice cooker and carefully placed it in front of the President.

“President, our grandma’s food is really delicious, isn’t it!” Hakyung declared proudly, his chest swelling with familial pride.

“Yeah,” Muheon affirmed, his mouth full, a slight smile playing on his lips.

“Here, these are the shrimp in the toha-jeot!” Hakyung continued, his enthusiasm bubbling over. “I caught them myself. It’s delicious, right!”

Hakyung carefully placed a portion of the fermented seafood onto Muheon’s spoon and beamed, his face lighting up with a radiant smile.

Though it wasn’t a particularly useful skill in the bustling city of Seoul, he truly wanted to let Muheon know that he was, in fact, the toha catching ace of this very village, a local legend in his own right.

Muheon, a faint smile gracing his lips as he observed Hakyung’s excitement, then gobbled it all down in one bite.

It was an appetite so robust, so insatiable, that it was utterly unimaginable for someone who had just finished two hearty bowls of rice moments before.

Hakyung, equally delighted by Muheon’s enjoyment, also polished off his own bowl of rice with gusto.

“It’s so good to eat Grandma’s food after a long time. The President is eating it so deliciously too! As expected, our Grandma is the best!” Hakyung exclaimed, his voice filled with genuine warmth and contentment.

“Really? I’m embarrassed to always serve you the same food without any meat, but it makes me happy to see you eat so well!” the grandmother chuckled, her heart warmed by their appreciation.

As Hakyung enthusiastically gave a double thumbs-up, the grandmother laughed with a childlike joy, her face crinkling with happiness like a young girl’s.

Her grandchildren, seeing her infectious smile, also broke into wide grins.

It was a simple, yet profoundly happy and heartwarming moment for the family.

Only Muheon, who had never in his entire life been in such a wonderfully ticklish or overtly emotional situation, remained silent.

He simply continued to eat, steadily finishing his third bowl of rice, a testament to the meal’s deliciousness and his quiet enjoyment.

***

Hakyung, patting his now very full stomach, began to prepare for his return journey to Seoul.

His grandmother and siblings all wore expressions of profound disappointment, their faces showing their sadness at his departure, but they were careful not to make a show of it.

Hakyung felt the same keen disappointment.

However, he knew that just for today, both he and the President had suddenly taken the day off from work.

This meant it was a certainty that the rest of their colleagues would have had to work even harder to cover their absence.

It was a considerable relief that as long as he was careful not to put too much weight on his grandmother’s injured leg or allow her to overdo it, her condition wouldn’t worsen significantly.

Hakyung entrusted his younger siblings with the important task of looking after their grandmother, and then diligently initiated an online transfer on his mobile phone.

“This is for you guys to buy tasty food, and new hats. Got it?” he instructed, his voice filled with care and generosity.

“Whoa, what! Hyung gave us pocket money!” exclaimed one of the younger ones, their eyes wide with disbelief and joy.

“Me too, me too!” another chimed in, equally thrilled.

It was a rather substantial amount for his siblings, who were still students, to receive at once.

Hakyung sniffled, a wave of inexplicable awkwardness washing over him as he watched his siblings literally jump around with unbridled excitement.

His grandmother looked ready to launch into another lengthy round of nagging about him giving money to the kids.

Hakyung, anticipating her lecture, quickly maneuvered away from her, grabbed Muheon’s arm, and hurried towards the waiting car.

“Grandma! I’ll be back the weekend after next! Don’t do any farm work, and don’t move around, okay?” he called out, his voice filled with lingering concern.

“That, that! That little piggy!” the grandmother exclaimed in exasperation, but her tone was softened by affection.


Leaving his grandmother’s shouts echoing behind them, Hakyung swiftly climbed into the passenger seat.

As he settled into the car, which smelled refreshingly cool, much like the President’s own subtle scent, a deep, contented breath escaped him naturally.

The familiar scent brought a sense of calm after the emotional whirlwind.

Muheon, having smoothly gotten into the driver’s seat, reached over and gently touched Hakyung’s soft cheek, his fingers brushing against his skin.

“It’s a relief you weren’t hurt too badly,” Muheon murmured, his voice laced with genuine concern.

“Yeah, right. It’s a relief,” Hakyung agreed, his voice a little shaky.

Hakyung’s shoulders trembled slightly as he replied that it was a huge relief, that he had been truly surprised and shaken by the incident.

His large, expressive eyes also wavered uncontrollably, reflecting the lingering shock and emotion.



 
  Chapter 45: A Cured Heart and a Long Journey





“Grandma got hurt and you cried… still a baby, aren’t you?”

“A baby, sir? I’m all grown up! You saw it yourself, didn’t you, President!”

“Saw what?”

Muheon curled a thick eyebrow, glancing sideways at Hakyung with an expression mixing genuine curiosity and mild amusement.

Where exactly was he seeing all grown up?

His eyes flicked to a certain area, lingering just a bit too long, as if silently teasing.

It was impossible for Hakyung not to notice the mischievous glint in his gaze.

Even without words, Hakyung felt he understood precisely what Muheon was implying.

The subtle but pointed look was difficult to miss, especially given how Muheon’s gaze never strayed far from the unmistakable hint he was dropping.\

His eyes, which had been moist moments ago from tears, now dried completely as he bristled beneath the teasing stare.

Hakyung wanted to snap back immediately, to retort and prove him wrong, but the truth was — he had only felt the change with his own hands.

He had no definitive proof to outright refute Muheon’s playful insinuation.

So instead, his cheeks puffed out into a stubborn pout, lips pressed tight in frustration.

Muheon was truly infuriating, always so mischievous and teasing, never giving Hakyung the satisfaction of a clear answer or acknowledgement.

“President, are you going to keep discouraging your boyfriend?” Hakyung challenged, narrowing his eyes but unable to suppress a hint of a smile.

Muheon chuckled softly, reaching out to gently touch Hakyung’s cheek once more, his fingertips light and warm.

“I just thought you were cute, that’s all… Is that really enough to discourage you?”

Hakyung huffed, cheeks still puffed out but his mood lightened.

The playful impropriety in Muheon’s gaze melted away into something softer, more tender.

As the car smoothly started to move again, Hakyung felt the tension in his chest ease.

The worry he’d been carrying over his grandmother’s injury now felt distant and less heavy, replaced by the simple comfort of Muheon’s presence.

They stopped at a rest stop along the way — a small, unplanned detour that caught Hakyung by surprise.

He hadn’t expected to stop anywhere, but now he found himself excitedly gazing out the window at the passing scenery, pointing out little things that caught his eye.

The atmosphere was light, joyful, even festive in its own quiet way.

As Muheon fed him small, warm baked potatoes, the simple act felt like a balm to Hakyung’s spirit.

His fingers brushed Muheon’s large hand with innocent gratitude, savoring not only the food but the quiet intimacy of the moment.

Time seemed to slip away quietly until, before he knew it, they had arrived in Seoul.

Hakyung quickly tidied up his seatbelt and turned to Muheon with a sincere smile.

“Thank you so much for coming with me. If I’d moved by myself, I’d still be stuck on some bus somewhere.”

“Of course. Let’s go together again the weekend after next,” Muheon said gently, reaching out to take Hakyung’s fumbling hand and pat it reassuringly.

The thoughtfulness in his tone made Hakyung’s nose tingle with a sudden rush of warmth.

Without hesitation, Hakyung stretched out his arms and wrapped them tightly around Muheon’s thick neck.

“I can’t live without you, President, really. Where else in the world would I find such an amazing boyfriend!”

“You can’t live without me?” Muheon asked, a smirk tugged at the corners of his lips.

“Uh-huh! And you, President? You can’t live without me either, right? Right?” Hakyung insisted, forcing Muheon’s head into an affirmative nod with playful determination, then squinting his eyes in exaggerated satisfaction.

Muheon accepted the cheeky behavior with ease.

His hands moved to grasp Hakyung’s slender nape, pulling him closer with deliberate tenderness.

Finding the narrow space between the driver’s and passenger’s seats inconvenient, he lifted Hakyung effortlessly and settled him onto his lap.

Like a child bouncing on a sturdy lap, Hakyung kicked his feet gently against Muheon’s firm muscles, then lowered his lips onto Muheon’s in a sweet, playful kiss.

What began as a light peck naturally deepened into a long, profound kiss, full of warmth and unspoken promises.

***

Ki Sang-oh returned after being away for some time.

Hakyung greeted Sang-oh warmly, genuinely happy to see him again after such a long absence.

“Sang-oh ahjussi, hello!” Hakyung called out brightly.

“Oh, young Hakyung! Have you been well?” Sang-oh replied, his deep voice carrying both warmth and the familiarity of an old friend.

“Yes! Thank you. The President said you were on a solo business trip — weren’t you tired going by yourself?”

For Sang-oh, who was nearly two meters tall, built like a doorframe, and a shark suin — a beast-man of the sea — traveling alone was hardly tiring.

It would be true if this was just any ordinary trip. But this wasn’t.

Ki Sang-oh had returned from a journey ordered by Muheon, one that had taken him to traverse every ocean imaginable.

Not only had he sailed South Korea’s three bordering seas, but he had also ventured far beyond — into the vast Pacific, the mysterious Indian Ocean, and even the Dead Sea.

The trip was a week-long ordeal that pushed even the most capable sea suin to their limits.

Barely suppressing a deep sigh rising from his core, Ki Sang-oh turned the corners of his mouth up in a slight smile.

“It wasn’t bad.”


“Oh, I see. That’s a relief. Maybe it’s because I haven’t seen you in a while, but you look a bit gaunt, so I was worried.”

The young Kang Dolphin chattered with small lips, innocence shining through his words.

He seemed like the kind of person who could get along with anyone, and perhaps even go to the sea without feeling intimidated.

If only he could go to the sea, that is…

Because of an incident when he was young, Hakyung nearly had a fit just hearing the letter “S” for “sea.”

The main concern was whether he could even be persuaded to go near the ocean at all.

Ki Sang-oh decided to leave that particular challenge to Muheon for the time being.

Checking carefully, he made sure the precious medicine he had hidden securely in his inside pocket was still there.

It was a rare remedy he had obtained from the Dead Sea — the final stop on his journey — after following numerous rumors and leads.

“Young Hakyung, I’ll go see Muheon-nim first. I have a report to make.”

“Ah, yes! Understood!”

Hakyung waved fondly in farewell.

The simple and slightly ticklish gesture made Ki Sang-oh raise his right hand to wave back almost unconsciously.

He felt like an uncle watching after a kindergarten nephew.

After exchanging appropriate goodbyes, Ki Sang-oh knocked gently on the President’s office door.

A quiet voice beckoned him to enter.

“Muheon-nim, I’ve returned.”

“Good.”

One might expect Muheon to be eager to ask whether the medicine had been obtained or inquire about its components, but he said nothing.

His silence was profound and expectant.

Seemingly accustomed to this demeanor, Ki Sang-oh naturally produced the medicine from within his clothes and carefully placed it on the desk.

It was encased in an ornate box, the substance inside faintly glowing with a mysterious, otherworldly light.

At first glance, it resembled a black pearl, smooth and shimmering softly.

“This is a medicine that allows humans to live in the sea,” Ki Sang-oh explained. “It’s said to be an elixir created by a king who fell in love with a sea suin several hundred years ago.”

Muheon remained silent, his gaze fixed intently on the glowing object.

“Its effectiveness has been verified many times,” Ki Sang-oh continued.

“It’s even documented in historical records and is secretly traded in that world. After all, everyone is curious about the world of the sea suin.”

It’s said we know less about the ocean just a few kilometers beneath us than we do about the universe, which is billions of light-years away.

This is because the crushing water pressure prevents any technology from functioning below a certain depth.

As much as humans yearn to explore space, they are equally fascinated by the sea.

Thus, any sea suin — a being part human and part animal — is met with overwhelming curiosity.

Even so, sea suin don’t live in the deep ocean; even they cannot descend below a certain depth.

When deep-sea creatures occasionally float to the surface, it becomes an event of wonder.

This applies to ordinary sea suin, but Muheon’s very essence was different, setting him apart.

He was a being composed of various supernatural elements unrelated to science.

In truth, humans should have been most curious about something else entirely.

But the sea suin held him in awe and affection, never revealing his true nature to humans.

“Side effects?” Muheon finally asked in a low voice.

“There are reports of frequent low-grade fevers, nausea, and headaches,” Ki Sang-oh replied.

“Beyond that, there are no symptoms beyond those typical of prolonged diving.”

Muheon furrowed his brow slightly.

Even minor side effects displeased him.

Quickly, Ki Sang-oh added, eager to ease his concern.

“That said, they’re not severe enough to interfere with daily life. Also, cases of such side effects are very rare.”

“What if it’s Kang Hakyung?” Muheon asked sharply, protective instincts surfacing.

“Then… I’ll get another one!” Ki Sang-oh exclaimed, bowing deeply, his upper body nearly at a 90-degree angle.

Secretly, he hoped that if he circled the Earth three more times, he might find a better remedy.

Muheon alternated his gaze between the deeply bowed Ki Sang-oh and the mysterious medicine on the desk.

While not perfect, it was the best option at the moment.

Even with his ability to control the weather, he lacked the power to change a living being’s fundamental nature or species.

Muheon clicked his tongue softly, a short “tsk.”

Simultaneously, Ki Sang-oh straightened his back carefully, as if recovering from a longbow.

“Straighten up your back. You’ve worked hard.”

“Thank you!” Ki Sang-oh responded with a wide grin, his cheeks flushed crimson from the rush of blood and the satisfaction of having brought back results that pleased Muheon.

Muheon waved his hand, signaling Ki Sang-oh to leave.

The sea suin offered one more robust greeting before exiting the President’s office.

***
Even after a week’s absence, the office appeared unchanged, as if time had simply paused and resumed with no interruptions.

Ki Sang-oh rotated his stiff shoulders and sank heavily into the office chair beside Park Geo-woong.

The chair groaned under his weight, the sound echoing slightly in the quiet room.

“You’re back?” Park Geo-woong greeted in his usual calm voice.

“I’ve returned,” Ki Sang-oh affirmed proudly.

“Did you get it all right?”


“Who do you think I am? Am I not the man who would do anything for Muheon-nim? Of course, I got it!” Ki Sang-oh declared, thumping his broad chest and lifting his chin with pride.

Park Geo-woong gave him a slow, measured clap, acknowledging his friend’s success.

At that moment, a yellow hat slowly emerged from beneath the partition opposite them, followed by a small face popping into view.

“Gasp! Young Hakyung!” Ki Sang-oh exclaimed, eyes wide enough to threaten to tear.

Meanwhile, Geo-woong, normally slow-moving, retreated swiftly, almost as if moving at the speed of light.



 
  Chapter 46: Waves of the Past and Promises of Tomorrow





Startled like they’d seen a ghost, the older men practically jumped out of their skins, taking several steps back in surprise.

The abruptness of their reaction was comical, almost a synchronized dance of alarm.

Hakyung blinked, his long lashes fluttering, tilting his head to the side like a puzzled puppy.

His innocent confusion only seemed to deepen their discomfort, making them squirm under his unblinking gaze.

“Why?” he asked innocently, his voice a soft query, his wide eyes reflecting genuine bewilderment.

He truly had no idea what could have caused such a dramatic response.

“Ahem! It’s nothing. Just… surprised, is all. So you were here, Hakyung?” one of them quickly deflected, his voice slightly too high-pitched, a nervous tremor betraying his attempt at nonchalance.

He tried to compose himself, smoothing down his slightly rumpled shirt, but the tension in his shoulders remained evident.

“Yes! I’m helping Brother Geunrim today!” Hakyung chirped brightly, his tone as cheerful as ever, completely oblivious to the lingering awkwardness.

He gestured enthusiastically towards Geunrim, who offered a weak, tight-lipped smile in return, equally caught in the strange atmosphere.

Hakyung’s reaction to the word “Boss” had already been compared to Pavlov’s dog, and the comparison wasn’t exactly unfair.

It was almost an automatic response, a conditioning so ingrained that it bordered on instinctive.

At this point, it might be more accurate to say that the “Kang” in Kang Hakyung stood not for ‘dolphin’ but for ‘puppy’.

If the boy had a tail, there was no doubt it would’ve been wagging furiously, a blur of enthusiastic motion, the moment someone uttered the word “Boss.”

His entire demeanor would shift, his eyes brightening, his posture becoming more alert and eager.

It was a phenomenon that both amused and sometimes exasperated those around him, yet it was undeniably endearing.

“Mr. Muheon said there’s something he wants… Ahem! Anyway, I’ll just step out for a bit…”

Sang-oh mumbled incoherently, his words tripping over each other as he fumbled his way toward the exit.

His movements were jerky, as if he were trying to escape an invisible net.

Clearly uncomfortable, his eyes darted around the room, avoiding Hakyung’s direct gaze entirely as he practically scurried from the room, leaving a palpable silence in his wake.

Naturally, Hakyung’s curious gaze immediately shifted to Geoung, who was now the sole recipient of his unwavering attention.

Geoung sighed internally, knowing he couldn’t escape the directness of Hakyung’s questions.

“Sang-oh handled it, so I don’t really know,” Geoung said with an apologetic smile, shaking his head slowly from side to side. His smile, though polite, didn’t quite reach his eyes, betraying a hint of unease. He avoided elaborating, hoping his vague answer would suffice.

The way both men acted like it was some grand secret only served to pique Hakyung’s interest even more.

His brows furrowed in concentration, and his eyes narrowed suspiciously as he stared at the tightly shut office door, as if he could discern the hidden truth through the solid wood.

A playful glint entered his gaze; secrets, especially those kept from him, were a challenge.

Fine. I’ll just ask the Boss directly later.

That’s the only logical thing to do, he told himself, puffing his cheeks slightly in a gesture of mild indignation.

He decided to table the mystery for now, confident that he would extract the information eventually.

***

Later that evening, after finishing all his assigned tasks with his usual meticulousness and tidying up around the dorm, Hakyung was finally able to unwind.

He was sprawled lazily across his cozy bed, a haven of comfort after a long day.

Wrapped up in his blanket like a burrito, cocooned in its warmth, he gazed up at the dolphin-shaped wind chime swaying gently from the ceiling fan above.

The soft, melodic clinking of glass against glass rang in his ears, a soothing symphony that lulled him into a state of blissful relaxation.

The gentle rhythm of the chime seemed to echo the peaceful beat of his own heart.

And suddenly, like lightning striking a memory, he sat bolt upright, his relaxed posture instantly snapping to attention.

His eyes widened, a sudden realization dawning on him.


“Ah! Right!” he exclaimed, the sound echoing slightly in the quiet room, smacking his forehead lightly with the heel of his palm in a gesture of self-reproach.

He had completely, utterly forgotten to ask the Boss what it was that Sang-oh had been sent out to buy.

The entire conversation, and his burning curiosity from earlier, had slipped his mind entirely, swept away by the mundane tasks of the day and the comfort of his bed.

Frustrated by his own forgetfulness, he clicked his tongue in exasperation, a soft, self-admonishing sound, and reached for his phone, which lay beside him on the blanket.

Without hesitation, his thumb moved instinctively, tapping the heart-shaped shortcut icon he’d set for the Boss’s number.

It was a small, personal detail, a testament to the special place Muheon held in his life.

The line hadn’t even rung a full three times before a familiar low, mellow voice picked up, a sound that instantly brought a comforting warmth to Hakyung’s chest.

“Yeah,” came the Boss’s voice—calm, steady, and comforting as always, a familiar anchor in Hakyung’s often-frenzied world.

“Boss! Are you busy?” Hakyung asked, his voice already a pitch higher than usual, betraying his eagerness and excitement.

He couldn’t help but sound like an excited child.

“Not busy. Why did you miss me?”

The teasing reply came smoothly, a playful lilt in Muheon’s voice that Hakyung knew well.

This kind of playful banter was a common occurrence between them, a delightful dance of affection.

The teasing reply made Hakyung’s ears turn red on instinct, a blush spreading across his cheeks despite himself.

He shifted uncomfortably, a mix of embarrassment and genuine fondness swirling within him.

“Oh, of course! I mean—no! That’s not why I called! I just… I had something I wanted to ask!”

He shook his head rapidly, even though Muheon couldn’t see him, trying to suppress the sudden fluttering in his chest.

Of course he missed him.

He always did, every single day.

But that wasn’t the point right now; he had a mission.

He had to stay focused.

He pouted slightly, his lips protruding in a small, indignant pout, feeling a bit left out.

If it wasn’t anything dangerous or wildly expensive, shouldn’t I, his own boyfriend, be the first to know?

I’d have bought it for him myself if he asked.

The thought was sincere, a testament to his devotion.

“What is it?” Muheon prompted, his voice is gentle now, sensing Hakyung’s shifting mood.

The underlying warmth in his tone was always a comfort.

“Boss, did you tell Mr. Sang-oh to buy something today? He and Geoung are acting all secretive and weird about it, and now I’m just dying to know!” Hakyung blurted out, the words tumbling out in a rush, his curiosity finally getting the better of him.

His voice was a mix of exasperation and intense eagerness.

“Hmm,” the man replied, drawing out the sound, a deliberate pause that only heightened Hakyung’s suspense.

“You’re that curious, huh?”

Even through the phone, Hakyung could practically see the sly smile stretching across Muheon’s face, a knowing, teasing grin that was almost exclusively reserved for him.

That teasing tone—the one reserved specifically for him, a special mark of their relationship—made his already-pouting lips puff out even further, an exaggerated display of his frustration.

He stabbed his blanket with a vengeful finger, as if he were aiming at Muheon himself.

“Are you not going to tell me either?”

His voice turned slightly sulky, a deliberate attempt to elicit sympathy, which only made Muheon chuckle more warmly on the other end of the line.

The sound of Muheon’s genuine laughter, deep and resonant, was always a balm to Hakyung’s ears.

“Of course I’ll tell you,” the man promised, his voice softening further, a hint of tenderness in his tone.

“How about tomorrow—are you free?”

“Tomorrow?” Hakyung echoed, blinking rapidly, taken aback by the sudden suggestion.


“Isn’t it Wednesday?” He was still in work-mode, and the idea of a spontaneous outing felt entirely out of place for a weekday.

“Yup. Let’s go out,” Muheon said casually, as if it were the weekend, as if their schedules were completely free.

The nonchalant suggestion was so utterly Muheon, a true “Boss thing to do,” breaking free from the ordinary.

To suggest a spontaneous outing on a workday—that was such a Boss thing to do, completely unexpected and delightfully impulsive.

Still, Hakyung wasn’t about to argue. It wasn’t like he could say no to that voice, that deep, persuasive tone that always got his heart racing.

Instead of protesting, he found himself smiling without realizing it, a wide, genuine grin spreading across his face.

“Then you have to bring something tasty for the hyungs when we get back,” he declared, using duty as a weak excuse to hide his bubbling excitement.

He was practically bouncing with anticipation.

“Got it. See you tomorrow,” came the easy reply, a calm promise that solidified their plans.

“Yup! Sleep well!” Hakyung chirped, his voice filled with renewed cheer.

“Mm.”

Before the line disconnected, Hakyung, in a surge of affectionate impulsiveness, quickly leaned closer to the speaker and made exaggerated kissing sounds—“smooch smooch!” into the phone.

He was rewarded with soft, genuine laughter from the other end, the kind that made his stomach flip and his toes curl, a warm, fuzzy feeling spreading through his entire body.

It was a sound that made his heart swell with happiness.

And just like that, he completely forgot what he’d originally called to ask.

The mystery of Sang-oh’s errand was completely overshadowed by the excitement of their upcoming date.

***

The next morning, while preparing breakfast in the dorm’s small kitchenette, Hakyung, still buzzing from the previous night’s conversation, decided to make a lunchbox too—just in case.

He didn’t know where they were going, but wherever it was, it could definitely be improved by good food, a fundamental principle of Hakyung’s philosophy.

He packed it all neatly into a sturdy box: colorful inari sushi, meticulously shaped; neatly rolled kimbap, cut into perfect spirals; juicy bacon-wrapped vegetables, a delightful savory addition; and even some fresh fruit from a recently gifted basket, adding a touch of sweetness and freshness.

Feeling oddly proud of himself, a sense of accomplishment swelling in his chest, he marched down to the parking lot, lunchbox in hand, ready for their adventure.

Muheon was already there, leaning casually against the car, his posture relaxed, a picture of effortless cool.

As soon as he saw Hakyung, a warm smile touched his lips, and he reached out his hand, an inviting gesture.

Hakyung clasped the larger hand, his fingers intertwining with Muheon’s, and gave it a playful swing, a silent expression of his joy.

“What’d you bring?” Muheon asked, eyeing the lunchbox with a curious glance.

“A lunchbox!” Hakyung beamed, his enthusiasm infectious. “Even if I don’t know where we’re going, we have to eat! If we find a place with flowers, we’ll just plop down and eat right there!”

He painted a vivid picture of their idyllic picnic, his imagination already running wild.

Chuckling softly at the younger man’s boundless enthusiasm, Muheon took the bag for him, his strong fingers easily taking the weight.

Judging by the weight, it seemed like Hakyung had packed enough to feed five, a testament to his generous nature and his belief that good food could solve almost anything.

The drive was smooth, the car gliding effortlessly along the quiet roads.

The sun was already climbing high in the sky, casting a warm, golden glow over the landscape.

Hakyung leaned back against the plush seat, humming softly to the gentle rhythm of the music playing from the car’s speakers, completely at ease.

But eventually, curiosity, a persistent itch in his mind, overtook comfort.

“Boss… where are we going?” he asked, his voice a little softer now, as if trying not to disturb the peaceful atmosphere.

“The sea,” came the simple, understated answer.

“…What?” Hakyung froze, his body going rigid.

His humming stopped abruptly, and the easy smile vanished from his face.

His pupils shook like leaves in the wind, a sudden tremor of fear seizing him.


The sea?

That terrifying place where just dipping a toe in could suck you into the depths, a vast, unknowable abyss that held nothing but terrifying memories?

He clenched his fists on his lap, his knuckles turning white, biting his lower lip so hard he could taste blood.

A cold dread seeped into him, replacing the warmth of anticipation.

“We’re going to have lunch there,” Muheon said casually, completely unfazed by Hakyung’s visible distress.

“W-What kind of lunch at the sea? I won’t even be able to digest it!” Hakyung wailed, his voice rising in pitch, a genuine cry of distress.

He turned toward Muheon with betrayal etched all over his face, his eyes wide with hurt and disbelief.

He knows.

He knows what the sea did to me!

And yet… he dares?!

The unspoken accusation hung heavy in the air.

Muheon, ever unbothered, chuckled softly.

To him, Hakyung was more endearing than scary—especially when worked up.

His protests were simply a charming display of his unique personality, a little drama that only made him more captivating.

Before long, the car rolled into a quiet coastal town famous for its tidal flats, a picturesque scene of calm waters and expansive mudflats.

Hakyung looked around, his eyes still wide with apprehension, and blinked.

“Huh? I’ve been here before.”

A faint flicker of recognition, followed by a deeper wave of discomfort.

“Oh?” Muheon prompted, a subtle shift in his posture, a hint of expectation in his voice.

“This is where I almost drowned while clam-digging as a kid! I think I told you about it. My grandma always warned me to stay away from here.”

The memory, though distant, brought a fresh wave of unease.

Of course, Muheon already knew.

It was also the place where he had first met Hakyung, a pivotal moment in their shared history, though Hakyung remained blissfully unaware.

But Hakyung had no idea that Muheon had been the one to save him that day.

He had once briefly wondered if maybe it hadn’t been Kim Taeyoung—the boy he believed had rescued him—but with the memory so distant and the fear so vivid, he had given up on finding the truth, accepting the narrative he had.

“I thought I might remember something,” Hakyung muttered, scanning the view, his eyes searching the horizon, “but I got nothing. Just a vague discomfort in my chest.”

He rubbed his sternum, a futile attempt to soothe the lingering unease.

“Really? Nothing at all?” Muheon asked quietly, a trace of disappointment in his voice, though he quickly masked it.

“Yeah. Guess the trauma buried everything.”

Hakyung shrugged, a sense of resignation in his voice.

“That’s a shame…” Muheon sighed softly, a complex mix of emotions swirling within him.

Some memories were better forgotten—the painful ones, the ones that scarred.

But others, he wished, Hakyung could recall.

Especially the way he’d cried, clinging to life, tiny and vulnerable in Muheon’s arms.

That memory, though painful, was also precious.

Still, if he couldn’t remember… maybe today could start something new, a fresh, positive memory to overwrite the old, terrifying one.

It was a hopeful thought, a quiet determination.

“W-Wait! Are we getting out already? The sea’s right there!”

Hakyung clutched the door handle, his fingers white-knuckled, a desperate last stand.

“C-Can’t I just stay in the car?”

His voice was a high-pitched whine, laced with genuine fear.

“We agreed to hang out together,” Muheon reminded him gently, his voice firm but patient.

He got out, circled to the passenger side, and opened the door himself, a silent invitation, almost an imperative.

Hakyung remained frozen in place, eyes wide with a mixture of terror and disbelief, his body a rigid statue of apprehension.

It was high tide, and the water lapped softly against the shore—not the violent, crashing waves of the East Sea, which had been the scene of his childhood nightmare.

But to him, even these gentle lapping waves still felt like a monster waiting to swallow him whole, a vast, hungry maw poised to engulf him.

“I’m sorry, Boss, but I just can’t do this! I love you—even if you’re a sea eel! But I can’t embrace the sea!” Hakyung burst out, a frantic, nonsensical declaration born of his panic.

“…Sea eel?” Muheon repeated, his eyebrows shooting up in surprise, a hint of bewildered amusement replacing his earlier seriousness.

The sudden, unexpected comparison momentarily disarmed him.

“You can’t turn into a freshwater eel, right? And I can’t turn into a bottlenose dolphin either!”

Hakyung babbled, his logic completely deranged by fear.

He was desperate, grasping at any argument, no matter how absurd.

“Wait… are you seriously still—?” Muheon started, his voice a mix of disbelief and dawning realization.


The two stared at each other, talking over one another in absolute chaos, a cacophony of fear and bewilderment. Hakyung babbled like a desperate baby dolphin, his words a stream of frantic, illogical explanations, while Muheon looked utterly dumbfounded—he had been mistaken for a sea eel all this time?

The sheer absurdity of it struck him, a wave of incredulous amusement washing over him.

Finally, Muheon reached out and gently placed both hands on Hakyung’s trembling shoulders, his touch firm and reassuring.

He looked him directly in the eye, his expression unusually soft, his gaze steady and unwavering.

“Kang Hakyung. Hakyung-ah.”

The deep, familiar voice calling his name, a soft, intimate rumble, cut through Hakyung’s panic.

At the sound, Hakyung’s tightly closed eyes fluttered open—just a little, a sliver of his gaze peeking out, drawn by the undeniable comfort in Muheon’s voice.

Muheon knew: it was time to clear the air, to dispel the long-held misunderstanding, and maybe… to start rewriting the past, to replace old fears with new, tender memories.



 
  Chapter 47: A Shoreline Promise





Hakyung found himself momentarily dazed by the CEO’s handsome face, which loomed so close it practically filled his entire field of vision.

The sharp, piercing blue of Muheon’s eyes seemed almost too intense, like twin beacons cutting through the salty sea breeze.

They held a depth that Hakyung often found himself lost in, a silent promise of strength and unwavering support.

But the lingering salty sting at the very tip of his nose, a phantom sensation from the ocean air, jolted Hakyung back to reality, and his shoulders shivered again involuntarily, as if the chill had reached his very bones, bypassing all physical barriers.

Muheon—no, Muheon—silently clicked his tongue at Hakyung’s overly dramatic reaction, a soft, almost imperceptible sound of mild exasperation, as if gently scolding a beloved pet for making an unnecessary fuss.

It was a familiar dynamic between them, Hakyung’s theatricality often met with Muheon’s calm, amused tolerance.

“Let’s start by letting go of the handle,” Muheon said softly, his voice a gentle murmur, placing his fingers gently yet firmly over Hakyung’s white-knuckled grip on the car door handle.

He began to coax Hakyung’s fingers open with an easy patience that was at once soothing and utterly firm, an undeniable command hidden beneath the gentle touch.

“B-but…! What if I fall into the sea and die during the walk?” Hakyung’s voice cracked just slightly, betraying the flutter of raw panic still swirling in his chest like a trapped bird.

Despite the logical fact that, unless the tide was surging in with unusual force, it was actually quite hard to drown in the shallow, calm waters of the West Sea, his mind refused to settle.

His deeply ingrained fear had hijacked his rational thought process, making the waves seem to roar louder in his imagination than they actually were, a monstrous echo of past trauma.

Muheon let out a low chuckle at Hakyung’s silly worry, a warm, resonant sound that vibrates slightly through Hakyung’s hand.

He shook his head with amused disbelief, finding Hakyung’s vivid imagination both exasperating and incredibly endearing.

His laughter, clear and warm, was the kind that could thaw even the most stubbornly frozen fears, a soft melody against the cacophony of Hakyung’s anxiety.

But Hakyung scowled, visibly offended by the clearly mocking tone in Muheon’s voice, a flicker of wounded pride flashing across his face.

Seeing the indignant expression, Muheon clicked his tongue again, a quick, light sound, and tapped lightly between Hakyung’s furrowed eyebrows, a playful gesture meant to lighten the mood and banish the fleeting irritation.

“You’re not gonna die. Did you forget I was born in the sea?” Muheon said with quiet certainty, his voice imbued with a confidence that left no room for doubt.

It was a statement that held both a literal truth and a deeper, metaphorical one about his profound connection to the ocean.

“Sure, you were, but…” Hakyung’s doubt lingered, a stubborn residue of his phobia, even as his white-knuckled grip on the door handle loosened a little, a tiny victory against his fear.

“If it comes to that, I’ll save you before I die,” Muheon added, his voice lowering into a steady, protective promise, an unshakeable vow that resonated with absolute devotion.

It was a statement that would, in any other context, sound dramatic, but here, it was simply Muheon’s truth.

“No! You can’t die, sir!” Hakyung protested instantly, his worry shifting abruptly from his own safety to Muheon’s, his voice laced with desperation.

The idea of Muheon—his steadfast anchor, his unwavering support, the very foundation of his current happiness—being vulnerable, being less than invincible, was simply unbearable.

He couldn’t fathom a world without Muheon’s strength.

“I’m telling you, I won’t,” Muheon reassured him, a small but confident smile playing on his lips, his eyes conveying a deeper certainty than his words alone.

Finally, with a deep breath that hitched slightly in his throat, Hakyung let go of the handle completely.

Before he could second-guess himself, before the fear could reassert its grip, Muheon scooped him up effortlessly into his arms.

Hakyung was light, almost unnaturally so, like hugging a treasured stuffed toy rather than a grown man.

The surprising lightness caused a flicker of concern in Muheon’s mind, a subtle worry that immediately translated into a new goal for the day: once this ordeal was over, he’d treat

Hakyung to some proper nourishing food, something substantial and delicious, to bulk him up a little.

The thought, mundane yet deeply caring, brought a gentle warmth to his heart.

As Muheon silently fretted over how light Hakyung was, the younger man—now out of the confines of the car and exposed to the open air—instinctively grabbed onto

Muheon’s jacket, clinging to his side like his feet, might betray him if they touched the ground.

Hakyung wrapped his legs tightly around Muheon’s waist, holding on for dear life, his grip surprisingly strong given his fear.

He looked less like a grown man and more like a baby monkey clinging to its caretaker in a moment of profound uncertainty, utterly dependent and vulnerable.

Unable to resist the adorable sight, Muheon lightly nibble on Hakyung’s soft cheek, a tender, playful bite.

Instead of pulling away in protest, Hakyung giggled quietly, a small, delightful sound that eased the remaining tension between them, dissolving the last vestiges of fear in a wave of affectionate laughter.

After teasing those plush cheeks for a few more moments, savoring the soft skin and the gentle warmth, Muheon slowly lowered his arms, gently letting Hakyung’s feet touch the ground once again.

He supported him for a moment, ensuring Hakyung was steady before fully releasing him.

“Alright, take my hand,” Muheon instructed softly, his voice a calm anchor in the vastness of Hakyung’s fear.

“You won’t let go of my hand, right?” Hakyung asked, his eyes wide with lingering fear, searching Muheon’s face for absolute reassurance.

His voice was a thin thread of sound, barely above a whisper.

“Got it,” Muheon promised firmly, his grip strong and unwavering, leaving no room for doubt.

It was a simple phrase, but the conviction behind it was absolute.

Hakyung slipped his fingers tightly between Muheon’s thick ones, feeling the warmth and strength of his hand, and began to move his feet cautiously, as though testing the ground beneath him for the very first time.

Each step was tentative, a delicate exploration.

Watching him was like witnessing a child’s first steps—fragile, uncertain, yet filled with a burgeoning determination.

Considering Muheon’s actual, ancient age, Hakyung’s level of development in this particular aspect made that comparison strangely fitting, adding a layer of ironic sweetness to the scene.

With one hand holding Hakyung’s tightly and the other carrying the lunch bag, its contents a comforting weight, Muheon began walking slowly toward the sea.

Though hesitant, Hakyung kept pace, sticking close like a shadow, his body almost pressing against Muheon’s side.

His breaths were uneven, short and shallow, his steps unsure, but he moved forward all the same, propelled by Muheon’s steady presence and his own growing resolve.

After about fifteen minutes of walking leisurely along the shoreline, the soft crunch of sand beneath their feet accompanying the gentle lapping of waves, they arrived at a place Hakyung had completely forgotten about—but Muheon hadn’t.

This was the very spot, etched into Muheon’s ancient memory, where he had once rescued Hakyung.

A sudden wave of nostalgia, sweet and melancholic, washed over Muheon, and he paused, taking a moment to simply take in the surroundings, to connect with the echoes of the past.

Meanwhile, Hakyung let out a faint, distressed groan beside him, his gaze fixed on the water.

“Th-the waves…! Aaaah! Sir!” Hakyung’s panic returned in full force, a sudden, overwhelming surge, despite the waves breaking at least two meters away, their foamy whitecaps appearing benign to any other observer.

His overreaction was honestly award-worthy, a theatrical display that Muheon had grown accustomed to.

Muheon, gently but firmly dragging the clinging Hakyung along, stepped a little closer to the water’s edge.

In truth, he was practically carrying him again, Hakyung’s weight pressing against him as he tried to recoil.

Hakyung’s breath was fast and shallow—“hik, hik”—a desperate gasp for air, and while Muheon felt a pang of concern for him, he knew he couldn’t let Hakyung remain afraid of the ocean forever.

It was an essential part of who he was, and he yearned for Hakyung to share it without fear.

They were going to live together for the rest of their lives, a future Muheon envisioned with a deep sense of certainty, and surely the sea would be a place they visited often, a source of peace and wonder.

Determined to apply a bit of Spartan-style training where the ocean was concerned, a gentle yet firm immersion, Muheon ignored Hakyung’s dramatics and spoke calmly, his voice a steadying presence.

“Open your eyes.”

“Ugh… okay, just a second…!” Hakyung squeezed his eyes shut, then slowly reopened them, taking a deep breath in and exhaling slowly, a conscious effort to calm his racing heart.

He had actually tried various methods to overcome his fear of the sea over the years, desperate attempts born of his phobia.

He’d listened to ocean ASMR on YouTube, hoping for a soothing effect; he’d watched snorkeling videos, trying to desensitize himself; and he’d read articles about marine life, attempting to understand what he feared.

But instead of easing his phobia, those efforts had only made it worse, solidifying his aversion.

Still, now he had the CEO—his lover, a man born of the sea, who radiated an aura of calm strength—by his side.

Hakyung forced himself to ignore the frantic pounding of his anxious heart and took one small, agonizing step closer to the waves, his courage a fragile but determined flame.

He wanted to prove, if only to himself, that he was scared of the sea, yes, but not that he hated it.

He wanted to conquer this fear for them.

His tightly held hand grew damp with nervous sweat, a tangible manifestation of his inner struggle.

For Hakyung, this was a monumental challenge, a true test of courage, far more daunting than any physical feat.

Even though he moved at a snail’s pace, each step a hesitant crawl, Muheon never sighed, frowned, or looked frustrated.

Instead, he gently patted Hakyung’s clammy hand, a soothing gesture that conveyed understanding and encouragement, and silently cheered on his “little river dolphin,” as he affectionately thought of him, a tender nickname that spoke volumes of his affection.

“Uh, uh…! I touched it! D-did you see? Sir, I touched the sea!”

Hakyung’s voice trembled with a mixture of excitement and disbelief, a childlike wonder at his own accomplishment.

The very tip of Hakyung’s sneaker barely brushed the ocean’s edge—a movement so slight it would have gone unnoticed if you weren’t paying close attention, a microscopic victory.

Still, Muheon nodded in approval at Hakyung’s words, a proud, encouraging gesture, and gave his tense shoulder a reassuring squeeze, a silent affirmation of his courage.

“How was it?” Muheon asked, his voice was soft, inviting Hakyung to share his experience.

“I-it’s not that bad actually… aaaaah! It’s wet!”

Hakyung exclaimed, his voice suddenly sharp with renewed alarm, just as a wave that had been gently lapping at his toes suddenly splashed up to his ankles, soaking his shoe.

He looked utterly devastated as he stared down at his soaked sneakers, the water seeping in and the coarse sand sticking stubbornly to the wet fabric.

Seeing the dramatic shift in his expression, from tentative triumph to comical despair, Muheon couldn’t help but burst out laughing, a deep, joyful sound that echoed across the shore.


He wondered if anything could be more adorable, helpless, and precious than this man before him, his unique blend of fear and bravery, his dramatic reactions and genuine innocence.

Lifting the now drenched Hakyung back into his arms, his lightness still a slight concern, Muheon decided that was enough for today.

They’d go buy some cute new shoes instead—something fresh and dry to replace the ruined pair, a tangible reward for Hakyung’s bravery.

But then—

“Wait a second, sir.” Hakyung’s voice was soft, thoughtful.

“…?” Muheon paused, curiosity piqued by the unexpected request.

Hakyung tilted his head and pressed his cheek tightly against Muheon’s neck.

For some reason, the posture felt strangely familiar, a sense of déjà vu washing over him.

Since he was the type who loved clinging to his partner, Hakyung often stayed attached to Muheon when they were alone—but this felt different, almost like a memory stirring deep inside him, a forgotten echo from the distant past.

He couldn’t quite explain how it was different… it just was.

A warm sensation and a profound sense of absolute safety filled his mind, a feeling so strong it was almost overwhelming.

“As long as I’m being held like this, I feel like nothing bad could ever happen to me. It’s like… like I’ve been in this exact spot before. It’s so warm, and I feel incredibly safe.”

“You feel like this happened before too?” Muheon asked gently, his voice low and curious, a thrill of anticipation running through him.

This was it, the moment he had been waiting for.

“Yes, really!” Hakyung answered brightly, his eyes wide with a dawning realization, and once again rubbed his cheek against Muheon’s nape like a cicada clinging to an old tree, seeking comfort and connection.

“Yeah, you caught on well.”

Muheon’s voice was soft, laced with a gentle pride.

“Huh…? Caught on to what?”

Hakyung blinked at the sentence that lacked a subject, clearly confused by the cryptic statement.

His brows furrowed in renewed puzzlement.

Just as he was about to ask for a hint about what Muheon meant, Muheon spoke first, his voice dropping to a low, intimate tone, ready to reveal the truth.

“Was it eighteen years ago? I came up to the surface of the sea for the first time in a long while.”

“If it was then…”

Hakyung whispered, his mind racing, connecting the dots in a sudden, exhilarating flash of understanding.

The pieces of a forgotten puzzle were finally clicking into place.

“Yeah. Right here, where I found a small finless porpoise struggling in the shallow water.”

Muheon’s gaze met Hakyung’s, a knowing look passing between them.

Hakyung’s eyes grew as big as saucers at Muheon’s words, their blue depths wide with shock and revelation.

His breath caught in his throat, a silent gasp.

Unbelievable statements continued to follow, each one a hammer blow to his long-held beliefs.

The point of the long, intertwined story was that it wasn’t that bastard Kim Taeyoung who had saved him when he almost drowned as a child—but this very man, Muheon, standing in front of him, holding him gently.

Hakyung stood there dumbfounded, his jaw hanging open, utterly speechless.

The world seemed to tilt on its axis, his past re-written in an instant.

“T-That makes no sense! How could you have saved me, sir… and how did you even know it was me?” he stammered, disbelief warring with the dawning truth.

“You think I wouldn’t recognize a porpoise that looked like you? It’s not even been twenty years,” Muheon replied with a small smirk, a hint of playful arrogance in his tone.

It wasn’t a short time like “not even twenty years”—it had been well over fifteen long years.

At that time, Muheon must’ve still been a teenager himself, a young man undertaking a heroic act.

Volunteering to save a child couldn’t have been easy, yet here he was, quietly proud of his past kindness, a silent guardian all those years.

Regardless, Hakyung didn’t fully believe everything Muheon said, a lingering skepticism born of years of believing a different narrative.

Still, he didn’t want to deflate his lover’s pride, a delicate balance between truth and affection.


“Wow, then you’re the benefactor who saved my life, sir.”

Hakyung offered a forced smile on his face, trying to match Muheon’s tone.

“Exactly.” Muheon’s shoulders seemed to rise a little in a modest shrug, his expression radiating a quiet satisfaction.

Hakyung chuckled softly at the adorable reaction, forgetting entirely that they were still standing at the ocean’s edge, the waves a gentle presence beside them.

Even the sound of the gentle waves didn’t bother him anymore.

The sea, once a terrifying place where he’d almost died, a source of profound fear and trauma, was slowly transforming into a place of fond memories—one where he shared warm conversations, intimate revelations, and playful banter with Muheon.

The ocean, once a symbol of dread, was now a backdrop for love.

“I guess the reason I can stay calm in the ocean like this… is because you’re a sea eel, sir.”

Hakyung said, his voice laced with a teasing affection, a subtle jab at Muheon’s earlier exasperation.

“Wait a minute, Kang Hakyung.”

Muheon’s voice was edged with amusement and mock indignation, a clear sign that he was about to engage in their playful sparring.

“Yes?” Hakyung replied, tilting his head innocently.

At Muheon’s question, Hakyung whispered into his ear, a conspiratorial secret.

“You’re an eel, sir. Oh, right. Brother Geunrim told me not to mention it… Is it not okay to say it directly to you?”

He held back a giggle, enjoying the moment.

“Haah… Fine, sea eel. Sure.”

Muheon looked oddly defeated, like he’d just been bested in a playful argument, his shoulders slumping in mock surrender.

A small, exasperated smile played on his lips.

Hakyung’s voice grew even smaller, brimming with teasing affection, his eyes sparkling mischievously.

“And I heard that, um… that part of yours is special, sir…? I’m fine with anything I see, so please don’t hold back and just pounce on me.”


His words, bold and suggestive, were a testament to his burgeoning confidence in their relationship.

“I’m seriously going crazy here.”

Muheon shook his head in disbelief, though his lips twitched into a fond smile, unable to hide his amusement and affection.

He leaned into Hakyung’s touch.


Blushing as he leaned into the man who was feigning exasperation, Hakyung smiled too, a radiant, genuine smile that lit up his face.

Considering how firm his trust was, even if Muheon were to reveal his true identity here and now, Hakyung likely wouldn’t believe it anyway, convinced it was just another one of Muheon’s elaborate jokes.

But the truth was, Muheon’s fighting spirit had taken a serious hit after being caught off guard by the finless porpoise’s sass.

Finally, Muheon took Hakyung—who now seemed more adapted to the sea than before, his fear significantly diminished—back up to the safety of the beach.

The shoes he had lost in the water were soaked through and covered in clinging sand.

No matter how much he shook his feet, the stubborn grains refused to come off, clinging resolutely to the wet fabric.

“Here, wear these.”

Muheon pulled out a clean, dry towel and a fresh pair of sneakers from a shopping bag—who knew when he had prepared them, a testament to his foresight—and handed them over.

Looking confused but immensely grateful, Hakyung slipped on the new sneakers and jogged in place a little, testing their comfort.

They were comfy and fit perfectly, a small symbol of the comfort and new beginnings Muheon offered.

A good new memory of the ocean had just been made, replacing a lifetime of fear with a moment of tender connection.



 
  Chapter 48: A Leap Toward the Sea





After properly shaking off the lingering scent of salty sea air that clung stubbornly to their clothes and hair, the two of them finally settled down on a weathered wooden bench.

It was a rustic, almost ancient-looking structure, positioned perfectly to face the vast, endless stretch of the ocean, a panorama of shifting blues and greens.

Hakyung’s excitement bubbled over like a child who had just been told a brand-new fairy tale, his whole body wiggling with anticipation as he carefully, almost reverently, opened the lunch bag he had brought along.

The simple act felt momentous, a small ritual before a feast.

“Ta-da!” he announced proudly, his voice ringing with a theatrical flourish, revealing the neatly packed meal inside.

The vibrant colors of the food contrasted beautifully with the subdued hues of the sea.

“Oh, wow, that looks delicious. I’m going to eat well,” Muheon said with a warm smile, his eyes narrowing into gentle crescents of happiness, reflecting the pleasure he derived from Hakyung’s thoughtfulness.

His gaze lingered on the meticulously prepared meal, a testament to Hakyung’s care.

Muheon reached out with his chopsticks, their smooth, polished wood contrasting with the rough texture of the bench, and picked up a piece of inari sushi.

Though he usually ate everything Hakyung made without so much as a complaint, always appreciative, today he seemed to be savoring the food with an extra layer of appreciation, as if the taste itself had become sweeter in this moment, imbued with the joy of their shared experience.

He chewed slowly, deliberately, his focus entirely on the delicate flavors.

Hakyung thought to himself, You really don’t know until you experience it — who would have thought I’d be eating lunch while getting gently battered by this salty sea breeze?

Just a year ago, no, even three months ago, this scenario would have been utterly unimaginable to him, a terrifying prospect.

The thought of being so close to the ocean, let alone enjoying a meal beside it, would have sent shivers of dread down his spine.

Now, however, the breeze felt refreshing, the salty air invigorating, and the sight of the waves comforting.

“How is it? Still feeling like it won’t digest well?” Muheon asked, raising an eyebrow teasingly, a hint of amusement in his voice.

He watched Hakyung’s face, enjoying the playful banter.

“No! I think it’ll digest perfectly this time! Being with you, boss, I’m not scared of the sea at all anymore!” Hakyung replied, his confidence suddenly soaring as if he were a dolphin perfectly at home in the water, effortlessly slicing through the waves.

His voice was bright, almost triumphant.

His newfound bravery felt so strong it seemed like he could jump straight into the sea without hesitation, dive headfirst into the churning expanse.

Of course, if anyone actually asked him to do that, he probably wouldn’t, the practical side of his brain still intact.

But the feeling was still thrilling, a powerful surge of liberation from his long-held phobia.

Anyway, Hakyung, who had been feeling down and uncertain about his fear for so long, constantly battling his inner demons, now felt as confident and free as a dolphin slicing through waves, embracing its natural habitat.

Just as he was about to dig into the next bite of sushi, his chopsticks poised over the colorful array, Muheon reached into his coat.

With a slow, deliberate movement, he took out a small box he had been carefully holding close to his chest all morning, its presence a subtle weight against his heart.

It was exactly the box that Sango had brought to him earlier, its understated elegance hinting at its significance.

The box’s appearance alone, simple yet refined, suggested that something precious and profoundly meaningful lay inside, something of immense value.

Hakyung’s eyes grew wide with curiosity, a mixture of anticipation and wonder flickering in their depths.

“What’s this?” he asked, trying to keep his voice steady despite the flutter of excitement and nervousness swirling inside him, a maelstrom of emotion.

His heart began to beat a little faster, a soft thrumming against his ribs.

“You said you were curious about what Sango brought,” Muheon replied calmly, his voice a low, even tone, his gaze steady on Hakyung.

Hakyung felt a sudden twitch on his scalp, a strange sensation of surprise and realization, by the way Muheon so casually confirmed something so important, something he had almost forgotten.

Goodness, he thought, a wave of astonishment washing over him, boss already greeted my grandma and even prepared a ring?

The thought, though premature, sent a thrill of overwhelming possibility through him.

His heart pounded wildly, like a drum beating rapidly and irregularly in his chest, following the subtle opening of the box, each click a deafening boom.

He wanted to rush and open it immediately, to tear away the mystery, but he was no longer a kid jumping at every little exciting event, unable to control his impulses.

He was a mature dolphin now — or at least, he was trying his best to be, to exhibit a semblance of calm and patience.

Clearing his throat awkwardly, a dry, nervous sound, Hakyung extended his left hand.

Naturally, the back of his hand faced upward as if offering a delicate gift, a gesture of politeness ingrained from his upbringing.

Noticing the trembling at Hakyung’s fingertips, a barely perceptible tremor, Muheon’s eyebrow twitched with amusement.

Usually, he thought, when someone receives something important, the palm faces upward, not the back.

It was a small, endearing quirk of Hakyung’s.

Gently, with a touch that was both tender and guiding, Muheon turned Hakyung’s hand around so that the palm was facing upwards, then carefully placed the small, elegant box onto his open palm.

The weight of the box felt significant, heavy with unspoken meaning.

“Open it,” he said softly, his voice a gentle command that Hakyung found impossible to disobey.

“Uh… okay,” Hakyung answered, his curiosity now mixed with a palpable hesitation.

He wondered, briefly, if his initial assumption had been wrong.

Or perhaps, he mused, he was simply supposed to put the thing on himself, if it indeed turned out to be a ring.

Curious and cautious, with bated breath, Hakyung carefully lifted the lid of the box, making sure not to damage the stylish container.

Inside, resting on a small velvet cushion, nestled against the soft material, was a single round object that looked like a pearl.

However, it shimmered with a rather mysterious, iridescent color unlike any pearl he had seen before, catching the light in a kaleidoscope of hues.

“This is… um…?” Hakyung murmured, picking up the pearl-like object with a delicate touch, his fingers tracing its smooth, cool surface.

When he noticed that the ring he had so eagerly expected was not attached underneath or included inside, a faint feeling of disappointment crept in, a small wave of anti-climax.

He even half-suspected it wasn’t a pearl at all, but perhaps some kind of traditional medicine — like Uwhang Cheongsimhwan, a calming herbal pill he’d heard about, designed to soothe a heart that was shocked by the sea, a rather ironic thought given his current location.

Without even trying to hide his skeptical expression, his brows furrowed in confusion, Hakyung stared intently at Muheon, his gaze silently begging for some kind of explanation, for clarity.

“If you take this, you’ll have no problems living in the sea,” Muheon explained, his voice even, his eyes steady on Hakyung’s.

“Y-Yes…?” Hakyung said, still unsure, his voice wavering slightly.

The explanation seemed to deepen the mystery rather than clarify it.

“Sango searched the entire sea and brought this,” Muheon added with certainty, as if that fact alone should convince Hakyung of its potency and significance.

“Wait, wait a minute, boss! I don’t understand. What exactly is this?” Hakyung asked, feeling both amazed and deeply confused by the extraordinary claim.

His mind raced, trying to grasp the impossible.

“If you take it, you can breathe underwater.”

“No way! Is that really possible!?” Hakyung’s eyes widened in disbelief, his jaw dropping slightly.

The statement was so audacious, so fantastical, that it defied all logic.

Startled by the sudden, unbelievable information, he threw the box back at Muheon as if it were a hot coal, an instinctive reaction of shock and fear, and pulled his hips back sharply, instinctively trying to put some distance between himself and the mysterious pearl.

But before he could fully escape, he was pulled close again by the firm grip of Muheon’s hand, a strong, unyielding embrace.

It was pointless to resist.

He was utterly, helplessly in Muheon’s grasp.

Still, Hakyung did not stop fidgeting and squirming, a restless energy radiating from him.

Is it really reasonable to tell someone who has just succeeded in dipping their feet into the sea, after years of debilitating fear, to live in it completely?

The thought was exasperating, almost insulting.

Seeing Hakyung’s clearly annoyed and frustrated face, his lips pursed in a stubborn pout, Muheon smiled awkwardly, a mixture of exasperation and deep amusement.

He knew he should calm down the angry dolphin, soothe his fears, but honestly, seeing him pout like a baby pufferfish, all puffed up and indignant, made Muheon want to quietly watch and see just how far this little fit of anger would go, enjoying the endearing display.

Suppressing a smile, forcing his lips into a neutral line, Muheon asked again in a softer tone, his voice gentle but insistent.

“Why don’t you understand? So, you planned to never go to the sea? Even when dating someone who’s from the sea?”

The question was a subtle challenge, a gentle push.

“Th-That’s not it!”

Hakyung protested, flustered, his cheeks coloring slightly.

He hated being put on the spot, especially when his actions seemed to contradict his feelings.

“So take it,” Muheon urged gently, his voice a soft persuasion.

Ha, seriously!

Hakyung let out a dry, exasperated laugh, devoid of humor.

He didn’t know the boss could be this stubborn, this unyielding in his desires.

Perhaps it looked a little cute because of the thick lens of his infatuation, the way he viewed everything about Muheon through a rose-tinted filter.

Anyway, the fear of actually taking this mysterious medicine — or whatever it was, its true nature still a perplexing enigma — was still bigger than his courage.

The idea of ingesting something that would fundamentally change his biology, that would allow him to breathe underwater, was simply too much to process right now.

So, with careful movements, Hakyung put the box gently into his pocket, tucking it away for later.

“Boss, I’ll take it once I’m ready. I’m definitely not refusing! And I’m not against going to the sea with you! You know that, right?” Hakyung’s voice was earnest, a desperate plea for understanding.

“Yeah. I know. Thanks for accepting it,” Muheon replied, a genuine relief washing over him.

He understood Hakyung’s apprehension, and his patience was boundless.

Deciding not to push any further for now, sensing Hakyung had reached his limit, Muheon placed Hakyung gently on his thigh, settling him comfortably, and showered him with soft kisses here and there – on his forehead, his temples, his cheeks, each one a tender gesture of affection.

Hakyung chuckled softly at the ticklish sensation, squirming slightly under the affectionate attention, but not pulling away.

While happily holding Hakyung in his arms, content in the quiet intimacy of the moment, Muheon noticed him yawn quietly, a small, endearing stretch.

“Boss, I’m sleepy. I think it’s because of extreme mental stress,” Hakyung mumbled, his voice already thick with drowsiness.

He closed his eyes, leaning into Muheon’s warmth.

“Are you mocking me now? Saying I brought you to the sea?”

Muheon teased, a soft smile playing on his lips, recognizing Hakyung’s characteristic sass even in his sleepy state.

“Good eye, boss,” Hakyung replied with a mischievous grin, his eyes still closed.

Rubbing his cheek against Muheon’s broad shoulder, Hakyung found the perfect pillow to rest his head on, a soft, comfortable space.

Watching Hakyung settle in to nap properly, his breathing evening out, Muheon gently patted his back, a steady, rhythmic motion.

Feeling the steady, comforting pats, Hakyung gradually slipped into a deep, peaceful sleep, drifting off with a sense of complete safety and contentment.

***

In a brief dream by the seaside, young Hakyung was held tightly by something large and black, a comforting, secure presence, roaming all over the endless sea.

Strangely, he wasn’t scared or anxious at all, the familiar terror absent.

Instead, it was so warm and comforting that he wanted to stay in the sea forever, a feeling of belonging he had never experienced before.

Later that day, back in the comforting familiarity of the dorm, Hakyung was currently kneeling on the floor of his cozy dorm room, his posture one of respectful attention, listening to his grandmother’s stern but loving nagging, a familiar melody of concern and wisdom.

The phone was pressed against his ear, her voice surprisingly clear despite the distance.

“G-Grandma, that’s not what I mean…” he began, trying to explain himself, to clarify his position, but her voice cut him off.

“Not what you mean? Then what’s it not? So you were just planning to do whatever you wanted? That’s like taking all the good parts and then ditching everything else! These days, your mom calls that ‘eating and running’!” she scolded sharply, her voice unwavering, a testament to her conviction.

“Eating and running? No, I’ve never ‘eaten and run’ on the boss! Really, that’s not true!”

Hakyung protested with a pleading tone, genuinely distressed by the accusation.

The thought of abandoning Muheon was unthinkable.

A few minutes earlier, Hakyung had called his grandmother for advice after spending the whole week worried over the strange medicine the boss had given him, which supposedly had some strange and magical effects, enabling him to breathe underwater.

Although Grandma was basically skeptical about the sea-dweller (merfolk) aspect of Muheon, she still showed some kindness toward the boss and didn’t strongly oppose their relationship, seeing the genuine affection between them.

So, Hakyung thought it would be okay to talk to her, to seek her wise counsel.

But as the conversation went on, it took a strange and unexpected turn.

Instead of blindly siding with her grandson, as he might have expected, Grandma scolded him instead, her words sharp but fair.

She said things like, “It’s natural for the boss to come to the countryside and help out here and there, using his unique abilities, but isn’t that natural for you too? To meet him halfway? No matter how young you are, a lover is an equal partner, so why are you the only one feeling uncomfortable and unwilling to do hard things?”

She hit him with nothing but the bitter truth, making him feel like his bones were crumbling inside, each word a direct hit to his lingering insecurities.

Kneeling there, absorbing every harsh but honest word from his grandmother, Hakyung finally muttered a repentant apology, his voice small and contrite.

“I’m sorry…”

— “What do you have to be sorry for, grandma? You should be the one saying sorry to the boss for being hurt!” she retorted, her voice softening slightly.

“All right, I’ll do that,” Grandma said firmly, a sense of resolution in her tone.

— “Good. It’s all these little things that pile up and fester. If you want to stay together with the boss for a long, beautiful time, you have to respect and understand each other’s differences.” Her words were pearls of wisdom, distilled from years of experience.

Maybe because it was advice from his grandmother who had lived many years and experienced so much, her words truly struck a chord deep inside Hakyung’s heart, resonating with a profound truth.

He truly wanted to have a long and happy relationship with the boss, a future filled with shared joy and understanding.

His love for the boss was definitely stronger than his fear of the sea, strong enough to conquer any obstacle.


The call ended with a one-sided barrage of scolding, yet instead of feeling heavy-hearted or burdened, Hakyung felt surprisingly light, a sense of clarity settling over him.

Maybe what he really wanted was for someone to tell him it was okay to take the medicine, that it was okay to trust the boss completely, and to go to the sea, to embrace that part of Muheon’s world?

His grandmother’s words had given him that permission, that push.

Realizing that he still had a long way to go before becoming a true sea-dweller, a fully integrated part of Muheon’s world, Hakyung gently closed his eyes and smiled softly, a quiet contentment settling over him.

And in that moment, the ocean breeze, though physically distant, seemed to whisper promises of many adventures still to come, a future intertwined with the vast, wondrous sea.



 
  Chapter 49: A Proposal Beneath the Surface





With Hakyung’s soft humming serving as gentle background music, a cheerful, almost unconscious melody, Muheon and Hakyung finished their meal together.

Their quiet laughter mingled with the subtle, pleasing sounds of cutlery on plates, creating a serene atmosphere.

After clearing the last bite, leaving their lunchbox neatly packed, they stood up and descended the stairs to the office hand in hand, their fingers intertwined tightly as if unwilling to let go even for a moment.

It was such a sweet and familiar scene, repeated every morning without fail, a comforting ritual, that all the employees glanced up briefly, a flicker of acknowledgement in their eyes, but quickly returned to their work, trying hard not to react too openly or let their curiosity show.

The unwritten rule of discretion was firmly in place.

Still, as Muheon stood behind Hakyung—who had just settled into the chair at the desk and was busy booting up the computer, the gentle hum of the machine filling the air—his gaze lingered a little longer than usual, a subtle shift in his posture.

Slowly, almost imperceptibly, the eyes of everyone in the room began to drift towards the two men, their attention drawn by the unspoken tension.

The usual hum of busyness started to wane, and the clatter of keyboards and mouse clicks gradually softened as the employees unconsciously held their breath, anticipating something.

They were used to seeing Muheon and Hakyung hold hands when coming down from breakfast, a daily display of affection, but a man—especially the revered master of the West Sea, known for his stoic demeanor—standing so close behind the CEO like that was a different matter entirely.

The atmosphere shifted, becoming charged with unspoken questions, as murmurs began circulating quietly, barely audible but unmistakable.

“Hmm…? Did Hakyung say he was going to do something for you?” someone whispered, their voice hushed, barely reaching beyond their cubicle.

“If he was planning to do something, it’d be in the bedroom, not here, right? Ahem!” another voice added with a playful grin, a teasing glint in their eye.

The employees immediately flushed with embarrassment, secretly imagining what intimate scenes could be going on behind closed doors between the powerful leader and his charming, puppy-like lover.

Even though Muheon was respected and admired as a powerful leader, a figure of authority, nobody wanted to delve too deeply on the private side of his relationship, finding it both intriguing and slightly scandalous.

Just when everyone was trying to keep their thoughts discreet—and their cheeks less red—Muheon’s behavior suddenly shifted, catching everyone completely off guard.

He disregarded the unspoken rules of the workplace, his focus solely on Hakyung.

The bravest among the employees, Gang Dolphin, swallowed his nervousness, a perceptible gulp, and called out, unable to hide his burning curiosity.

“Boss, aren’t you working? Why are you standing behind me like that?”

Muheon lightly tapped the brim of his hat, a sly smile spreading across his face, a secretive, knowing look, as he responded simply, “Just because I like Kang Hakyung.”

His words were direct, unapologetic, and completely disarming.

“W-what?! That’s obvious… I-is that so!” Hakyung stammered, caught off guard by the unexpected directness and public declaration of Muheon’s words.

His response came out in a half-sentence, a clumsy attempt to regain his composure, the heat rising to his face instantly, painting his cheeks a deep crimson.

Meanwhile, the other employees struggled to maintain their professionalism.

They took deep, steadying breaths as they tried not to react to the bold and affectionate display unfolding in front of them, a spectacle both admirable and utterly bewildering.

The room was thick with a strange mixture of awe and awkwardness, a palpable tension.

Muheon, however, remained completely unfazed by the gasps and glances around him, the murmurs and silent judgments.

Without a hint of embarrassment, he leaned forward, wrapping his broad body protectively around Hakyung’s back and propping himself up on the desk with one hand, his arm a strong, reassuring bar behind Hakyung.

The protective embrace caused Hakyung to flinch slightly, startled by the sudden pressure on his shoulders just as the computer program began to start, its mechanical whir a stark contrast to the emotional intensity.

Muheon’s voice dropped to a soft whisper, warm and intimate, so close to Hakyung’s ear that it made his skin tingle, sending delightful shivers down his spine, “Shall we skip work and go out somewhere?”

The suggestion was tempting, whispered like a secret invitation.

“A-ah, no, of course not,” Hakyung quickly answered, his voice a mix of nervousness and denial, a desperate attempt to sound resolute.|

It had only been a week since they last took time off to go to the sea together.

Even though Muheon was the boss, the undisputed leader, Hakyung knew the older employees would not look favorably on skipping work again so soon, a perceived indulgence.

He glanced nervously at the senior staff nearby, hoping to break free from Muheon’s firm grasp, to convey his discomfort with the public display.

But Muheon’s arms remained strong and unyielding, the muscles beneath his sleeves tense and unwavering, holding Hakyung securely.

Feeling the solid strength of those arms made saliva almost drip from Hakyung’s lips, a physical reaction to the intense emotions, and he had to work hard to regain his composure.

Finally, he shook his head slightly and whispered, “Save those cool displays of affection for when it’s just the two of us!”

“Too bad,” Muheon replied, a teasing glint in his eye, a hint of playful disappointment.

He was clearly enjoying Hakyung’s flustered reaction.

Hakyung gently tapped the large back of Muheon’s hand resting on the desk, signaling him to retreat quickly, a silent plea for normalcy.

Slowly, with an exaggerated sigh of regret that was almost a performance, Muheon rose, his longing evident but controlled, a flicker of his true desires in his eyes.

His hands itched to pull Hakyung close again, to take him straight to his underwater palace where no one else could see them, where they could be truly free.

But he clenched his fists tightly, holding back his desires, a testament to his self-control, and turned toward the CEO’s office door.

Before entering, he didn’t forget to send a quick, almost imperceptible call to Sang-oh, a silent instruction.

Sang-oh, who had momentarily lost focus along with the other employees due to Muheon’s unabashed display of affection, immediately caught the signal and followed him obediently, stepping briskly into the office.

As the door to the CEO’s office closed behind them with a soft click, creating a private sanctuary, Muheon’s voice filled the room with quiet authority. “Is everything ready?”

“Yes, almost done,” Sang-oh answered, his tone steady but eager, understanding the urgency in Muheon’s voice.

“How many days left?” Muheon asked, raising a single eyebrow, his impatience palpable.

“Looks like it’ll be perfectly finished by next week,” came the reply, a confident assurance.

Muheon’s finger tapping on the desk quickened in tempo, a rapid, almost frantic rhythm, reflecting the impatience swelling inside him.

Time seemed to slow to an unbearable crawl now that he knew Hakyung could stay in the sea by taking medicine, that their complete union was within reach.

Each second stretched endlessly like years, despite Muheon’s centuries of life without such emotional turmoil.

Anxiety consumed him completely, a powerful, unfamiliar emotion.

He desperately wanted to place Kang Hakyung deep beneath the ocean waves, somewhere no one could interfere, a secluded, sacred space.

Matching Muheon’s rapid tapping, Sang-oh’s heartbeat also quickened, sensing the growing tension, the intense focus radiating from his boss.

Looking at Muheon’s intense expression, there was only one conclusion to be drawn, “Did Kang Dolphin finally eat?”

Sang-oh ventured, a knowing smile playing on his lips.

“Hmm,” Muheon answered with a small, satisfied smile curling the corners of his mouth, a rare display of deep contentment.

The satisfaction on his face was unmistakable, causing Sang-oh’s tense expression to soften, melting into one of shared joy.

He let out a hearty laugh, puffing out his broad chest proudly at having played a part in Muheon’s contentment.

“That guy’s amazing! I thought he’d be scared and take much longer,” Sang-oh said, clearly impressed by Hakyung’s progress.

“So report as soon as it’s ready,” Muheon ordered, his voice crisp, decisive.

“Understood! Don’t worry!” Sang-oh replied loudly, his voice booming with confidence, walking confidently out of the CEO’s office, ready to expedite the final preparations.

***

Fortunately, grandmother’s fractured bone was healing well, a slow but steady recovery.

After hearing the doctor’s opinion that if it stayed fixed for about a month more, it would be perfectly fine, Hakyung let out a huge sigh of relief.

The burden of worry that had weighed heavily on him finally began to lift.

Though grandmother often scolded him for bringing his lover down on weekends despite her busy company schedule, a playful but persistent complaint, Hakyung paid little mind to her grievances.

To him, grandmother was more than both a mother and father combined—her importance was immeasurable, her love a guiding force.

He didn’t mind visiting her every day if that was what it took, her well-being his top priority.

“Grandma, this is sea spider crab, this is abalone, and this is octopus, okay? The older brothers sent lots of good things so you can get well quickly,” Hakyung said with a smile, pointing to the fresh seafood delicacies laid out in front of them, a vibrant array of ocean treasures.

“That’s wonderful. Tell them thank you. They gave such precious things,” grandmother replied sincerely, a rare softness in her voice as she appreciated the thoughtful gifts from Hakyung’s colleagues.

Usually, she rarely ate things from the sea, a preference for terrestrial foods, but today she seemed genuinely grateful for the thoughtful presents, recognizing the effort behind them.

Next to her, Hakyung slipped sea salt chocolates into her pocket—small, delicious treats that could be enjoyed anytime, a little bit of the ocean’s sweetness to balance the savories.

“These are delicious snacks from the sea, too.”

While grandmother and grandson chatted softly over the delicious food, their voices a comfortable murmur, Muheon suddenly knelt down beside Hakyung.

The movement was fluid, graceful, yet utterly commanding.

Despite the quiet atmosphere, Muheon’s naturally large and commanding presence was impossible to ignore, filling the space around them.

When he knelt, both grandmother and Hakyung’s eyes widened simultaneously as they turned to look at him in surprise, their conversation abruptly ceasing.

Especially grandmother, who looked like she might lower herself to kneel as well, a subconscious difference to Muheon’s presence.

Sensing this, Hakyung quickly grabbed the thick thigh of the boss and asked anxiously, “Boss, why are you kneeling all of a sudden?”

“Y-Yeah! Why are you doing that?” grandmother echoed, her unease growing with Muheon’s strange mood and serious expression.

The air in the room seemed to thicken with unspoken meaning.

Though she was older than Hakyung, who was just in his early twenties, she was much younger than Muheon—and meeting his gaze was never easy, especially at moments like this, when his eyes held such intensity.

“Maybe you’ve heard from Hakyung, but I’m planning to take him to the sea,” Muheon began calmly, his voice a low, steady rumble, addressing the grandmother directly.

“Uh… Y-Yeah, I heard,” grandmother replied cautiously, her eyes flickering between Muheon and Hakyung.

She was the very person who had scolded Hakyung just a few days ago when he was scared and hesitating about going to the sea, the one who had made him cry with her tough love.

So, she had already guessed that he’d be taking his lover to the sea soon, knowing his determination.

Though worried because of Hakyung’s lingering fear of the sea, she wasn’t too anxious, knowing that Muheon was such a reliable and caring boyfriend.

But then Muheon’s next words hit like a thunderclap, echoing in the quiet room, completely unexpected and utterly profound.

“As soon as we get to the sea, we’re planning to get married.”

“What?!” the grandmother gasped, her hand flying to her mouth in shock.

“What the heck?!” Hakyung shouted in shock, his own voice a mixture of disbelief and utter astonishment.

The bombshell caused both grandmother and grandson to shout almost simultaneously, their hearts pounding wildly in unison, their reactions mirroring each other perfectly.

“Hakyung, why are you reacting like that?!” grandmother asked, bewildered, turning her surprised gaze to her grandson.

While she was understandably surprised by the sudden mention of marriage, seeing Hakyung’s wide-eyed, almost panicked reaction made her turn her gaze fully to him, questioning his stance.

Though grandmother gave him a look of bewilderment, Hakyung had no time to care.

The word “marriage” spun wildly through his mind, a dizzying whirlwind of possibilities, making his limbs tingle and his skin flush hot with a mixture of excitement and indignation.

He was annoyed that Muheon had dropped such a huge decision without discussing it with him first, a major life choice sprung upon him, but at the same time, his heart fluttered uncontrollably because of Muheon’s strong, charismatic presence, his decisive nature.

“Well, you know, marriage isn’t something you decide easily! And even though we’re beastkin, same-sex marriage isn’t exactly simple, right? And, well, isn’t it more common these days to not marry?” Hakyung stammered, trying to rationalize his surprise, throwing out every argument he could think of.

“Grandma, I’m not against marriage!” he added quickly, wanting to clarify his position, worried she might misunderstand his flustered reaction.

The clueless grandson suddenly linked arms with his lover, pressing close, and rebutted the grandmother’s surprised expression, a defiant gesture.

“So you’re saying you’re planning to get married? Right now?!” she asked again, incredulous, demanding a clear answer.

“Uh, well… If the boss asks, I’m all for it,” Hakyung said shyly, rubbing his cheek against Muheon’s arm, a soft, intimate gesture that spoke volumes.

Oh my, that time when the boss said let’s go to the sea was actually a proposal!

That pearl he gave was actually a ring substitute!

The realization dawned on him, clicking into place. Without needing words, the boss had simply shown his intentions through his actions — so cool and confident!

Seeing the love shining clearly in Hakyung’s eyes, undeniable and radiant, the grandmother let out a wry laugh, a sound that held both amusement and a touch of exasperation.

She couldn’t understand why the kid—barely an adult, still so young and impulsive—was already thinking about legally binding himself to someone forever.

Of course, the boyfriend was handsome, caring, capable, and seemed to have a good personality.

A truly impressive man, she admitted.

But still!

What?

She hadn’t even known her cute grandson for a full year, and now he was already planning to take him away forever?

The thought was jarring, a sudden emptiness.

The grandmother’s eyebrows furrowed slowly in thought, a complex array of emotions playing across her face.

When Hakyung first brought his lover home, she hadn’t disliked it, sensing the deep affection between them.

But now, thinking he might be gone for life, truly gone from her daily presence, something inside her felt unsettled, a maternal possessiveness stirring.

“Hakyung, you haven’t even been with your boyfriend for a year, and you’re wagging your tail like a puppy, saying you want to get married?!” she scolded, her voice sharp with a mix of exasperation and affection.


“W-Who said that?!” Hakyung shot back, flustered, denying the obvious truth.

“Just now, that’s what you said!” grandmother retorted sharply, pointing an accusing finger at him.

If her leg hadn’t been injured, the grandmother would’ve slapped Hakyung’s back right then and there, a playful but firm swat, her fierce expression enough to scare anyone.

Meanwhile, Muheon simply smiled happily, completely smitten, his eyes fixed on Hakyung, oblivious to the grandmother’s scolding.

Hakyung, seriously — do you even have a tail or not?

It seemed to be wagging furiously.



 
  Chapter 50: The River Dolphin’s First Dive





Hakyung, a young man whose spirit was as lively as his movements, quickly dropped to his knees, his eyes wide with a mixture of hope and a touch of mischief as he followed the lead of the man he affectionately called the CEO.”

“Grandma,” he began, his voice ringing with a newfound determination, “I want to marry the CEO. Please, please give us your permission!”

He had just spent what felt like an eternity trying to convince her, talking until his throat was dry about how incredibly premature such a notion was.

Yet, it seemed his fervent words had fallen on deaf ears, entirely lost to the boundless enthusiasm of her eldest grandson.

His grandmother, a woman of deep affections and even deeper exasperations, clutched at her trembling head, a visible tremor rippling through her silver hair.

A moment of stunned silence gave way to a booming exclamation that echoed through the room, “You… you darn stubborn brat!”

The CEO, whose presence was always both commanding and comforting to Hakyung, had subtly shifted, almost imperceptibly placing himself between Hakyung and the grandmother’s booming fury.

This protective stance, a silent acknowledgment of their burgeoning bond, only served to further exasperate the older woman, leaving her utterly dumbfounded.

Her grandson, bless his naive heart, seemed to have fallen for the man all over again in that very instant, his eyes practically dripping with adoration, as sweet and thick as honey.

A long, drawn-out sigh escaped his grandmother’s lips, followed by a hollow, almost disbelieving laugh at the sheer ridiculousness of the scene unfolding before her.

She took a deliberate step back, conceding a small victory.

“First,” she declared, her voice a little softer now, “go to the sea once, meet the CEO’s parents, and then we’ll talk.”

“Can’t we just finish it now?” Hakyung pleaded, his voice a desperate whine.

“Tsk!”

The sharp, admonishing sound from his grandmother was enough to make Hakyung yelp, his shoulders hunching as he instinctively scurried behind Muheon, seeking refuge in his larger frame.

Muheon’s lips curved ever so slightly at the warm, trembling body pressed so close behind him.



After a carefully measured beat, he spoke, his voice calm and even, “My parents passed away when I was young.”

His grandmother’s stern demeanor softened instantly, replaced by a look of profound regret.

“Oh, my. Is that so?” she murmured, her voice filled with genuine sorrow.

“Yes,” Muheon confirmed, his tone unchanging.

“That’s why I inherited the business early.”

His grandmother felt an immediate surge of remorse, her heart aching for the young man who had clearly endured so much.

She was at a complete loss for how to express her profound sympathy.

Hakyung, too, was stunned.

He widened his eyes, realizing for the first time that the CEO’s parents had passed away so early.

Muheon, observing the almost identical reactions of the grandmother and grandson – a shared look of shock and pity – chuckled inwardly.

This was an opportunity he simply couldn’t afford to miss.

It was true, he mused, that the previous Imoogi, his predecessor, had been old and nearing the end of his long life when Muheon was born.

And it was equally true that he had been forced to take on the immense responsibilities of their ancient lineage and business at a remarkably young age.

However, the picture he was painting for them, of a difficult, unhappy life filled only with work and devoid of love, was far from the reality.

His life, while perhaps unconventional, had never been truly desolate.

Yet, to achieve his desired outcome, he needed to subtly exploit the deep empathy of the strong dolphin family, to find the weak spot in their compassionate hearts.

“I see…” his grandmother murmured, her voice laced with concern.

“You’ve suffered a lot on your own, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” Muheon replied, his voice taking on a wistful, almost melancholic tone.

“That’s why I wanted to get married as soon as possible. But I haven’t met anyone until now… No,” he corrected himself, his gaze fixing on Hakyung with an almost mournful tenderness, “it seems I’ve been living alone all this time to meet Hakyung.”

The wistful gaze was a masterstroke, a bonus effect that elevated his performance.

It was an act so convincing that his own family, the ancient Imoogis living in the West Sea, would have been utterly dumbfounded, perhaps even falling over in shock at his theatrical prowess.

Yet, Muheon himself felt neither awkward nor embarrassed.

He didn’t even betray the slightest change in his expression, his face remaining perfectly impassive.

It was almost as if shamelessness was, in fact, the greatest virtue of the Imoogis, a cornerstone of their formidable nature.

He didn’t need to elaborate further.

His words, coupled with his subtle demeanor, seemed to convey the entirety of his supposed lonely and desolate life, leaving an impression that everyone understood.

And, conversely, it painted a vivid picture of how incredibly happy he was now that Hakyung had appeared to illuminate that solitary existence.

At this heartbreaking confession, Hakyung grimaced, his features contorting with profound sympathy, and he tightly clutched Muheon’s large, strong hand.

He now understood the reason the CEO had initially exuded such a fierce and terrifying aura: it was because he hadn’t been loved.

He, Hakyung, had lost his parents early too, but thanks to his grandmother’s boundless love, he had never felt truly lonely.

The CEO, on the other hand, must have had absolutely no one by his side until now.

Then, from now on, Hakyung vowed silently, his resolve firming, I should love the CEO a lot, and a lot more.

It was an astute and remarkably commendable thought for such a young man.

With that decision, the slight, lingering fear he harbored regarding the sea completely vanished, replaced by a blossoming sense of purpose.

“Well… I understand,” his grandmother finally conceded, her voice softer still, tinged with a reluctant acceptance.

“I understand both your feelings well. So, first, go to the sea. And then we’ll decide.”

“Oh, Grandma, really!” Hakyung wailed, his stubborn whining, a habit that had supposedly disappeared after elementary school, bursting forth with renewed vigor.

However, his grandmother remained unyielding.

Her grandson, and his boyfriend, were so utterly smitten with each other that they couldn’t see anything beyond their immediate desires.

But what would happen once they actually went to the sea and discovered how vastly different they truly were?

It was unknown.

They needed to experience the harsh reality of their differences firsthand.

Even if Hakyung pouted, her “no” remained a firm “no.”

Unlike Hakyung, who was clearly sulking, Muheon, surprisingly, agreed with her words.

“Understood,” Muheon said, his voice calm and reassuring.

“First, I will take good care of Hakyung by his side so he can safely adapt to the sea. I will do so until Grandmother feels completely relieved and entrusts him to me without a single doubt.”

And for that very purpose, he was mercilessly pressuring Sang-oh, ensuring all the necessary preparations were expedited.

His grandmother’s heart, despite her outward reservations, leaned once more towards the consistently reliable and faithful man.

However, she was careful not to show any outward sign of approval.

If she displayed even a hint of permission, her bulldozer-like, stubborn grandson might immediately bolt to the district office, intent on registering their marriage without a moment’s hesitation.

***

On the way back, having secured his grandmother’s half-hearted, partial permission, Hakyung’s bottom fidgeted restlessly on the car seat, practically bouncing with excitement.

“CEO,” he chattered, unable to contain his eagerness, “when are we going to the sea? And how many days of vacation will we get? I only have one day of annual leave, is that okay?”

“It’s fine,” Muheon replied, his voice calm and indulgent.

“When do you want to go to the sea? Let’s go when you want.”

“Then is tomorrow okay? Oh! No! That won’t work! Then let’s go after three days!” Hakyung exclaimed, a flurry of ideas tumbling out.

Muheon’s eyebrows twitched, a subtle ripple of amusement crossing his features, as Hakyung, who moments ago seemed ready to command the car to turn straight towards the ocean, suddenly backed down a step.

“Why?” Muheon asked, a hint of curiosity in his tone.

“To go to the sea, there’s a lot to prepare, you know,” Hakyung began, his voice a little softer, as he meticulously avoided Muheon’s piercing, knowing gaze.

“My clothes will keep getting wet, same with my shoes, and I have to bring all my snacks too.”

He rattled off the excuses, the common, mundane preparations that filled his mind.

In reality, those things could be thrown together in a single night if he truly put his mind to it.

What Hakyung was really preparing, with diligence bordering on obsession, were adult toys

He had done his research, discreetly asking around and Browse online forums.

The general consensus, he’d discovered, was that for same-sex partners, receiving a little “help” was often beneficial, even recommended.

And the CEO, as Hakyung understood it, was in a “special” category, which only intensified his determination to prepare even more thoroughly.

He was determined to leave nothing to chance.

He wouldn’t back out this time, not when they were finally at the sea, would he?

A frustrated huff escaped him, steam practically shooting from his nose.

Muheon’s consistent aloofness, his refusal to go beyond kissing, still gnawed at Hakyung, despite the CEO’s recent display of affection.

“Alright, I get it,” Muheon conceded, a hint of a smile playing on his lips.

“Tell me when you’re all ready.”

“But you don’t seem to have anything to prepare, CEO?” Hakyung couldn’t help but ask, a trace of playful accusation in his voice.

“Not really…?” Muheon replied, his tone feigning innocence.

“Hmph, honestly!” Hakyung exclaimed, his frustration bubbling over, a sudden burst of anger that made him huff and puff.

Muheon tilted his head, observing Hakyung’s sudden pique, but he didn’t show much reaction, his composure unruffled.

Such was the unpredictable nature of river dolphins, he mused; their moods were known to shift like the currents of a whimsical stream.

***

The next morning, Hakyung bounded into the office, radiating an almost palpable excitement.


“Mr. Geoung!” he chirped, addressing the older, kindly manager.

“I’m off! You can leave the ledger processing for when I get back, so don’t worry about it!”

Geoung, a man whose calm demeanor was as steadfast as the ancient mountains, chuckled warmly.

“Okay, got it. Have a good trip, young man.”

“Yes!” Hakyung practically skipped towards another colleague.

“Brother Geunlim, I’m off!”

Geunlim, a man whose vibrant red hair seemed to burn with an eternal flame, grinned widely. |

“Be careful, Hakyung. If you meet our elder brothers there, send them my regards, okay? Hakyung, come back quickly so we can go to that cafe I found that serves the best coffee!”

Hakyung nodded, a smile on his face.

He figured he’d recognize Brother Geunlim’s brothers by their distinctive hair color – a trait that clearly ran in the family.

He looked at Bu Geunlim’s flaming red hair, thinking of the other red-haired individuals he might encounter.

Hakyung, who was embarking on a week-long journey to the sea with Muheon, received a boisterous and affectionate send-off from his colleagues at the company.

Despite having joined the company relatively recently, and now taking a full week off, which might typically elicit grumbling or resentment, everyone spoke to him with such genuine warmth and sincerity.

This outpouring of kindness left Hakyung truly touched, even a little overwhelmed, making him feel at a loss for how to fully express his gratitude.

He bowed repeatedly, a deep, respectful incline of his head, to his colleagues, offering heartfelt farewells before finally getting into the car.

This time, Ki Sang-oh was at the wheel instead of the CEO.

“Mr. Sang-oh, thank you,” Hakyung said, his voice brimming with genuine appreciation.

“Thanks for what, now… Hm!” Ki Sang-oh’s face flushed a deep red at Hakyung’s polite and exceptionally courteous greeting.

He subtly glanced into the rearview mirror, his eyes darting towards Muheon.

The CEO, his brows furrowed in a slight frown, seemed displeased with the prolonged farewells between Hakyung and the staff, a clear indication that his patience was wearing thin.

Sang-oh quickly started the car, eager to depart and avoid further displeasing Muheon.

It seemed best to get them to the sea quickly, allowing the two of them to finally have their much-anticipated time alone.

The drive to the sea wasn’t as long as Hakyung had imagined.

When they finally arrived at a spot close to Incheon, Hakyung stepped out of the car, breathing in the fresh, cool breeze that carried the scent of salt and anticipation.

He stomped his feet lightly, a childish gesture of sheer excitement.

In the past, merely sensing the salty air would have sent shivers of terror down his spine, paralyzing him with fear.

But at some point, subtly and gradually, that fear had dissipated, replaced by a sense of calm acceptance.

This profound change, he knew, was entirely thanks to the CEO.

Muheon’s mood, once perhaps a touch reserved, softened perceptibly as he watched Hakyung, who was now smiling brightly, a large backpack brimming with luggage slung casually over his shoulders.

“Let’s go,” Muheon said, his voice a low, encouraging murmur.

Ki Sang-oh, who seemed to be taking on the dual role of driver and oceanic guide, was the first to step into the water, his movements deliberate and unhurried.

Muheon followed, holding Hakyung’s hand securely on his own.

But as soon as Hakyung saw his sneakers begin to sink into the water, a familial tremor of fear coursed through him, making him involuntarily recoil and step backward, his previous excitement momentarily eclipsed by apprehension.

When Hakyung instinctively recoiled, stepping back, Muheon, with a puzzled expression, also turned back.

He quickly discerned the tension and terror etched on Hakyung’s face.

Instead of rushing him, Muheon simply waited patiently by his side, a silent pillar of support.

Muheon, more than anyone else, understood the traumatic events that Hakyung, this strong river dolphin, had endured.

Knowing this, he simply offered quiet encouragement, a silent cheer for Hakyung to overcome his deeply ingrained fear.

For a long moment, Hakyung repeatedly dipped his toes into the sea and pulled them out, testing the waters, literally and figuratively.

Finally, he squared his shoulders, took a deep breath, and declared with a solemn, determined voice:

“I-I’m really going! Don’t let go of my hand, okay?”

“Yes, I’ll never let go. Don’t worry,” Muheon replied, his voice firm and unwavering, a promise as solid as the earth beneath their feet.

Hearing Muheon’s resolute answer, Hakyung tightly gripped his large, warm hand and took one more courageous step forward.

But could he really breathe in the sea?

This persistent, nagging question still lingered in the back of his mind.

It was as Hakyung took a huge, fortifying breath, the lingering anxiety still present, that a colossal shimmer suddenly bloomed before his eyes, a vibrant distortion of light and air.

In a blink, an instant, it swiftly sank into the depths of the sea, carrying them with it.

The water, only moments before, had been clearly shallow, barely reaching his knees.

Yet, in just one single second, they were deep underwater?

Hakyung’s mouth dropped open in astonished disbelief, only to snap shut moments later as he realized his mistake.

Contrary to his absolute expectation of a mouth full of biting, salty water, his face and entire body felt completely dry, untouched by the ocean.

What in the world was happening?

This was something straight out of a fantasy movie or a fantastical novel, utterly beyond his comprehension.

At the simultaneous, magical unfolding of events, Hakyung’s tightly closed mouth slowly began to widen again, his expression a mixture of awe and bewilderment.

Yet, no seawater entered; instead, the only sounds he could hear were the soft, echoing laughter of the man beside him and Ki Sang-oh.


“Surprised?” Muheon asked, his voice made a low, rumbling sound that seemed to vibrate through Hakyung as he held him tightly in his embrace.

Wrapped securely in the man’s strong arms, Hakyung found himself unable to speak, instead resorting to frantic hand gestures and foot wiggles, desperate to convey the words that were trapped in his throat.

Muheon’s smile deepened, his laughter growing richer and more resonant at the baby river dolphin’s adorable, playful antics.

He nodded, his eyes sparkling with amusement.

“Yeah,” Muheon encouraged, his voice soft, “you can talk.”

“Pffft!”

A huge, explosive breath, powerful enough to visibly stir the surrounding air, burst from Hakyung’s mouth all at once.

He had been holding his breath out of sheer terror, even though he now realized there was no water to drown in.

The sight of the timid river dolphin, still so tightly coiled with apprehension, was utterly endearing.



 
  Chapter 51: Arrival at Muheon’s Estate





The moment of wonder that he could breathe underwater was brief, as his feet, which had been floating aimlessly in the cool sea currents, finally settled and touched the soft, sandy ground beneath.

The strange sensation of standing steadily in an alien world jolted Hakyung out of his reverie.

The sand felt fine and cool between his toes, unlike any he had ever experienced on land.

He looked down at his feet, half-expecting to see them sink, but they held firm, supporting his weight.

“We’ve arrived. Hakyung, young man, come this way.”

Gisang-o’s voice was steady but carried a hint of pride, a subtle note of triumph in its resonance.

He stretched out his hand once more in the direction he wanted them to go, a guiding gesture.

There, standing proudly in the middle of an immense clearing, was a massive gate towering far above them, easily fifty feet high, it’s dark silhouette against the watery light.

It loomed like a monument, framed by walls that stretched endlessly on either side, their surfaces etched with mysterious Chinese characters and elegantly written four-character idioms pasted here and there, lending an air of ancient grandeur and solemn authority.

The light filtering through the water played across the intricate carvings, making them seem almost alive, shimmering with unseen energy.

“This is Muheon’s family estate.”

Gisang-o’s words rang out like a declaration, a statement of immense significance that resonated in the watery expanse.

“W-wow, it’s impressive.”

Hakyung’s complement was short, only four words, but loaded with awe.

He found himself utterly speechless, his mind struggling to comprehend the vastness before him.

There were no words grand enough to describe what he was seeing.

Calling it a ‘house’ seemed almost inappropriate.

This wasn’t just a residence—it was more like a sprawling fortress or a miniature city.

The sheer scale was staggering, easily encompassing several square miles.

It wouldn’t surprise him if entire villages were nestled within its walls, thriving in this underwater domain.

In fact, it might even rival the palaces that kings once lived in during ancient times, the kind of magnificent places he had only ever glimpsed during school field trips and history documentaries.

Instead of the usual garden trees, the walls were lined with dazzlingly colorful coral reefs. Hakyung blinked in disbelief.

This was Korea’s sea, yet tropical corals bloomed here like exotic jewels, glowing with impossible hues of neon pink, electric blue, and fiery orange.

How was that possible?

He didn’t know the answer, but the sheer variety and vibrancy of the corals stretched endlessly in every direction, creating a surreal underwater panorama that made his heart race.

The coral rose higher than his own height, some towering like natural skyscrapers fashioned by the sea itself, reaching towards the unseen surface far above.

He had heard that the boss owned several multi-story buildings right in the heart of Seoul, and expected him to be wealthy, but this?

This was beyond anything he had imagined.

Maybe Muheon was even richer than that powerful friend of the boss in China, whose influence spanned continents and industries.

Yet, despite all the signs of affluence, Hakyung had no concept of how much land price underwater might be worth, or if such a concept even existed here, in this fantastical realm.

“I’m drooling.”

Hakyung muttered under his breath, unable to hold back his amazement, his mouth slightly agape as he took it all in.

“Uh, ah, yes!”

Muheon quickly and kindly closed Hakyung’s open mouth with a gentle hand, preventing him from further embarrassing himself, a small, tender gesture.

Feeling a little ashamed for showing such shock so openly, Hakyung forced a faint smile — though it was hardly a genuine one.

His scalp throbbed lightly, the tension in his head pulsing as if reacting to the overwhelming newness of the place, the sensory overload.

Maybe, just maybe, this was all a dream.

After all, he had passed out after falling into the sea.

Could this be his mind’s elaborate fantasy, a coping mechanism for his trauma?

Just as his thoughts began to slip away from reality into the safety of imagination, Muheon’s voice snapped him back sharply. “Let’s go in. Come here.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Why are you feeling unwell or something?”

Muheon’s puzzled gaze settled on Hakyung’s dazed expression, reading his lingering disbelief and potential discomfort.

Without waiting for an answer, he grasped Hakyung’s hand firmly and pulled him forward, a gentle but insistent tug, urging him onward.

The touch of Muheon’s cool hand grounded Hakyung in reality, its familiar sensation a lifeline.

He grasped Muheon’s hand tightly, determined not to lose his way in this vast, unfamiliar world, relying on his partner’s steady presence.

The feeling of warmth and security it gave him was strangely comforting, an anchor in the fantastical surroundings.

As the trio—Muheon, Hakyung, and Gisang-o—stepped forward, the largest of the three giant gates before them began to move. There was no visible sensor or switch, no obvious mechanism, yet the gate slid open smoothly like a grand automatic door, the mechanical precision almost magical in its quietness, revealing a grand interior.

The sudden movement made Hakyung flinch, shrinking his shoulders instinctively, while the others moved through the opening with practiced ease, as if it were an everyday occurrence for them.

“Welcome!”

The moment they crossed the threshold into the family estate, a loud, hearty shout of greeting echoed through the vast halls and corridors beyond, reverberating through the water.

The number of household workers was enormous—far exceeding the workforce at any company Hakyung had ever known, easily numbering in the hundreds, perhaps even a thousand individuals.

This was truly the domain of a big player in the sea, a powerful and well-staffed empire.

Hundreds of sea humanoids, each radiating a powerful and dignified presence, gathered around them.

Their sheer numbers and the aura of respect they commanded made Hakyung instinctively take a small step back, though he stopped himself just in time, trying to maintain some semblance of composure.

He stood on tiptoe, lowering his voice to a whisper as he leaned toward Muheon.

“Boss, are you actually the Dragon King…?”

His voice trembled slightly with a mixture of awe and disbelief, the question a genuine one from his overwhelmed mind, seeking to categorize this fantastical reality.

Muheon paused, a brief flicker of surprise crossing his face before he leaned in closer, lowering his voice to a conspiratorial whisper, his lips almost brushing Hakyung’s ear.

“Why do you think that?”

“Because this isn’t a house — it’s like the Dragon King’s palace. Or do all sea humanoids have houses this big?”

“Well… I don’t really know about others.”

Muheon’s reply was casual, almost dismissive, as if the concept were alien to him.

The entire West Sea was Muheon’s home and his ruled territory.

He hadn’t bothered venturing into other seas much, so he didn’t have much basis for comparison, his world largely self-contained.

Hakyung, who had been silently pouting at Muheon’s nonchalant answer, suddenly became aware of the intense, quiet attention being focused on him.

He snapped his mouth shut immediately and nervously rolled his large eyes, feeling utterly exposed under their collective gaze.

All the sea humanoids’ strange, unblinking eyes were locked on him, their gazes unwavering.

No matter how many times he experienced this feeling of being the center of attention in an alien environment, it always gave him goosebumps, a prickling sensation of unease.

Feeling overwhelmed and frightened by their overwhelming gaze, Hakyung tried to step back again.

But Muheon’s low voice stopped him instantly, “Bow your head.”

Without hesitation, the household members bowed quickly and respectfully, their movements synchronized and precise, a testament to their discipline and Muheon’s authority.

Feeling a little burdened by this show of deference, Hakyung tapped Muheon lightly on the arm.

“Why, why do you do this? Everyone would just say it’s workplace bullying…”

“That won’t happen.”

Muheon’s tone was calm and confident, utterly certain of his authority and their loyalty.

“That’s something we don’t know! Ah, really! I-I’m sorry. You can just relax here.”

Hakyung stammered nervously, hoping to lighten the mood, to ease the palpable tension he felt emanating from the attentive crowd.

Seeing Hakyung’s discomfort, the workers slowly raised their heads again, their expressions softening, a wave of empathy passing through them.

Thankfully, Muheon did not repeat his command, so it seemed there would be no scolding for disobedience, a small mercy that relieved Hakyung.

***

Through stories from family back on land, Hakyung had heard that Muheon had a lover and that they might soon be married.

He also knew that Gisang-o and Park Geowung, who came down from the sea, were messing around like newlyweds in the guesthouse, their playful affection a familiar sight.

But hearing about it and witnessing it with his own eyes were two very different things, the reality far more impactful than the rumor could convey.

Muheon personally bowed to whisper in his ear!

Muheon getting lightly hit on the hand by someone and simply smiling!

Muheon laughing despite breaking his own rules!

Wow, maybe the sun would actually rise from the sea tomorrow!

Hakyung’s mind raced with these observations, a testament to Muheon’s changed demeanor around him.

Though inwardly he fussed and gawked in all sorts of ways, his mind racing with a mix of astonishment and amusement, the outward appearance of the servants remained endlessly calm and composed, their faces impassive and respectful.

Wanting to see even more of Muheon-nim’s new, relaxed side, the one only Hakyung seemed to elicit, Hakyung desperately tried not to stand out or do anything strange, aiming to blend in and observe.

At first, the excessive attention and unblinking gazes from the sea people had made Hakyung uncomfortable and even scared, a persistent feeling of being under scrutiny.

But as time passed, he began to adapt.

He started thinking of them as acquaintances or family members of the company’s older brothers, familiar faces from the office, and his startled heart slowly settled, the initial fear replaced by a burgeoning sense of acceptance.

“Hello, my name is Kang Hakyung. I’m a bottlenose dolphin merman.”

Holding his hat firmly so it wouldn’t slip off, Hakyung bowed his upper body respectfully, a polite, almost formal gesture.

Not knowing who to greet first, he simply looked toward the middle of the gathered crowd and bowed repeatedly, a gesture of universal respect.

The servants responded in kind, their collective warm acceptance melting Hakyung’s lingering nerves, a wave of benevolence washing over him.

At the cute greeting from the bottlenose dolphin merman, the faces of the workers softened into motherly smiles, some even chuckling softly.

The pale dolphin’s shy grin had clearly won their hearts, a charm he possessed without even trying.

“Oh dear, how cute!” whispered several voices, their tones filled with genuine affection.

“Everyone, get to your tasks.”

Muheon, who didn’t want to share Hakyung’s attention, waved his hand carelessly at the servants, a possessive gesture.

Despite the casual gesture, the sea humanoids moved quickly and orderly, their movements graceful and precise, a silent testament to their obedience.

Watching them was like watching fish swim swiftly and fluidly, fascinating in its synchronized beauty, a living, breathing ballet.

Then, a large palm suddenly filled Hakyung’s field of vision, appearing out of nowhere.

Startled by the sudden shadow, he blinked and looked up sharply, his heart skipping a beat.

“Stop staring.”

Muheon’s voice was blunt, edged with childish jealousy, a surprisingly human emotion from the powerful master of the sea.

“Huh? At what?”

“At anything but me.”

Muheon’s voice was low, possessive, a playful growl.

Every time he said that, it made Hakyung’s heart tingle with unexpected pleasure, a delightful warmth spreading through him at Muheon’s overt affection.

Quickly, he linked his arm through the boss’s thick arm and stomped his foot playfully, a gesture of mock defiance, delighted by Muheon’s words.

“Please show me around your main house, boss. But this place is huge, so I think I need to stick close to you!”


“Is it that big?”,Muheon asked, a hint of genuine curiosity in his voice, as if he rarely considered its size from a human perspective.

“Yeah? Just looking around, it’s huge! I feel like I’d get lost right away…”

Hakyung frowned as if looking at a strange person.

If he had proper eyes, he’d realize just how vast this place truly was, how easy it would be to become disoriented.

Muheon only smiled, as if finding Hakyung’s insolent expression amusing and endearing, captivated by his charm.

He thought Hakyung seemed far more sensible than expected.

Not only did he breathe naturally underwater, but he also moved mischievously on land — it was unbearably cute, a delightful combination of resilience and playfulness.

Reaching out, Muheon softly touched Hakyung’s fluffy hat and lightly tapped his round butt, a tender, playful gesture that caused Hakyung to flush.

“Ah?!”

Receiving a man’s affectionate gesture so openly, especially one as powerful as Muheon, Hakyung’s face flushed a deep shade of crimson.

He quickly turned his head to look around, checking if anyone had seen, then impulsively reached out and tapped Muheon’s butt in return, a daring act of reciprocal affection, a tiny rebellion.

“Oh my.”

Muheon chuckled awkwardly and wrapped his arm around Hakyung’s waist, pulling him closer, securing him.

Hakyung twisted his body as if ticklish, trying to break free, but it was no use against Muheon’s strength.

Eventually, he gave up and playfully toyed with the hand around his waist for a while, content in the embrace.

Then something curious caught Muheon’s eye.

He looked upward and muttered thoughtfully, “Oh? Now that I think about it, you and I still haven’t gotten wet at all?”

“You just noticed that?”

Hakyung said, feigning surprise, a playful glint in his eye.


“No, did I even have time to notice? With so many overwhelming things crashing in…!”

Muheon laughed softly, a rare, open sound, then pointed upward with his finger.


Following his gaze, Hakyung gasped once again, his mouth falling open in renewed awe.

Like an underwater tunnel in an aquarium, a transparent dome arched high above the main house, shimmering with an ethereal glow. Inside the dome, all kinds of fish swam gracefully, their scales glittering like stars in the night sky, decorating the space above them with shimmering light and moving patterns.

The size and number of fish were overwhelming compared to the small ones seen in the river back home, a vibrant, constantly moving tapestry of aquatic life.

“Half of the sea people are human too, so they need to breathe. That’s why there’s a barrier.” Muheon explained a simple fact of their existence, a marvel of engineering and magic.

“I see…! That’s amazing! Boss’s house is totally awesome!”

Hakyung’s cheeks flushed pink as he looked up at Muheon, admiration shining in his eyes, his voice filled with childlike wonder.

Muheon stared at him for a moment longer, a fond smile playing on his lips before he opened his mouth, a new proposal forming.

“Kang Hakyung, the house tour is later. Come with me — let’s do something fun.”



 
  Chapter 52: The Quiet Unveiling





Impatiently grabbing Hakyung’s arm, Muheon took the lead, pulling him briskly deep into the main house.

The sudden urgency in Muheon’s grip left Hakyung little choice but to follow quickly, his mind racing to catch up with whatever was happening. Hakyung, still somewhat unaware of the full extent of the situation, tried to keep pace with the boss’s long, confident strides.

It was a struggle—where Muheon took one commanding step forward, Hakyung had to take more than three hurried, uneven steps just to avoid falling behind, his shorter legs working overtime.

Eventually, practically clinging to the boss’s side, Hakyung found himself arriving at a part of the house that perfectly matched the grand scale he had imagined the main house would have.

The space was expansive yet somehow intimate, with high ceilings and wide, echoing corridors, the kind of place where secrets could be kept or revealed, where hushed conversations might echo for centuries.

“How is it even possible,” Hakyung murmured aloud, his voice barely above a whisper but laced with disbelief, “that in a place completely without a single drop of water, not only coral but even fish remain unharmed?”

His mind was flooded with questions, each one growing heavier and more insistent than the last, about the physics and magic of this underwater world.

But above all, what truly consumed him was the elusive mystery behind the “pleasant thing” Muheon had alluded to earlier, a phrase that tantalized his every thought.

Muheon’s lips pressed into a firm line, shutting off any hope of a direct explanation.

The stiffness of his jaw muscles betrayed how tightly he was holding back, a visible tension in his face.

It was clear—detailed answers were not forthcoming.

Yet even in the silence, Hakyung could feel the storm of emotions radiating from him, a palpable sense of anticipation and desire.

He could hear the thunderous pounding of Muheon’s chest right beside his ear, a rhythmic beating that spoke volumes without uttering a single word, echoing Hakyung’s own racing heart.

Involuntarily, Hakyung licked his lips, his thoughts drifting to the backpack he carried on his back.

He had checked it several times that morning to ensure he hadn’t forgotten anything important, meticulously going over its contents.

And yet now, with the atmosphere thick and charged, almost crackling with unspoken desires, he wondered if what he packed was truly enough, if he had anticipated every need.

The corners of his mouth lifted into a small, almost secretive smile as his heart began to race wildly within his chest, a drumbeat against his ribs.

Muheon guided him down gently, seating him carefully on the polished wooden floor, which felt smooth and cool beneath him.

Then, without hesitation, he knelt before Hakyung and began to remove his sneakers, his movements slow and deliberate.

The moment Muheon’s fingers brushed against the bare skin of Hakyung’s calves, an involuntary shiver ran down his spine, a jolt of pure sensation.

His mind, already swirling with erotic fantasies, magnified even the slightest touch, making his reaction feel exaggerated and uncontrollable, a surge of raw electricity.

Embarrassment flushed through him, mingling with a restless anticipation he could hardly suppress, a potent cocktail of emotions.

No sooner had the shoes slipped off than Hakyung reached out on impulse, his hand moving without conscious thought.

His fingers trembling slightly, he imagined Muheon’s broad, powerful shoulders and the dense muscle that lay beneath the surface of his shirt.

Swallowing hard, a warm breath escaped from his lips, brushing against the man’s skin, a fleeting caress.

“Uh, hmm!”

His eyes widened momentarily as he welcomed the boss’s lips onto his own.

The kiss came naturally, a fluid exchange born of practice and familiarity, a dance they knew by heart.

They had kissed every day for so long that breathing together in such intimate proximity had become second nature, an unconscious rhythm.

Yet even with all the practice, the thrill of it remained fresh and intoxicating, a potent magic that never faded.

Hakyung lightly tapped at the boss’s exploring tongue, a playful gesture of affection, a tease.

He enjoyed the cool, firm palm resting against his cheek and the overwhelming weight of Muheon pressing down on him, a comforting, secure embrace.

In this closeness, every sensation was heightened.

His entire body responded—his pores tingle at the crown of his head, and his fingertips buzzed with energy, radiating outward.

Unashamed, Hakyung tightened his arms around Muheon’s neck, clinging as if to never let go, to melt into him.

After a long moment of savoring the kiss, Muheon reluctantly pulled back, a soft sigh escaping his lips.

Hakyung gasped, drawing in a deep breath, his lungs burning.

No matter how much he had trained, his lungs still rebelled against the limits of his natural capacity, needing more air.

“Haa, huh, haa!”

Muheon’s eyes darkened with a fierce intensity as he stubbornly stared into the chest that rose and fell with fresh, ragged breaths, watching every movement.

The darkness in his gaze seemed to swallow all light, enveloping them both in a private, intense world, sealing them away from everything else.

Without blinking, Muheon lifted Hakyung’s thigh and wrapped it securely around his waist, pulling him closer, an unspoken invitation.

Hakyung, following the unspoken cue, tightened his grip with his legs, surprising Muheon with his own eagerness, his readiness.

“Shall we go in now?”

Muheon whispered into his ear, his voice low and intimate, a promise.

Hakyung nodded shyly, cheeks flushed pink with embarrassment at still being outside in such a moment, but also glowing with anticipation for what awaited them inside, for the fulfillment of their unspoken desires.

With care, Muheon lifted Hakyung in his arms and stepped forward.

The sliding paper door, which had been tightly shut moments before, opened quietly and smoothly, seemingly of its own accord.

But Hakyung was too overwhelmed by the rapid beating of his heart and the heat rising within him to notice the details of the room at first, his senses consumed by Muheon and the moment.

Seeing Hakyung’s adorable reaction, his flushed face and eager eyes, Muheon’s lips curled into a small, knowing smile.

He gently patted Hakyung’s back, delighting in how even the slightest touch made the younger man’s muscles tense and pulse with desire.

It was a sensation Muheon favored deeply, a testament to his power over Hakyung.

The room was dimly lit, yet the lighting was soft and never oppressive, casting a warm, inviting glow.

Lamps hung not only from the ceiling but also from every wall, casting a strange, almost ethereal hue over the space, making it feel otherworldly.

The room contained only a large bed, its presence undeniable, the sole focal point.

The semi-transparent drapes hanging between the four posts swayed slightly, hinting at the bed’s true purpose—an invitation wrapped in subtlety, promising intimacy.

Muheon, with a small chuckle of self-mockery over his own peculiar taste, pulled back the curtains and attempted to lay Hakyung down gently, easing him onto the soft mattress.

“Wait a moment!”

The sharpness in Hakyung’s voice stopped Muheon mid-movement, his action halted.

His intoxication from Muheon’s nearness shattered momentarily as he refocused, remembering his mission.

Instead of allowing himself to be laid down, Hakyung sat upright on the bed, a determined glint in his eye.

Carefully opening his backpack, which he had packed with what he considered precious and necessary items, Hakyung tipped it upside down.

A cascade of adult toys and paraphernalia tumbled out in a colorful waterfall across the bedspread, an array of textures and shapes.

He hadn’t expected to bring so many things—he had only packed whatever he thought might be useful or enjoyable, in case the opportunity arose.

Now, seeing the collection sprawled out in front of him, he wondered if there would be time to try them all.

“Is this…”

Muheon’s brows twitched in surprise at the unexpected “gift,” his voice a low, questioning rumble.

Hakyung smiled awkwardly, pressing his hat down harder onto his head as if to hide his flushed face, feeling a mix of embarrassment and triumph.|

Somehow, the backpack that had seemed nearly empty before was now packed full, a testament to his meticulous planning.

“You prepared a cute surprise with that innocent little face of yours.”

Muheon’s voice was laced with amusement, a playful teasing.

“It’s not a surprise… I just, well…”

Hakyung waved his hands dismissively, then glanced up at Muheon with a gaze so hopeful it was almost pleading.

If this overt hint ended in failure, if Muheon didn’t appreciate his efforts, Muheon would have to punish him severely—cutting off his manhood might be a mercy compared to the sheer embarrassment he’d feel.

Swallowing hard to quell the rising anticipation, Hakyung slowly removed the hat he had pressed firmly on his head, the familiar weight lifting.

His hair, neatly tucked inside moments before, puffed out in soft, fluffy waves, a cloud of pastel pink.

His pastel pink hair, light and airy like spun cotton candy, swayed gently in front of his eyes, a delightful visual.

He could hardly resist the urge to reach out and touch it, to feel its softness.

Muheon pulled Hakyung close and stroked the small head gently, running his fingers through the soft strands, caressing them.

“Yeah, that’s because you’re so admirable.”

Kissing Hakyung’s forehead and hair repeatedly, Muheon praised him tenderly, his voice filled with genuine affection.

From the warmth in his voice, a soft, happy nasal sound escaped Hakyung’s nose.

He felt as if he might start singing right then and there, his heart overflowing with joy.

Knowing there was no need to waste energy now, no more need for words or elaborate preparations, Muheon pressed his lips against Hakyung’s once more, deepening the kiss.

As if it were natural, Hakyung responded eagerly, opening his mouth and welcoming Muheon’s kiss, their breaths mingling.

The young, strong dolphin he had personally trained and tamed—just the selfish satisfaction of that thought swelled deeply inside Muheon’s chest, a powerful sense of possession.

But the idea of taming him completely, deeply and wholly, inside his own body, made every muscle in Muheon tremble with a fierce, burning desire.

Gathering his fierce energy, Muheon supported Hakyung’s back carefully so the smaller man wouldn’t be startled, then laid him gently onto the bed, a soft landing.

Hakyung’s pink hair spilled luxuriously over the pillow like a vivid splash of color, a striking contrast against the muted fabric.


Suddenly, Muheon’s appetite surged, an uncontrollable hunger, and he hurriedly began to strip away Hakyung’s clothes, eager to uncover him.

Though Hakyung could have struggled, saying no or pulling away, he instead accepted Muheon’s touch quietly, willingly, his body yielding.

“Boss…”

Hakyung called out in a soft, breathy moan, reaching out with one arm to touch the man’s shirt, a tentative gesture.

Until just yesterday, Muheon might have shrugged off the gesture, taking control.

But now, not rejecting it, Hakyung’s hands moved faster, more confidently, empowered by Muheon’s silent permission.

He wondered how unbuttoning a single small button on Muheon’s shirt could feel so nerve-wracking, each tiny movement monumental.

Every finger movement made his insides twist like he might throw up, a dizzying blend of nerves and excitement, and yet thinking this was truly their first night together, every motion felt monumental, a prelude to something profound.

Muheon, fully aware of Hakyung’s emotional state, lowered his head and stared intently at the flushed face, observing every nuance.

When a child wants to do something by themselves, all you can do is support them, guide them.

Finally, when Hakyung had unbuttoned every button on Muheon’s shirt, small beads of sweat dotted his rounded nose bridge, a sign of his effort.

Muheon stuck out his tongue and lightly licked the wet skin, then brushed back the damp hair from his forehead, a tender gesture.

“Huff…”

Having successfully removed the shirt, Hakyung exhaled in a short, breathless sigh and began to study Muheon’s body with earnest focus.

He wanted to uncover every secret—how had such perfection been hidden so well until now, tantalizingly out of reach?

But confusion clouded his eyes.

There were no black scales like the ones he’d seen on the rooftop before, nor were there dragons tattooed on the arms or chest, the mythical markings he’d associated with Muheon’s true form.

Instead, what filled his vision were chest muscles so hard and defined that even the sharpest blade couldn’t pierce them, and beautifully sculpted abs, carved like marble statues, a breathtaking display of raw power and perfect form.


Why on earth had Muheon hidden such a magnificent body?

After all the time they had spent together, it was almost heartbreaking that Hakyung hadn’t had the chance to admire this breathtaking form until now.

ears pricked the corners of his eyes, a profound sense of loss and wonder.

Like a moth drawn irresistibly to flame, Hakyung lunged at Muheon again, unable to resist the pull.

He tasted the sharp lines of his shoulders, stroked the solid muscles of his chest, and pressed his own stomach against those carved abs as if they were a living artwork, an exquisite sculpture.

Everything between them flowed naturally, an unspoken understanding guiding their movements.

For Hakyung, already filled with Muheon not just in body but deep in mind, this temptation was utterly unbearable—and yet, he did not want to resist it, surrendering fully to the moment.

“Boss, really…”

Hakyung’s voice carried a hint of reproach as he looked into Muheon’s eyes, but even that brief moment of shared gaze was far too precious to interrupt.

Without hesitation, he threw himself forward again, surrendering completely, ready to be consumed.



 
  Chapter 53: Revelation Of Two





Muheon willingly accepted the small body that collided with him, his muscles flexing instinctively to cushion the impact.

A grunt, deep and satisfied, rumbled in his chest, a sound that only Hakyung seemed capable of eliciting.

The sensation of Hakyung’s soft palm pressing against his bare skin sent an electric current of pleasure through him, so intense that a slow, almost feral grin tugged at the corner of his mouth.

“Insanely good.”

The thought echoed in his mind, primal and unrestrained, a testament to the sheer, unadulterated pleasure coursing through his veins.

The warmth of Hakyung’s touch, the delicate pressure of his fingers trembling slightly against Muheon’s abdomen—it was maddening in the most exquisite way.

A low hum of satisfaction vibrated deep in Muheon’s chest, and he had to bite back the urge to laugh outright, a booming, triumphant sound that would shatter the intimate quiet of the moment.

He hadn’t expected such a simple, innocent touch to unravel him this much, to strip away his carefully constructed composure with such effortless ease.

Hakyung, who had been lavishing attention on Muheon’s upper body with a surgeon’s focus, shifted his weight off the thigh he’d been straddling, a small, involuntary sigh escaping his lips.

His own body was screaming for a release it hadn’t yet received.

His lips, still glistening from their earlier, fervent kiss, parted slightly as he exhaled, his breath uneven, ragged.

The inside of his mouth, once slick and warm from Muheon’s tongue, now felt parched, a desperate thirst building.

His pulse thrummed in his throat as if begging for more, a frantic beat mirroring the rhythm of Muheon’s own accelerated heart.

His gaze flickered downward, drawn like a magnet to the deliberate movement of Muheon’s hands, the strong, capable fingers that had been exploring his every curve.

Every shift of muscle, every deliberate motion of Muheon’s powerful frame was hypnotic, a silent invitation to lose himself completely.

Hakyung’s own arousal pressed insistently against the fabric of his briefs, a taut, aching pressure that refused to be ignored.

His body reacted shamelessly, shamelessly, to the mere sight of the man before him, to the potent scent of his skin, to the silent promise of what was to come.

Muheon’s fingers paused, hovering with deliberate slowness just above the waistband of his underwear.

The anticipation, already a searing fire in Hakyung’s gut, intensified, becoming almost unbearable.

It was torture, exquisite and prolonging, drawing out every ounce of sensation.

“What do you want to do about the underwear?”

The question, casual in its delivery, held an immense weight, a silent challenge that made Hakyung’s breath hitch in his throat.

His eyes darted up, meeting Muheon’s darkened gaze, the depths of which held a burning intensity that mirrored his own desire.

Without realizing it, he had leaned so close that his nose nearly brushed against the man’s lower stomach, inhaling the intoxicating musk that clung to Muheon’s skin.

The proximity sent a fresh jolt of heat through him, a searing wave that left him breathless.

He swallowed hard, a dry, audible click in the sudden silence, his fingers twitching with the primal, undeniable need to touch, to explore, to claim.

“I-I’ll take it off!”

The words tumbled out in a rush, a frantic, almost desperate confession, his voice embarrassingly eager, laced with a raw hunger he couldn’t hide.

Muheon’s lips quivered, a slow, knowing smile spreading across his face.

“Alright.”

Just like that?

Hakyung’s heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat against the cage of his chest.

All this time, he’d been agonizing over this exact moment, over the mystery Muheon had kept hidden so carefully, so tantalizingly out of reach.

And now, with nothing more than a simple “alright,” he was being given permission, an unspoken invitation to delve into the deepest secrets of Muheon’s body.

A complex mix of frustration and exhilaration surged through him.

Frustrating, because Muheon had made him wait, had teased him with veiled glances and suggestive touches.

Annoying, because the ease with which Muheon surrendered felt almost unfair after Hakyung’s own internal turmoil.

Unfair, that such immense anticipation could be resolved with such a casual pronouncement.

But none of that mattered now.

The only thing that mattered was the present moment, the raw, undeniable connection between them.

With trembling fingers, Hakyung hooked his thumbs into the waistband of Muheon’s briefs, his pulse roaring in his ears, a deafening crescendo that drowned out all other thoughts.

Just one layer—one final barrier—and he would see everything, would finally uncover the truth that Muheon had so carefully guarded.

The thought alone made his skin prickle with an almost unbearable anticipation, a shivering excitement that ran through his entire body.

He tugged carefully, slowly, the fabric sliding down with a whisper of friction against Muheon’s skin, a sound that heightened the tension in the room.

Then.

“Uh…?”

Hakyung blinked.

Once.

Twice.

His brain stuttered to a halt, struggling to process the visual information flooding his senses.

Smooth, flawless skin greeted him, pale as moonlight and utterly hairless.

Not a single strand of hair marred the expansive, pristine landscape of Muheon’s lower stomach.

The skin was so unblemished, so pristine, it almost glowed in the soft light of the room.

Hakyung’s fingers hovered uncertainty, his mind scrambling for an explanation.

Does he… wax?

Or is this just how he is?

The thought was fleeting, quickly overtaken by sheer, unadulterated curiosity that burned hotter than any question about grooming habits.

He tugged the underwear down further, his breath catching in his throat as more was revealed—

And then he froze.

His hands stilled, muscles locking.

His lungs locked, too, refusing to draw breath.

Because nestled between Muheon’s powerful thighs were two thick, half-hard cocks, each one already flushed with arousal, straining against the confines of Muheon’s relaxed posture.

Hakyung’s mouth went dry, a sudden, overwhelming aridity that made his tongue stick to the roof of his mouth.

For a long, suspended moment, he could only stare, his mind refusing to process what his eyes were seeing.

Two.

Not one.

Two.

His fingers twitched, the instinct to touch, to confirm, to explore, overwhelming all other sensations.

Slowly, as if moving through thick water, he reached out, his palms hovering just above Muheon’s twin lengths, a silent offering.

Then—hesitantly—he wrapped a hand around each one, his thumbs stroking the soft, warm skin.

The moment his fingers made contact, a shudder ran through him, a deep, resonant vibration that echoed through his own body.

They were hot, far hotter than he’d expected, the skin velvety smooth beneath his fingertips.

And as he experimentally stroked upward, his fingers exploring the rigid length, he felt them twitch in his grasp, thickening further, engorging with blood, responding eagerly to his touch.

“Oh my god…”

The whisper slipped out before he could stop it, a choked gasp of pure astonishment and burgeoning desire.|

His head snapped up, worried he’d offended Muheon, worried he’d said something wrong.

But instead of anger or discomfort, the man’s expression was one of quiet amusement, a subtle curl at the corner of his lips, a twinkle in his dark eyes.

“Were you surprised?”

Muheon asked, his voice was laced with something dangerously close to fondness, a tender indulgence that made Hakyung’s heart thump.

Hakyung’s cheeks burned a furious red.

“Of course I was! Wouldn’t you be surprised if I had two dicks, boss?”

Muheon considered this for a moment, his gaze trailing down Hakyung’s body in a slow, possessive sweep that made his stomach flip, a jolt of heat spreading through him.

“If you had two, I’d be very happy.”

The implication, direct and unapologetic, sent a bolt of heat straight to Hakyung’s groin, a sharp ache of yearning.

He squeezed Muheon’s cocks reflexively, a sudden, almost involuntary tightening of his grip, earning a low groan from Muheon that went straight to his own aching length, a delicious throb that promised satisfaction.

“So, boss… was this the big secret?”

Hakyung tilted his head, his initial shock quickly giving way to an insatiable curiosity.

“You don’t have anything more hidden somewhere, do you?”

He leaned in, inspecting Muheon’s lower half with exaggerated scrutiny, his nose nearly brushing against the man’s hip bone.

The scent of him—musky and intoxicating—filled Hakyung’s senses, a primal aroma that left him lightheaded.

He had to fight the overwhelming urge to press his face against the warm skin, to bury himself in Muheon’s scent.

Muheon chuckled, the sound deep and rich, vibrating through the space between them.

“If I did?”

Hakyung’s eyes widened.

“Seriously?”

For a brief, heart-stopping second, he actually considered the possibility, his mind reeling with the implications.

Then, with a huff, he shook his head, a wry smile playing on his lips.

“No, no way. That’s impossible.”

Muheon’s smirk deepened, a mischievous glint in his eyes.

“Maybe.”

Hakyung groaned, a sound of mock exasperation, but his fingers never stopped moving, stroking Muheon’s lengths with growing confidence, each stroke more deliberate, more knowing.

“You’re infuriating.”

“And yet,” Muheon murmured, his voice dropping to a rough whisper, a low, husky rumble that sent shivers down Hakyung’s spine, “you’re still touching me.”

Hakyung’s breath hitched, a sharp intake of air.

Because it was true.

He was touching him.

And he didn’t want to stop.

The realization sent a fresh wave of heat through him, a surge of desire so potent it threatened to consume him whole.

His own cock throbbed, neglected and aching, a desperate pulse against the fabric of his briefs, but he couldn’t bring himself to care—not when Muheon was like this, not when he was finally seeing him, feeling him, after so much anticipation, so much wondering.

“Boss,” he breathed, his voice barely audible, a fragile whisper that carried all the weight of his longing.

“Can I…?”

He didn’t finish the question, and didn’t need to.

Muheon understood.


A slow nod.

Permission granted.

Hakyung’s pulse skyrocketed, a dizzying ascent into pure, unadulterated pleasure.

He leaned in, pressing an open-mouthed kiss to the base of one cock, then the other, a reverent salute to the unexpected gifts.

The taste of salt and skin burst across his tongue, a primal flavor that ignited every nerve ending.

He moaned softly, a sound of deep satisfaction, his fingers tightening their grip, feeling the subtle shift and hardening beneath his touch.

Muheon’s breath stuttered above him, a sharp, ragged gasp that spurred Hakyung on.

Encouraged, Hakyung licked a slow, teasing stripe up one length, then the other, savoring the way Muheon’s muscles tensed beneath his touch, the way his body arched instinctively.

“Hakyung.”

The way Muheon said his name—rough, strained, needy—sent a thrill down his spine, a delicious shiver that promised impending ecstasy.

He grinned up at him, mischief dancing in his eyes, a glint of playful defiance.

“Yeah, boss?”

Muheon’s fingers tangled in his hair, tugging just enough to make Hakyung gasp, a small, choked sound.

“More.”

And Hakyung was more than happy to obey.

He was more than happy to give Muheon everything he desired, and to take everything Muheon was offering in return.

The night was just beginning.



 
  Chapter 54: A Feast of Desire





Muheon let out a soft, amused chuckle at Hakyung’s audacious words.

The younger man, light as a feather, was effortlessly lifted and settled onto Muheon’s stomach.

Hakyung, having scaled his boss’s body in what felt like the blink of an eye, let out a satisfied sigh, his shoulders giving a playful shimmy.

“Boss,” Hakyung began, his voice a playful command, “for now, you just stay perfectly still. Understand?”

“Yeah,” Muheon responded, his tone laced with a hint of amusement.

He interlaced his fingers and brought them to the back of his head, a picture of relaxed surrender.

His posture spoke volumes, conveying an air of utter non-resistance, as if he genuinely had no intention of moving an inch.

As he shifted slightly to accommodate Hakyung, the powerful swell of his triceps became evident, a silent testament to the sculpted physique beneath.

Hakyung’s small, vibrant red tongue embarked on a meticulous exploration of Muheon’s neck.

The rough, exhilarating pulse of his boss thrumming beneath the tip of his tongue ignited a fervent urgency, causing his licking motions to accelerate.

Hakyung worked with an almost childlike enthusiasm, much like a youngster enthusiastically salivating over a longed-for treat, liberally dampening various spots on Muheon’s neck.

It was, without a doubt, a spirited and unabashed act of foreplay, brimming with innocent yet potent desire.

With a diligent intensity that made his tongue tingle, Hakyung shifted his hips back, inching himself further down Muheon’s body.

The intoxicating thought of finally indulging in the full, unbridled taste of his boss’s chest, a sight he had been persistently captivated by, sent a dizzying rush through his head.

He reached out, his hands eager, and firmly cupped the thick expanse of Muheon’s chest.

The taut flesh, ample even for his grasp, delightfully spilled and bulged between his fingers.

“Boss,” Hakyung exclaimed, his voice filled with genuine awe, “your chest is truly enormous! Wow, it’s incredibly firm… so substantial!”

“Mmm…”

Muheon hummed in response, a soft, almost involuntary sound.

Is this truly a compliment?

Muheon wondered internally, a hint of wry amusement playing on his lips.

He let out a subtle, hollow laugh as he watched Hakyung’s small hands deftly kneading his chest, much like an eager baker working a pliable dough.

Hakyung continued to meticulously work Muheon’s chest for a considerable period, his fingers tracing patterns, until their tips finally brushed against a small, sensitive protuberance.

“Ugh.”

The sound was a mere whisper, a very small, short moan, almost imperceptible.

Yet, Hakyung, whose entire being was devoted to his boss at that moment, heard it with crystalline clarity.

His expression morphed into one of pure, anticipatory delight, his mouth practically watering as he gently, but firmly, pressed Muheon’s nipple.

In an instant, Muheon’s abdominal muscles, which were already pressed against Hakyung’s hips, tightened and hardened.

Hakyung swallowed a gulp of saliva, his mouth now fully watering, and with renewed vigor, he began to thoroughly and creatively play with his boss’s awakened protuberance.

He experimented with various techniques: he sucked at it with his small, eager lips, then nibbled at it playfully, and finally, rubbed it with the flat of his palms.

It was remarkable; no one had explicitly taught him these methods, yet his movements flowed with an intuitive and highly effective creativity.

Hakyung intently observed Muheon’s reactions, which shifted and intensified with each passing moment as he diligently employed his hands and tongue.

Witnessing such clear responses, he knew he couldn’t afford to be careless, not even for a second.

“Boss,” Hakyung murmured, his voice a soft inquiry, “do you enjoy it here?”

“I…”

Muheon began, but his words caught in his throat.

His jaw muscles clenched, rigid and unyielding.

For him, the sensation of his usually cool body temperature escalating with such intense heat was entirely unprecedented.

It was a new, potent wave of excitement and pleasure, distinctly different from the familiar comfort and thrill of simply holding Hakyung in his arms and caressing him.

Muheon slowly lowered his interlocked hands, then firmly gripped Hakyung’s waist

Despite this subtle shift in position, Hakyung remained undeterred, continuing his fervent ministrations on Muheon’s chest, his lips still affixed.

“Ha-woom. Boss, look at this. See what I’ve done…”

Hakyung exclaimed, his voice brimming with a childlike pride.

He gestured triumphantly to the blossoming pink marks he had imprinted on Muheon’s skin.

A bright, uninhibited smile lit up his face, his lips, reddened and deliciously swollen from the constant friction with Muheon’s skin, appeared irresistibly plump and inviting.

Muheon extended one hand, his fingers moving to gently caress Hakyung’s full, plump lips, almost as if he were mashing them.

The sight was captivating, Hakyung’s lips shifting and reshaping under the pressure of Muheon’s touch.

Muheon continued to rub Hakyung’s lips, his gaze fixed on the younger man’s face, before he finally exhaled a deep sigh and spoke.

“You’re truly the only one, Kang Hakyung, who would ever call a dense mass of muscle like this ‘pretty’.”

“Of course, it should only be me!”

Hakyung retorted instantly, his smile unwavering.

“If there were others, wouldn’t that be entirely wrong?”

“Oh, for heaven’s sake…”

Muheon murmured, a hint of exasperation mixed with deep affection in his voice.

He shivered slightly, a subtle tremor passing through his body, at Hakyung’s unexpectedly possessive and distinctive thought.

Every time Muheon let out a soft laugh, Hakyung’s hips tingled delightfully, causing him to instinctively wiggle his waist.

After a brief, sweet exchange, Hakyung’s movements intensified, becoming even more swift and purposeful.

His urgency stemmed from the fact that despite the time spent, he had only managed to reach Muheon’s chest, with so many more tantalizing parts of his boss’s body yet to be explored.

Hakyung’s impatient tongue, driven by a growing desire, quickly moved downwards, a rapid glide from chest to stomach, finally arriving at Muheon’s pelvis.

By now, Hakyung’s small hips were comfortably resting on Muheon’s thighs.

Hakyung looked at Muheon’s flat, toned lower abdomen with an expression of genuine curiosity, his eyes wide with fascination.

“Boss,” Hakyung inquired, his voice soft, “do you work out to maintain this?”

“Not really…?”

Muheon replied, his tone tinged with a slight question, as if the thought hadn’t genuinely occurred to him.

“Then is it simply a characteristic of your species…?”

Hakyung mused aloud, tilting his head slightly as he remained perched on Muheon’s thigh.

He then reached out a hand and began to gently stroke the firm surface.

No matter how many times he looked, it seemed to fit Muheon so perfectly that it sent a shiver down his spine.

Why am I so incredibly aroused by something like this…?

Maybe I’m just a pervert, Hakyung questioned himself inwardly.

He mentally posed the question, but it didn’t offer any clear or satisfying resolution.

However, he reasoned, since he had never once felt such intense curiosity or arousal for anyone else’s body, it was entirely possible he was a pervert, but one exclusively limited to his boss.

With deliberate, almost reverent care, Hakyung slowly began to imprint a delicate pink “flower petal” onto his boss’s private parts, which were entirely devoid of hair.

It was a painstaking process, crafted with the meticulousness of a dedicated artisan.

Only after this careful attention did he fully realize that his boss’s genitals were now profoundly aroused, gleaming with a palpable excitement.

Just as he had experienced a tingling sensation looking at the smooth, toned lower abdomen, a wave of tiny goosebumps spread across Hakyung’s body as he observed his boss’s two penises, now fully erect and gleaming.

“Haa…”

Hakyung exhaled, a deep, heated breath escaping his lips, before he immediately lowered his head.


He buried his lips on one of Muheon’s engorged penises, while gently stroking the other with his hand.

Muheon, who had clearly not anticipated such immediate and direct intimacy, widened his eyes in surprise and quickly lifted his upper body.

His dark pupils quivered subtly as the scene unfolded directly before him, a sight that both stunned and captivated him.

“Don’t overdo it, ugh…!”

Muheon managed to gasp, his voice strained.

“I’m not!”

Hakyung retorted defensively, his words muffled and somewhat indistinct as his mouth was full, encompassing the glans.

However, the very distortion of his pronunciation, causing his tongue to shift and move in various ways, only served to further intensely stimulate Muheon.

With a soft, almost surrendered collapse, Muheon lowered his upper body back onto the bed.

He could no longer hold back, and his hand instinctively reached out, gripping Hakyung’s hair.

“Hoo, ah…!”

Muheon groaned, a raw sound of pleasure.

“Kang Hakyung…!”

It was an experience that was nothing short of ecstatic, enough to make him lose his mind.

The sheer bliss came simply from Hakyung sucking with his lips, licking with his tongue, and kneading with his hands.

The mere fact that Hakyung was holding his dick and taking it into his mouth filled Muheon with an overwhelming sense of fulfillment.

Muheon exhaled slowly, a satisfied sigh escaping his lips, and then closed his eyes.

Hakyung’s somewhat clumsy yet eager tongue movements and body language felt even more vivid and intoxicating with his heightened senses.

***

Hakyung, for his part, found himself becoming even more aroused as he witnessed his boss’s profound reactions to his actions.

All the days he had spent agonizing over whether he was still too young or lacked sufficient attractiveness, and the awkward, embarrassing moments when he had gotten intensely excited all by himself, felt like distant memories, finally put to rest.

He now understood that his boss’s shyness was merely a consequence of his unique physical attributes; deep down, Muheon was getting just as excited and just as hard as Hakyung was.

“Hah.”

Hakyung let out a soft laugh, his lips parting slightly, and a single drop of saliva slipped from his mouth.

In truth, he yearned to swallow Muheon completely, to take him deeply, just as his boss often did for him.

However, when he considered the size of his own mouth compared to the impressive size of his boss’s penis, he knew it was an impossible feat for now.

Perhaps, he mused, after a little more practice, it might become achievable…

A pang of disappointment flickered through him, and Hakyung pursed his lips.

He then resumed sucking diligently, producing soft, smacking sounds.

He was utterly captivated by his boss’s dick, which seemed to be continually expanding in size, as if it hadn’t yet reached its full potential.

The relentless sounds of Hakyung passionately sucking Muheon’s dick continued, a rhythmic, intoxicating symphony.

There was no hint of disgust, nor any sign of fatigue in Hakyung’s movements or his focused expression.

After a considerable period of being tantalizingly excited within Hakyung’s small mouth, Muheon finally sat up.

He realized that at this rate, even if Hakyung continued to suck him until the early hours of dawn, he likely wouldn’t be able to reach a climax.

The thought that Hakyung’s small mouth might become raw and sore from all the activity spurred Muheon into action.

His body moved almost instinctively. For a brief moment, Muheon simply observed his lover, who was still positioned with his hips slightly raised, continuing to taste him with unbridled enthusiasm.

Then, he extended a hand.

He gently tapped Hakyung’s round, smooth, and fair buttocks.

In response, Hakyung, whose face was now a deep crimson, lifted his head, his eyes wide and questioning.

Hakyung’s lips, which had looked so deliciously ripe and inviting just moments before, now appeared quite damaged, swollen and tender, as if they might burst with the slightest touch.

Muheon let out a soft click of his tongue, a small sound of concern, and then gently grasped Hakyung’s shoulders, easing him away from his groin.

“Why?”

Hakyung asked, a touch of confusion in his voice.

“Does it hurt? I made absolutely sure my teeth didn’t touch it…”

“Not you,” Muheon corrected softly, his voice a low rumble, “but you.”

“I don’t hurt, though?” Hakyung responded, genuinely perplexed.

Hakyung blinked, and the saliva he hadn’t managed to swallow completely trickled down his chin, tracing a line along his jaw.

It was an undeniably erotic sight, yet it starkly contrasted with his innocent, almost childlike expression.

Muheon pulled Hakyung closer, their lips meeting in a soft, tender press.

A subtle furrow appears between Muheon’s eyebrows as he registered the warmth of Hakyung’s mouth, which was not merely warm but almost searingly hot.

Despite the intense heat that made his own tongue tingle, he found himself utterly unable to resist the sweet, delicious sensation of Hakyung’s tongue and lips.

As their kiss deepened, becoming more fervent and passionate, Hakyung became acutely aware of how swollen his own lips were.

He let out a small, almost imperceptible moan of complaint.

The humorous thought that he would surely resemble a pufferfish tomorrow, perhaps even having people call him “Brother Pufferfish,” was an amusing, albeit slightly embarrassing, bonus.

“Haa…”

Hakyung let out a long, languid sigh, turning his head slightly as he exhaled deeply.

He then gently pecked Muheon’s cheek, a soft, intimate kiss.

He absolutely adored this moment, this direct physical contact with his boss’s skin.

He savored how Muheon’s cool body temperature intertwined with his own fiery warmth, creating a perfect, comforting lukewarm sensation.


And he reveled in the delightful pressure of Muheon’s excited penis pressing against his butt crack, a constant reminder of their shared desire.

Hakyung reached a hand behind him, his fingers closing around his boss’s large, aroused center.

He then leaned in close, whispering softly into Muheon’s ear.

“Now, shall we try what I brought with me?”

“Kang Hakyung,” Muheon responded, his voice a low rumble, a hint of surprise and admiration in his tone.

“You truly have no fear.”

“If a man takes off his lover’s pants,” Hakyung countered, his voice playful yet firm, “he absolutely has to take responsibility.”

“You won’t regret it?”

Muheon asked, a flicker of uncertainty in his voice, a question uncharacteristically dejected for him.

Hakyung let out a dismissive snort, a sound of utter disbelief.

A reasonable suspicion bloomed in his mind: was his boss genuinely viewing him as a four-year-old child rather than a twenty-four-year-old adult?

Hakyung nipped playfully at Muheon’s earlobe as he replied, his voice firm and unwavering, “I swear on your dick that I will absolutely, never regret it.”


“But why ‘my’ dick?”

Muheon questioned, a hint of confusion in his voice.

“Because it’s more precious than mine,” Hakyung stated simply, his gaze filled with adoration.

Having said that, Hakyung gently stroked Muheon’s glans.

He had sucked and licked them so much that now, the fact that there were two no longer seemed strange; they simply appeared beautiful in his eyes.

“The more, the merrier,” he thought, “isn’t it good to have a lot of anything?”

For a brief moment, Hakyung’s rational judgment blurred, his face overflowing with an almost palpable anticipation that dripped from him like honey.



 
  Chapter 55: Claimed by Desire





Whoa, to think he’d experience the functions of the things he brought like this!

Hakyung, sprawled across Muheon’s lap, whimpered, but his eyes sparkled with a mixture of pain and intense curiosity.

The air, thick with anticipation, seemed to hum around them.

Every breath Hakyung took was a shallow gasp, a testament to the electric tension in the room.

“It smells so good…! I picked well, didn’t I? Hmm, President’s fingers feel good too….”

Hakyung’s voice was a soft, reedy sound, barely above a whisper, yet it carried the weight of his surging sensations.

His fingers, now less trembling, reached out almost instinctively, tracing the faint lines on Muheon’s forearm.

The President’s fingers, coated generously with moist, sweet gel, moved with deliberate slowness, stroking around Hakyung’s opening.

Each gentle caress was a new wave of pleasure, an unfamiliar warmth spreading through his core.

It felt incredibly pleasurable, a sensation that was both alien and deeply alluring.

Muheon, who was watching Hakyung melt in real-time, his usually composed features now a mask of raw desire, let out a soft gasp of surprise.

His own breathing had grown heavier, a rhythmic counterpoint to Hakyung’s light gasps.

The scent of the gel, sweet and faintly chemical, mingled with the rising musk of their bodies, creating an intoxicating atmosphere.

After stroking around the opening for a while, Muheon, his movements precise and controlled, inserted his finger, beloved by the bold dolphin, into the small crevice.

The term “bold dolphin” was an inside joke, a playful nickname Muheon had given Hakyung for his surprisingly adventurous spirit in private, a stark contrast to his sometimes shy demeanor.

This was a place that had never been invaded by anything else, a virgin territory, and the novelty of the sensation sent a jolt through Hakyung.

His buttocks tensed, a natural, involuntary response to the unfamiliar pressure.

His muscles, unaccustomed to such intrusion, tightened in a desperate attempt to resist, even as his mind yearned for more.

“Hnngh…! The feeling, it’s… it’s strange.”

Hakyung’s voice hitched, a mixture of discomfort and burgeoning excitement.

He stomped his feet lightly against Muheon’s thighs, a childish, almost petulant reaction to the overwhelming sensations.

He shook his head from side to side, as if to dislodge the intense feelings that were flooding his senses.

At his reaction, Muheon, ever attuned to Hakyung’s subtle cues, pulled out the finger he’d inserted.

He stroked Hakyung’s soft, pink hair, a calming gesture amidst the rising tension, and asked, his voice a low rumble, “Does it hurt? Should I stop?”

Right now, Hakyung thought, just being touched by hand seemed like it would be okay.

The idea of stopping, however, felt like a betrayal to the burgeoning desire within him.

He glared at Muheon with narrowed eyes, a spark of defiance in their depths, as if asking what kind of nonsense he was spouting.

The thought of halting this intoxicating dance was unfathomable.

“It’s… it’s strange, but I’m not saying stop, hmph!”

Hakyung’s reply was sharp, imbued with a newfound assertiveness that surprised even himself.

At Hakyung’s defiant reply, Muheon couldn’t help but smile, a genuine, warm curve of his lips.

He patted Hakyung’s round buttocks, a gentle slap that conveyed his affection and pride.

He was proud of him, proud of Hakyung’s courage and willingness to explore these new depths with him.

It wasn’t an empty promise, Hakyung made cute sounds like “Ung, hnngh!” every time the man’s hand touched his backside.

These were not cries of pain, but soft exhalations of pleasure, little explosions of feeling that resonated deep within him.

As there was no pain in those sounds, Muheon continued what he was doing with peace of mind, his focus entirely on Hakyung’s comfort and pleasure.

The intimacy of the moment deepened, drawing them closer with every shared breath.

***

Again, the narrow inner wall, now thoroughly lubricated with gel, still showed no particular movement.

It was natural.

If it weren’t for Muheon, it was a place he’d never have had to use in his life, a secret, untouched part of him.

The realization added another layer of excitement to the experience.

Therefore, Muheon focused on touching and slowly widening the inside even more slowly and carefully.

His movements were a testament to his patience and tenderness, a stark contrast to the urgency that surged within him.

It was a selfish desire that Hakyung wouldn’t have a bad memory of accepting him.

He wanted this to be a beautiful, unforgettable experience, a memory they would both cherish.

Fortunately, while Hakyung’s inside wasn’t soft, it didn’t try to push Muheon’s fingers away.

It was a subtle, almost imperceptible surrender, a testament to Hakyung’s trust and growing desire.

“Hoo…”

Hakyung kept exhaling, a soft, continuous stream of breath, trying desperately to take in more of the President’s fingers.

The stretching felt intense, a delicious ache that pulsed deep within him.

It was a sensation he’d never experienced, and cold sweat kept running down his forehead, a visible sign of his body’s profound reaction.

Still, his heart kept pounding at the fact that it was the most intimate and closest act he could do with the President.

This was a boundary being pushed, a new level of connection being forged.

Even though he was currently lying on his stomach like a child being spanked – a position that in any other context would have felt humiliating – in this moment, it was simply part of the intoxicating journey.

He felt a little depressed thinking it wasn’t a naughty position, a momentary fleeting thought that quickly vanished as the sensations intensified.

But that was only for a moment.

Every time he felt the President’s fingers flitting around inside him, exploring and expanding, little whines, “Hoo-hoo,” kept escaping his lips, involuntarily expressing the mounting pleasure.

“Looks like it’s pretty much loosened up now…”

A deep, heavy voice echoed in Hakyung’s ears, Muheon’s voice, now thick with desire.

As soon as the words ended, Hakyung quickly got off the man’s thighs, his movements surprisingly agile despite the trembling of his limbs.

Then he spread his legs wide, reached out, and lay spread-eagled on the bed, a pose of complete surrender and invitation, as if telling him to hurry and pounce.

His body language was clear, a silent plea for more.

“Oh, really now.”

Muheon’s brows furrowed, a mixture of amusement and fierce desire twisting his features.

It was absolutely maddening where Hakyung had learned such things and how his prepared actions were so unrestrained.

His boldness was both shocking and incredibly arousing.

But Muheon was the same way, and just looking at Kang Hakyung made his cock stand up so hard it felt like it would burst, a throbbing testament to his own surging need.

Muheon gnawed and swallowed Hakyung’s fingers moving in the air, a playful yet possessive gesture, then positioned himself over the small body.

He made yet another deep mark over the pink traces he had already created, leaving his indelible imprint on Hakyung’s skin.

While biting and licking Hakyung’s nipples, his tongue tracing tantalizing circles, he also probed inside, his finger continuing its work, ensuring the opening he’d widened didn’t narrow.

The multi-sensory stimulation was almost overwhelming for Hakyung.

“Haah, hmph!”

Hakyung’s sounds grew louder with every movement of Muheon’s fingers, a desperate cry of pleasure that was close to breaking.

Only the position had changed from before, but the thought of actively having sex filled his mind, pushing all other thoughts aside.

This was real, tangible, and intensely exciting.

Every time the President’s firm body pressed down on him, it felt like his breath was being squeezed out, a delicious suffocation that left him breathless and wanting more.

And it felt just as good. Hakyung, impatient to get even closer to the President, tapped Muheon’s thighs with his heels, a desperate plea for faster, deeper connection.

“N-now the preparation is all done…!”

Hakyung gasped, his voice strained with anticipation.

“How do you want it?”

Muheon’s voice was a low growl, filled with a primal hunger.

“Just one, for now, h-just one, please…”

Hakyung pleaded, his voice thin and reedy.

No matter how much this “strong dolphin” was desperate for sex with the President, he didn’t have the confidence to take two at first go.

Honestly, even just a few fingers had felt like a huge foreign object…

The idea of a second one seemed impossible right now.

Hakyung grabbed one of Muheon’s erections and pulled it, a tentative yet firm gesture.

Muheon’s lips curved into a smile at Hakyung’s diligence in finding his own task amidst his heavy breathing from the intense foreplay.

Hakyung’s earnestness was endearing, a charming contrast to the raw desire that thrummed between them.

He aligned the tip of the glans with Hakyung’s opening.

The tiny gap was so small that the glans alone seemed to make it disappear, a testament to how tight and untouched Hakyung truly was.

Will it be okay?

The question he’d asked himself dozens of times resurfaced, a momentary flicker of doubt amidst the raging inferno of his desire.

He was afraid this delicate, small body would break the moment his own entered, a fragile vessel against his powerful thrust.

“President, quickly…!”

It was Hakyung again who shattered that worry, his impatience overriding any lingering fear.

He looked reproachfully at the President, who showed no intention of moving, even with just the glans touching.

His gaze was a silent chiding, urging Muheon to overcome his hesitation.

He’s so ridiculously timid for someone who doesn’t look at it!

That thought was an added bonus, a mischievous little whisper in Hakyung’s mind.

If I were the President, I’d just shove it in right when things are this frantic!

A flight of fancy only a virgin without experience could have, born of pure, unadulterated yearning.

“Kang Hakyung, if it hurts, run away.”

Muheon’s voice, while firm, held an undercurrent of concern.

“I got it, so… Hmph, just put it in.”

Unlike his timid lower half, Hakyung, who kept raising his upper body to escape the mouth relentlessly biting his nipples, tapped the President’s thighs again, a clear signal to proceed.

Taking that as a signal, Muheon slowly moved his hips.

He didn’t forget to apply an overflowing amount of gel, just in case it tore, the slick lubricant ensuring a smoother entry.

The room was filled with a mix of sweet scents, almost enough to cause a headache, but the two, already excited by each other, seemed to feel nothing but the intense rush of their escalating passion.

The world outside their intimate bubble had ceased to exist.

Slowly, little by little, as Muheon’s erection parted the opening and entered, Hakyung’s head tilted back, a silent scream of ecstasy and pain escaping his lips.

Goosebumps appeared on his slender neck, exposed by the movement, a visible manifestation of the profound impact of the moment.

He knew it was incomparable to just a few fingers, this was a whole new level of intensity, but this was…

A squelching sound, which shouldn’t have been heard, filled the air, a raw, visceral sound that heightened the sensory overload.

That wasn’t enough; the sensation of his opening being brutally crushed brought tears to Hakyung’s eyes, a mixture of overwhelming pain and a strange, undeniable pleasure.

He wanted to smack himself for even considering, a few minutes ago, putting both cocks in.

One was already insanely painful and terrifying; two was just…!

The thought was almost laughable in its absurdity now.

“Ugh…!”

A pained groan escaped Hakyung’s lips, a thin thread of sound that was quickly swallowed by the rising tide of sensation.

In contrast, the President, who had been wavering and hesitant until he inserted his cock, had his eyes change the moment he entered Hakyung.

They were the eyes of someone driven mad with the desire to thrust wildly, a predatory glint that was both terrifying and incredibly alluring.

Even amidst the pain that felt like his body was splitting in half, the only comfort was the President’s gaze.

It was a beacon in the storm, a source of connection and reassurance.

Hakyung deliberately focused on the change in the President’s expression, watching the muscles in his face tense and release, mirroring the movements within.

He reached out a trembling hand to touch his handsome face, a feather-light touch that conveyed a depth of emotion words couldn’t express.

“Ha, Kang Hakyung. Try to relax a bit.”

Muheon’s voice was strained, thick with his own burgeoning pleasure, yet laced with concern for Hakyung’s discomfort.

The expression on his face, contorted with pleasure, was a sight to behold, a beautiful distortion that Hakyung found incredibly appealing.

Though Hakyung didn’t know how to relax and couldn’t grant his request, he tried, his muscles twitching in a futile attempt to ease the tension.

Even as whimpers of pain automatically escaped him, Hakyung couldn’t help but ask, his voice a breathless whisper, “President, hmph, do you like it?”

It was a bold question, coming from someone who was so stiff and didn’t even know how to properly take him.

He was raw, vulnerable, yet fiercely curious.

Nevertheless, Muheon’s eyes curved into a smile, a rare, genuine smile that reached his eyes.

He licked away the tears in Hakyung’s eyes, a tender gesture that sent shivers down Hakyung’s spine, and then ran his tongue along the rim of his ear, a playful nibble that made Hakyung gasp.

“Fucking good.”

Muheon’s voice was a low growl, dripping with unadulterated excitement.

The profoundly low tone was filled with pure, raw passion, a sound that reverberated deep within Hakyung.

Even the vulgar word, which Hakyung had never heard from the President’s lips before, felt like pleasure to him, a testament to the intoxicating power of the moment.

“Hnngh…!”

Hakyung whimpered, a small, choked sound escaping his lips.

When Hakyung whimpered and let out a small groan, Muheon moved his hips in a large, powerful motion.

His cock, which had been stuck in the stiff inner wall, forged a path with incredible force, driving in deeper than before.

“Augh! Ah, nggh!”

Hakyung cried out, his voice now a desperate plea.

Muheon gripped Hakyung’s stomach tightly, his fingers digging in, and bit into his shoulders, which were curled up in pain.

The biting on his shoulder wasn’t even noticeable because of the splitting pain below, a sharp, searing agony that consumed his entire being.

Tears, which had gathered, fell in drops, warm against his skin, and Hakyung began to sob, his body wracked with tremors.

Though he noticed the slight pleasure and large amount of pain within it, Muheon, his face a mask of primal desire, didn’t stop putting force into his hips.

He was driven by an instinct beyond his control, a powerful urge to claim and possess.

Instead, Muheon simultaneously grabbed his own cock and Hakyung’s adorable one in his hands, and rubbed them vigorously, a simultaneous stimulation that sent Hakyung’s senses into overdrive.

“H-huh, u-uh-huh…?”

As the President’s main part was buried in his opening, and his own erection was receiving direct stimulation again, Hakyung’s eyes rolled back in his head, a dizzying sensation of being completely overwhelmed.

He wanted to try to get up, to move, to do anything to alleviate the intensity, but no strength entered his body, making it impossible.

He was utterly at Muheon’s mercy.


As Hakyung wondered what was happening to his cock, a curious, almost detached thought amidst the storm of sensations, Muheon’s hand gripped Hakyung’s erection strongly once more, a powerful, possessive squeeze.

“Haah!”

Hakyung gasped, his breath catching in his throat.

“Haa… Hah, Kang Hakyung, did you cum?”

Muheon’s voice was rough, laced with satisfaction, as he looked at the white fluid that had wet his hand.

His other cock, still in his hand, was far from cumming, yet Hakyung’s had just gone off after being gripped a few times.

It was cute and amusing, a tiny triumph in the midst of their passionate entanglement.

Hakyung bit his lip as if vexed by the man’s laugh, a playful defiance even in his spent state, then quickly opened his mouth as the force below pushed up, another surge of pleasure and intensity.

He worried his lower lip would tear if he kept biting it.

Muheon inserted his tongue into Hakyung’s parted lips, a natural progression that led to a deep, consuming kiss.

Hakyung’s mouth curved upward, a soft, involuntary smile spreading across his face, even as the intensity below continued.

Despite the unbearable pain that felt like fire in his unspeakable place below, Hakyung was incredibly satisfied with the sensation of being completely filled by the President.

It was a profound sense of fullness, of being utterly consumed and cherished.

It was when Hakyung was feeling slightly languid from the aftermath of cumming, a comfortable warmth spreading through his body, that the sensation shifted again.

“Ugh, ah…!”

Hakyung groaned, a sharp intake of breath.

Muheon, who hadn’t let go of Hakyung’s, continued to squeeze the small shaft as if wringing it out, pushing him back towards the brink.

Hakyung’s cock, caught between the President’s hand and large penis, trembled pitifully, a vulnerable column caught in a powerful embrace.



 
  Chapter 56: Aftermath and Morning After





Some of the gels Hakyung brought were already used up, and the rest were almost empty.

It wasn’t because they’d done it that many times, but because Muheon had excessively applied them, worried that Hakyung might get hurt.

As a result, the bedsheets were so soaked they looked like they’d been drenched in water, and Hakyung had to splash around like a baby playing with textures.

“Ha, ugh…! It’s not coming out…!”

Hakyung, who had ejaculated several times, shook his head, telling Muheon to let go, but the man didn’t listen at all.

He just squeezed the joint penis they held and quickly stroked upwards.

It was impossible to run away from his boss, Muheon.

Not only were Hakyung’s overly ejaculated legs shaky and powerless, but they were also impaled by his boss’s penis, leaving him completely unable to move.

“Heh, ugh…! Why aren’t you… moving…?”

“I’ll do it even if you don’t fret.”

In a situation that was painful both front and back, Hakyung groaned as he asked.

Muheon chuckled and began to gently rotate his hips.

Perhaps thinking it was getting in the way of his hip movements, the man released the penis he had been gripping tightly.

Finally, he was free.

It was simultaneous with Hakyung letting out a small sigh of relief.

As Muheon thrust his hips forcefully, a hot, tingling sensation spread from his lower abdomen, which had previously only felt a dull ache.

Hakyung, who had cut short his exhale, squeezed his eyes shut.

His breath caught automatically.

Hakyung’s lips turned pale blue.

Seeing this, Muheon carefully licked Hakyung’s lips with his own tongue.

Of course, the hip movements, which had resumed, didn’t stop.

He’d made Hakyung cum so many times already; there wouldn’t be any strength left in his body.

Muheon’s gaze, now deeper than before, fixed on Hakyung’s trembling nostrils and pale cheeks. Kang Hakyung, enduring pain he had never experienced, nor would have experienced, simply because he held Muheon within him.

That sight was both pitiable and intoxicating.

As Kang Hakyung’s sensations seemed to knead his entire mind, short, broken groans escaped Muheon’s lips as well.

“Haah, ugh…!”

“Hmph, Boss…!”

A hot and electrifying sensation incessantly stimulated Hakyung’s tear ducts.

The man’s glans, having forged a path deeper than before, mercilessly pressed against Hakyung’s sensitive spots.

There was no part of the narrow space his penis didn’t touch.

Hakyung swayed helplessly every time Muheon’s hips moved, and each time, he called for his boss.

Though it was Muheon who mercilessly assaulted him with his large shaft, it was also Muheon to whom Hakyung had to cling.

His mind flashed, and clear fluid flowed relentlessly from his penis.

Hakyung, not knowing what he was saying, simply cried out loudly for his lover.

“Ah, ugh…! There, it’s strange…!”

“It must be good.”

“I don’t know, ugh!”

The white hands, which had been caressing the man’s back and neck, gripped the bedsheets tightly.

The pleasure that surged like waves was closer to terror.

Hakyung struggled even to breathe and couldn’t keep his mouth closed.

A squelching sound echoed from the junction where their two bodies met, a wet, intimate noise. Hakyung’s and Muheon’s moans added to it, filling the room with obscenity.

Every time Muheon moved his hips, one of the penises that was outside continued to press down on Hakyung’s small member.

He thought he had finally escaped, but he hadn’t escaped completely.

Hakyung glanced down at the thick, heavy penis pressing against his own.

The veined penis, free of pubic hair, was starkly visible.

Hakyung, as if mesmerized, moved his hands to grasp both the man’s penis and his own. Even though hot parts collided, goosebumps kept breaking out.

“Squeeze it tight.”

Muheon commanded in a low voice.

Hakyung tried to put strength into his fingertips, following his words.

However, it wasn’t easy due to all the fluids that had spilled from both of them.

Nevertheless, even amidst the relentless thrusting, Hakyung didn’t release their joined centers from his hands, and Muheon rewarded such a strong dolphin with a praising kiss.

Then, as his excitement intensified, he unknowingly bared his teeth.

Hakyung, who even felt pleasure from that, trembled and called for his boss.

Muheon, once again baring his teeth in the already marked spots he had created with his mouth, trembled his hips in small movements.

It was a long ejaculation.

As Hakyung’s eyes, having experienced his first time very roughly, began to flutter closed, Muheon gently patted his buttocks without waking him.

Hakyung squinted his eyes and mumbled.

“You’re going to treat me like a baby like this… so why did you thrust so fiercely earlier?”

“What do you mean, fiercely?”

“I was so scared I thought I was going to die… but it felt just as good.”

“You thought you were going to die?”

“Mmhmm… it hurt, it was chaotic, and Boss’s eyes were rolling back…”

Even though they were lovers, Hakyung was so drowsy that he was unfiltered, saying things like “Boss’s eyes were rolling back” to an older man without hesitation.

Muheon’s lips slowly curled upwards, finding Hakyung’s grumbling face, swollen and pouty, utterly adorable.

He enjoyed Hakyung’s sleepy ramblings, asking him various questions.

He was usually one to speak his mind, but he was definitely more uninhibited now.

Knowing that he was the cause of Hakyung’s exhaustion, Muheon humored him, nodding along to whatever Hakyung said.

After chattering for a long time, Hakyung’s eyelids finally closed tight.

As if displeased with the sticky bed, Hakyung, even in his sleep, moved his body and burrowed into Muheon’s cool embrace.

Muheon waited for Hakyung to fall into a deep sleep while lying on top of him, then carefully moved his body.

He felt like he would catch a cold if he slept like this.

Besides, he could already picture Hakyung groaning from muscle aches tomorrow.

Muheon slowly finished cleaning up, making sure not to wake Hakyung, then carefully lifted the small body. It was time to move rooms.

***

“Huh…?”

He thought he’d fallen asleep in a splendid, opulent room, but when he opened his eyes, the scenery was strikingly similar to his dormitory room.

Startled, Hakyung tried to sit up, but a soft hand from beside him gently pressed his shoulder back down.

It was Muheon.

“Boss.”

A raspy voice, as if he had a sore throat, croaked out.

Hakyung’s strong vocal cords, which didn’t easily break, were usually his pride as a strong dolphin, but the way they cracked now was unusual.

Ahem!

He cleared his throat, trying to fix it somehow, when a glass of water was held out in front of him.

This time too, his boss had prepared water for Hakyung.

Hakyung took the glass and gulped down the water.

He hadn’t realized it, but he must have been incredibly thirsty.

“Where else do you feel bad?”

Muheon endlessly stroked Hakyung’s hair, as if even drinking water was commendable.

The tenderness in the man’s voice made Hakyung’s mouth soften, his lips loosening into a relaxed smile.

Still rubbing his forehead against his boss’s chest, Hakyung replied, “I’m okay.”

A sudden rush of embarrassment made the top of Hakyung’s head tremble slightly.

“Are you okay, Boss?”

“Me?”

“Yes, doesn’t your back hurt?”

He had moved like crazy… would his boss’s back muscles be okay?

At Hakyung’s concern, Muheon chuckled softly.

Each time his chest muscles rippled with the laugh, Hakyung’s heart also subtly fluttered, making its own claims.

“It doesn’t hurt. You worry about yourself.”

“I’m okay too. I told you I’m not a weak dolphin!”

The woken up strong dolphin boasted excitedly.

He had completely forgotten his sleepy grumbling from yesterday about being scared and in pain.

However, Muheon played along enthusiastically again this time, saying, “Is that so?”

If Kang Hakyung said it was so, then it was so.

“But my butt and penis are still throbbing a little bit…”

Hakyung, who confessed the truth at the end, smiled shyly.

He was a little proud that even after taking his boss’s ridiculously large penis, it only ended with a throbbing sensation, all thanks to the things he had brought.

“But why are you so nonchalant? Your surprise lasted only a moment…”

Muheon had indeed been curious about why Hakyung was so unperturbed.

At the time, he had been too excited that Hakyung hadn’t run away at the sight of him to think much of it, but it certainly wasn’t a common reaction.

At Muheon’s curiosity, Hakyung lifted his chin.

“It’s not just that I prepared supplies; I also thoroughly prepared mentally for sex with you, Boss.”

“Mental preparation?”

“Porn.”

Hakyung rattled off a list of all the porn he had watched.

He had specifically sought out ones featuring beast-folk, so he had seen all sorts of penises and members.

Just thinking about it, there were quite a few.

Hakyung counted them off on his fingers, one by one, describing what he had seen.

“There were some with pointed protrusions at the end. And some that transformed into a sphere like a fist. And some that inflated inside…”

“Enough. Why did you watch other guys’ dicks so diligently?”

Muheon tapped Hakyung’s lips, clearly showing his displeasure.

Hakyung’s small lips twitched a few times before opening again.


“Boss, are you jealous?”

“Wouldn’t I be?”

“Still, Boss’s are the best, though. Both of them.”

Hakyung made a ‘V’ sign with his fingers and grinned broadly.

Muheon looked at Hakyung, frowning as if to say he was incorrigible, but then he also laughed.
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It was rare for Muheon to open his mouth and laugh, so Hakyung focused intently on his face for a long time.

If only his phone had been next to him, he would have taken a picture…

He felt so disappointed.

Hakyung clicked his tongue and gently stroked Muheon’s forearm.

He could feel the smooth, firm texture filling his palm.

“But, boss,”

“Is there a specific condition for your skin to change? Before I fell asleep, I definitely saw black scales on you… just like when I saw you on the rooftop that time.”

Hakyung’s eyes darted around, searching for traces of scales.

But all he could see was smooth, glowing white skin.

Muheon was surprised to see Hakyung sniffing around like a dog looking for treats.

He hadn’t known his true form would try to emerge during their intimacy.

He had never shown any trace of his true form unless he used his powers, so it was unexpected.

He felt both bewildered that his self-control was so weak, and embarrassed that he had been as wildly excited as a child doing something for the first time when holding Kang Hakyung.

“Well… like you said, I was out of my mind back then. Because of Kang Hakyung.”

“Out of my mind… Did I say that?”

He had thought the boss was crazy, but definitely only to himself.

Hakyung made an unfair expression, like someone who had been slandered.

Hakyung insisted on his innocence, claiming he wouldn’t have said such disrespectful words to his lover, but it wasn’t accepted.

Muheon punished Hakyung by biting his chubby cheek.

Of course, for Hakyung, it was less of a punishment and more like a sweet reward.

“So I thought your boss’s… thing… might be black. Like it was too scary and you didn’t show it to me because you thought I’d run away.”

It was a plausible deduction for Hakyung, and quite an absurd one for Muheon. 


At any rate, Hakyung was trying to convey that he was fully prepared mentally not to be surprised by any of his boss’s appearances.

And the words he really wanted to say to his boss finally came out at the end.

“Let’s work hard together until I can take both in!”

“What?”

“The first one was hard enough, but won’t everything get better with practice?”

“What are you talking about?”

Muheon furrowed his brows and gently stroked Hakyung’s reddened, swollen eyes.

Had Hakyung forgotten how he’d been stuck and sobbing just a few hours ago?

Muheon was quite displeased seeing Hakyung full of competitive spirit.

“I’m not overdoing it. I just want to thoroughly experience everything about you, boss. It seems like you can really enjoy it once you get the hang of it.”

It was certainly comparable to the actors in the videos.

It was true that the pain was still greater than any good feeling.

But he couldn’t help it if the boss’s “thing” was so substantial.

Hakyung clicked his tongue.

His suppressed desires were on the verge of exploding.

It was strange that the boss was the one with two unusually large things, but Hakyung’s shoulders tensed up.

He instinctively hummed a tune.

“One is good, but two is even better. One, two, one, two.”

Muheon’s brows furrowed even more than before at the nonsensical lyrics.

But Hakyung, captivated in Muheon’s arms, repeated the song several times before finally stopping.

The strange thing was that listening to that song, which was almost like drunken babbling, made Muheon’s “center” subtly rise.

***

The two had been inseparable since arriving at the sea, and they remained so the next day.

Except for eating and showering, they were always tightly embracing in the small room. Because of that, instead of seeing the sea, they spent plenty of time looking at the ceiling.

It wasn’t that Hakyung disliked being with his boss, but he now felt a little embarrassed thinking about how reclusive they had been.

“Boss, please show me the sea.”

That’s why, after kissing Muheon’s shoulder, he suddenly stated his desire.

Muheon lightly nodded at Hakyung’s request.

There were quite a few things different inside the sea compared to what they saw on land, and he thought Kang Hakyung, a river dolphin beast-man, would enjoy just seeing them.

As soon as Muheon’s answer came, Hakyung got up and eagerly prepared to go out.

First, he carefully hid the top of his head, which he usually comfortably exposed when only with his boss, inside a hat.

The one he chose today was a blue hat he had bought the day they decided to come to the sea. He had even sprayed fabric freshener on it, so its appearance and scent were perfect.

Then he took out clothes and started choosing.

Most people chose hats or shoes to match their outfits, but Hakyung chose a hat first and then found clothes that matched it.

This was a characteristic of river dolphin beast-men.

Unlike the excited Hakyung, Muheon made no special preparations.

He simply put on a robe-style Dopo, which he usually wore.

“Wow, boss, what is this? Isn’t this what kings wear…?”

Hakyung, seeing Muheon in such attire for the first time, stopped dressing and ran over.

His unzipped pants were precariously hanging on his waist, making one worry he might trip.

Muheon reached out and firmly held Hakyung’s waist.

“It’s just what I wear comfortably at my main house.”

“Cool… It really suits you, boss.”

Golden embroidery was stitched onto the black silk.

Despite the geometric patterns, it didn’t look cluttered and instead exuded grandeur.

Seeing his boss dressed like a king in such a spacious house made Hakyung feel as if he had time-traveled to the Joseon Dynasty.

Hakyung, mesmerized, stared at Muheon with his mouth agape, showing no sign of closing it.

Muheon personally closed Hakyung’s mouth and even helped him put on his pants.

Hakyung, who naturally accepted the man’s assistance, gently rubbed Muheon’s Dopo with his fingers.

The smooth texture against his fingers suggested it wasn’t cheap fabric like polyester.

“Want me to make you one?”

“Oh, it only suits you because you’re the boss. If I wore it, I’d look like a scoundrel.”

Hakyung, who had a good sense of self-awareness, shook his head.

Based on his height and build, at best he’d look like a little crown prince.

Muheon’s lips curled up in a smile at the compliment mixed into the answer, and he shrugged. He straightened Hakyung’s clothes once more before opening the sliding door.

It had been two days since they’d holed up in the room with the boss, and the sky they now saw was tinged with red.

“Surely there isn’t a sunset underwater too?”

“They say they wanted to add changes according to the passage of time.”

“You’re not doing it, are you, boss?”

“That’s my subordinates’ responsibility.”

Unlike Hwang-rin, who liked flashy things and poured his abilities into every corner of his domain, Muheon had no interest in such things.

He wasn’t one to bother using his powers for something on this small scale.

Because of that, the abilities of the West Sea beast-men were updated daily.

“Then what else? What else have your subordinates done, boss?”

“Hmm… let’s find out together.”

Muheon, who also had little interest in how his main house was decorated, moved his gaze and surveyed their surroundings.


Hakyung, excited like a student at a theme park, darted around, exclaiming in admiration every time he discovered something. It felt just like a treasure hunt.

Muheon’s lips also relaxed as he slowly followed behind the excited river dolphin.

It was unfamiliar and pleasing to see Kang Hakyung so energetically moving within his domain.

They explored with the boss for quite a while, but they couldn’t even step into the forest stretching behind the main house.

Darkness had already descended into the sea, making it impossible to look around the forest.

“See the forest tomorrow. There’s nothing special about it.”

“Nothing special?! Boss, you clearly have no sentimentality whatsoever! How can you be so blunt looking at such a beautiful landscape?”

Hakyung, who had been looking at the brightly shining coral reefs everywhere with sparkling eyes, pouted his lips.

Although, all that happened was his lips, plump from long kisses, twitched.

“Stop looking around and eat now. Your stomach is empty.”

As expected, the boss had not even an ant’s eyelash worth of sentimentality.

If only he would say, “My sentimentality is reserved for Kang Hakyung,” and give him a kiss. How nice would that be?

Hakyung grumbled inwardly, then stood on his tiptoes and pecked Muheon’s lips.

“I’m full just with your love, boss.”

He twisted his body and delivered his confident line.

“No way. Then what’s that rumbling sound?”


Muheon narrowed his eyes and poked Hakyung’s stomach.

Hakyung let out a deep sigh at the man’s unromantic reply.

It seemed they had a long way to go before they were perfectly in sync.

However, that didn’t mean he wouldn’t eat, so Hakyung firmly held Muheon’s hand and headed to the dining room.

The dining room, which they were using for the first time since coming to the sea, had a long table, and on it, a variety of side dishes were laid out, leaving no empty space.

This was truly what one would call a lavish feast.

Hakyung’s eyes widened, and he quickly sat at the dining table chair, picking up his spoon and chopsticks.

It was impossible to tell which neighborhood the river dolphin, who had claimed he only needed the boss’s love instead of food, belonged to.
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Hakyung patted his protruding belly, a satisfied expression on his face.

He looked like a well-fed puppy to anyone who saw him.

“Was it good?”

“Yes, really! I barely taste anything when I ate in the room, but properly eating it now, it’s amazing…!”

Hakyung gave a thumbs-up, even adding an impressed “Kkuh!” sound.

It seemed even better to eat when the well-fed river dolphin was doing the eating.

Hakyung’s shoulders swayed from side to side as he meticulously finished even the last dessert.

“Excuse me. Muheon-nim, was the food satisfactory?”

“It was fine.”

“That’s a relief. It’s been a long time since I’ve served you, so I was worried I might have put too much effort into it.”

With a polite knock, a well-built man entered and exchanged a few words with Muheon. It seemed he was in charge of dinner.

Hakyung observed the two chatting, then let out a small “Ah!” and clapped his hands.

Muheon immediately turned his gaze to Hakyung, raising an eyebrow, as if asking what was going on.

“By any chance, are you Geun-rim hyung-nim’s hyung-nim…?”

When Hakyung spoke, the man wearing a chef’s hat smiled brightly and nodded.

“I’ve heard a lot from my younger brother. I didn’t expect you to recognize me right away with the hat on, but hello. I’m Bu Geun-min.”

“Wow, hello!”

Hakyung stood up and bowed deeply.

Bu Geun-min also bowed again in response to the polite greeting.

It was Muheon who stopped the repeated bowing.

He took Hakyung’s wrist and had him sit next to him.

He waved his hand at Bu Geun-min too, indicating that if he had something to say, he should sit comfortably.

At his gesture, Bu Geun-min respectfully clasped his hands in front and quickly took a seat on the opposite side.

He looked touched to have the chance to converse in front of Muheon-nim, even if it wasn’t a shared meal.

Hakyung showed Bu Geun-min the photos he took during cafe tours with Bu Geun-rim during lunch breaks and a list of popular restaurants.

Bu Geun-min sighed in relief, glad that his brother didn’t seem to be disliked on land after all.

He was especially proud to see the strong bond between his brother and Muheon-nim’s river dolphin.

“Please continue to look after my younger brother.”

“Geun-rim hyung-nim takes such good care of me! He’s really so kind and cool!”

“My brother will be happy if I tell him this.”

Bu Geun-min chuckled and then stood up.

It was because he had just witnessed Muheon’s expression stiffen coldly.

Given Muheon’s personality, the West Sea beast-men were quite quick-witted. 

If Bu Geun-min showed any more friendliness now, he might be banished to a corner of the West Sea tomorrow.

Bu Geun-min was a type of fish (Bugeunmin is a kind of fish/grouper) who knew when to get involved and when to step aside.

***

The next day, Muheon and Hakyung decided to explore the forest they hadn’t seen yesterday.

Hakyung’s eyes and mouth widened at several landscapes that were similar yet different from land forests.

“Boss, so this tree doesn’t bear apples, pears, persimmons, things like that?”

“Hmm, I’ve created the same environment as on land, so fruits will grow when autumn comes.”

“I see… The sea is truly amazing.”

Hakyung touched a single leaf and smiled slightly.

When autumn came, he wanted to visit with his boss, pick fruits, and eat delicious things.

Regardless of location, whether in the sea or on land, wishes to do things with his boss sprang up in his mind like fountains.

“Let’s come back when the fruits ripen.”

Muheon, standing behind Hakyung, wrapped his arms around his small body and spoke.

Hakyung was so happy that his boss said exactly what he was thinking.

Embracing that earnest feeling, Hakyung raised his head and looked at Muheon.

He was handsome no matter when he looked, and handsome no matter how he looked.

Hakyung, once again smitten by his boss’s face, wiggled his toes.

“What kind of look is that?”

When Muheon leaned down and kissed the tip of Hakyung’s nose, Hakyung answered as if he had been waiting.

“Boss, even your nostrils are handsome. Have I said that before?”

“I wonder…”

Hakyung always complimented his boss’s good looks at every opportunity.

Sometimes the handsome part was his neatly trimmed fingernails, sometimes it was his flowing hair, sometimes it was his bloodshot eyes.

Among so many compliments, could there have been no mention of his nostrils?

Still, it wasn’t bad to hear, so Muheon pretended not to know and kissed the tip of Hakyung’s nose again.

Hakyung laughed out loud at his ticklish display of affection, then suddenly turned around and hugged Muheon tight.

“Boss! Is there something like a charnel house in the sea?”

“A charnel house?”

“Yes. Um, it’s just that since I’ve come to the sea for the first time, I wanted to greet your parents, but I don’t know what it’s like here…”

In a way, wasn’t he here to greet his boss’s family?

Hakyung wanted to visit his boss’s parents’ grave or memorial if there was one.

Muheon, who had been silent for a while at Hakyung’s question, slowly opened his mouth.

“Sea beast-men don’t have places like that.”

“Oh…? Really? There aren’t any?”

Seeing Hakyung’s eyebrows droop in disappointment, Muheon hesitated.

Was it okay to tell him everything, or should he give a vague answer?

It didn’t take long to decide.

The reason was simply that he wanted to tell him everything.

Muheon gently massaged Hakyung’s earlobe as he continued.

“They turn into sea foam.”

Sea foam, it was something that only appeared in the fairy tales he read as a child.

“Sea foam…”

Hakyung’s eyes welled up with tears as he repeated Muheon’s answer with a surprised expression.

***

“Then, boss, do you also turn into sea foam?”

“Probably?”

Of course, it would still be a long time before that happened.

So he nonchalantly affirmed it.

He had worried that Hakyung might not believe the fact of turning into sea foam itself, but that didn’t seem to be the case, so Muheon was generally relieved.

He thought Hakyung had understood the reason why they couldn’t visit his parents.

However, the word Hakyung latched onto wasn’t that.

Sea foam, to disappear without a trace…!

Hakyung hugged Muheon’s waist tightly in fear that the boss might disappear any moment.

So tight that his arms trembled.

“Boss, you can’t turn into sea foam…!”

“Why? Isn’t it fine? No environmental pollution either.”

“Wow, you really have less sentimentality than fish poop.”


Hakyung, whose strength drained away at Muheon’s practical answer, became very angry.

But he was just so cute, so Muheon chuckled and soothed Hakyung.

“I’m still healthy.”

“Even so! What do we do? Boss, should we find healthy things to eat together?”

“Okay. Kang Hakyung needs to live long and healthy.”

“Aigo! Not me, you, boss!”

Hakyung, still angry, stomped his feet and smacked Muheon’s forearm.

As expected, it wasn’t painful at all, just cute.

Muheon picked Hakyung up and patted his bottom.

“I won’t die. Don’t worry. Kang Hakyung, you’re such a scaredy-cat.”

“Boss, don’t get sick.”

Hakyung mumbled, leaning his cheek on the man’s broad shoulder.

His trembling voice was full of emotion.

“We haven’t even gotten married yet, and you’re already thinking such things? Isn’t your head heavy?”

“Th-that’s a little heavy, I think.”

“Okay, let’s plan the wedding first.”

Muheon, who had subtly shifted the topic to marriage, slowly set Hakyung down.

The two had arrived in the middle of the forest without realizing it and slowly strolled around, enjoying their walk.

Do coral reefs also emit phytoncides?

Hakyung sniffed the refreshing air.

Actually, the air only became refreshing after the word ‘marriage’ came out of the man’s mouth.

“Boss, what kind of wedding do you like?”

“Hmm.”

He had never concretely thought about the wedding itself.


He simply had a strong desire to tie Kang Hakyung to himself.

He had brought it up because it would be even better if it was a publicly recognized method.

Therefore, Muheon had no answer regarding the wedding Hakyung mentioned.

He honestly shook his head.

“I’ve never thought about it specifically…”

Hakyung, who seemed like he would get angry again, asking what he had been doing without thinking about such things until now, surprisingly gave the same answer.

“Me too. Just the thought of marrying you, boss, makes my heart pound and my fingertips tingle so much that I don’t really know beyond that.”

“Ha… Kang Hakyung, are you really set on seducing me today?”

“Huh? What do you mean?”

Hakyung tilted his head. He had no reason to seduce the boss.

Because the boss was already a fish caught by him.

Of course, he was a cool river dolphin who took even better care of the fish he caught, so there was absolutely no bad meaning.


It wasn’t something he said to seduce his boss, but an answer that came from his heart.

“Let’s go back.”

Muheon, who had picked up Hakyung, still tilting his head, unable to understand his words, quickened his pace.

The intertwined shadows of the two moved along with his steps.
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The pair, in a peculiar situation where there was no seduced river dolphin, but only a seduced boss, had been cooped up in the love room for days.

Hakyung’s week-long sea exploration was about to end, filled only with carnal desires.

Although they had taken a day to look around, Hakyung felt a bit sheepish alone in the early morning, realizing he had barely gone outside during his week at the sea.

Muheon, who had been sound asleep, had somehow woken up and grabbed Hakyung.

Hakyung’s lips curled up at the familiar cool temperature as he turned around.

“Where are you going?”

The man asked in a rather rough voice.

Hakyung pointed to an empty cup in response to his question.

“Just going to get some water.”

“It’s here, I’ll get it.”

“It’s fine. I’ll be right back. Boss, you rest.”

Hakyung stopped Muheon from getting up, then bent his head down and gave a loud peck on the red marks he’d made last night, flashing a grin.

The boss’s white skin was fun to mark.

It was also nice that it healed quickly, so the marks disappeared in a day, requiring him to make an effort to mark it again and again the next day.

Hakyung gently stroked the man’s smooth, cool skin with his fingers before putting on his hat and heading out.

Anyway, the boss really had a knack for charming people.

He didn’t realize that even when Muheon did nothing, he himself was falling for him, unable to look away.

It was only for a moment, but Hakyung’s lips subtly pursed in disappointment at being separated from his boss.

It was when he was quickening his steps, planning to just get water and return quickly.

He heard someone moving in the kitchen close to the love room.

It was still early morning…

Hakyung tilted his head and walked into the kitchen.

He didn’t forget to make a loud presence so as not to startle anyone.

The person busy tidying up the kitchen turned around at the soft thudding sound.

“Hakyung-ssi!” “Hello!”

It was Bu Geun-min.

As someone who worked in the kitchen, his day clearly started early.

The two stood facing each other and exchanged simple greetings.

Being in the same space but meeting after a few days, they surprisingly had a lot to say.

Hakyung was incredibly grateful to learn that it was Bu Geun-min who prepared his meals every time.

Especially the menus that combined ingredients not only from the sea but also from land required an extraordinary amount of care, in Hakyung’s opinion as someone who loved cooking.

So, Hakyung poured out his abundant gratitude, giving a long, drawn-out compliment on how delicious the meals were.

Muheon-nim, whom he had served his entire life, was almost always asleep or, even when awake, didn’t talk much, so Hakyung’s heartfelt thanks deeply moved Bu Geun-min.

He chuckled, feeling a foolish sting in his nose.

“I can’t tell you how fortunate it is that Hakyung-ssi is Muheon-nim’s partner.”

“Ah, oh my, well…”

Hakyung, embarrassed by the compliment, squirmed.

The words “boss’s partner” felt ticklish and also made him proud.

Bu Geun-min laughed heartily once more at Hakyung’s transparently pleased reaction.

The only thing he had envied while looking at other seas was now fulfilled, and he felt full even without eating.

“Now that Muheon-nim has found his partner, the West Sea is finally complete.”

“Huh…? You mean it was bad if the boss didn’t have a partner?”

Hakyung’s eyes widened curiously at Bu Geun-min’s words.

Bu Geun-min quickly shook his head at the reaction, which seemed to indicate Hakyung hadn’t quite understood what he said.

“It’s not that he can’t be without a partner! Muheon-nim is a magnificent Imoogi in his own right! But all the other Imoogi-nims of other seas have partners, so they’re more stable and have no worries about succession… Muheon-nim, however, hadn’t shown any interest in a partner or successor. So, small beings like us under Muheon-nim had a lot of unnecessary worries.”

Bu Geun-min made an awkward expression, saying that if he had known Muheon-nim would meet such a lovely partner, he wouldn’t have suffered in silence all this time.

Hakyung nodded, “I see,” as he reviewed Bu Geun-min’s long and detailed explanation, then pulled out a strange word.

“Uh, Imoogi…?”

“Yes. Imoogi. Huh? Surely Hakyung-ssi didn’t know?”

“Huh? Yes? No, uh? Imoogi? The Imoogi from the folk tales?”

The two stared at each other with their mouths agape.

Bu Geun-min was startled because he had clearly heard from his brother that Hakyung knew Muheon-nim’s true identity, but Hakyung’s reaction was completely off.

Hakyung, on the other hand, was surprised because the boss’s true identity was something he hadn’t even considered.

So, he wasn’t an eel…?

All the silly things Hakyung had said up until now floated through his mind.

The boss’s bewildered expressions that accompanied each one were also there.

Hakyung’s entire body, from his toes to the hole on the top of his head, turned bright red and hot. He wanted to hide somewhere immediately and stamped his feet.

Bu Geun-min also turned pale, then blue, seeing Hakyung turn from white to bright red.

“Uh… yes, that’s right…”

“Yes, that’s… right.”

They couldn’t tell what was “that’s right,” but they continued to repeat the same words, spending an awkward moment.

“I… I’ll just go get some water first.”

“Yes, yes! Here it is. Shall I carry it for you?”

“No! It’s fine, thank you.”

Bu Geun-min frowned, looking worried at Hakyung’s still dazed expression, but Hakyung didn’t notice.

His mind was so full of “How embarrassing!” that there was no room for anything else to squeeze in.

He didn’t even remember how he got back to the room.

He had just moved his feet mechanically.

“What’s wrong?”

Muheon was in the middle of putting on his coat when Hakyung entered the room, as if he’d been about to leave.

Unlike when Hakyung had left, his face hardened coldly at Hakyung’s dazed appearance.

Muheon took the water and glass from Hakyung, set them on the floor, and asked again.

“What’s wrong, huh?”

As the affectionate voice flowed out, a large, prominent “walnut” formed on Hakyung’s chin.

Muheon grew impatient, wondering what had happened to make Hakyung so late, as if he’d been filtering seawater.

He gently touched Hakyung’s shoulder, not hiding his anxiety. I

f Hakyung burst into tears now, it would take a while just to soothe him.

Thankfully, Hakyung only formed the “walnut” and didn’t cry.

Though he might seem like a baby to Muheon, Hakyung was a young man well over twenty.

“Boss, you… you cheated on me…!”

“…I did?”

Muheon swore he had never cheated on Hakyung. 

What was cheating?

From the moment they met, he’d been trying to give Hakyung more, even including an exceptional contract…

Hakyung nodded vigorously at Muheon’s indignant retort.

Muheon sighed with a chuckle, waiting for Hakyung to speak.

“You’re an Imoogi, boss! Like those dragon-like things!”

“Ah…”

Muheon murmured softly, looking at the fuming Hakyung.

He didn’t know where the misunderstanding began, so he hadn’t bothered to correct it.

It was a mistake to leave it alone, finding Hakyung’s self-made misunderstandings and words cute and amusing.

It seemed Hakyung had somehow found out while getting water and now felt he’d been deceived.

Uncharacteristically flustered, Muheon fell silent for a moment.

He knew that the excuse of “not having had time to tell him” wouldn’t work.

Hakyung’s breathing grew heavier at the man’s reaction.

“I, I really said it was okay no matter what you were, boss…! This is too much!”

“That’s right, Kang Hakyung said everything was okay.”

“But you still lied…!”

Small fists thumped against Muheon’s shoulder.

Muheon’s eyebrow twitched at the surprisingly sharp blows.

Hakyung quickly pulled his hands back, changing his sharp eyes to a gentle gaze.

Muheon sighed briefly at the suddenly softened river dolphin and offered an apology.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to deceive you.”

“Then…? Was it because you thought I’d run away? Like, that I’d feel overwhelmed?”

“It’s not that…”

Muheon’s evasion of his gaze only amplified Hakyung’s suspicion.

If that were the case, why did he stay silent when Hakyung was mistakenly thinking he was a fish, incomparable to his true form?


As Muheon’s silence stretched on, Hakyung’s eyes narrowed further.

Muheon, fearing Hakyung would form another “walnut,” moved his reluctant lips.

“Because you’re cute.”

“Huh…?”

“Because Kang Hakyung, misunderstanding me, was so cute.”

Muheon’s ear tips turned bright red as he blurted out the excuse.

Thinking about it now, it was utterly embarrassing that he, at his age, had pretended to be a sea eel because of his lover’s cute reactions.

Hakyung’s ear tips also turned red at his not-quite-excuse.



 
  Chapter 60: The Age Between Us





Hakyung’s face turned pink like his hair as he poked Muheon’s side.

His fingertips hurt against the rock-hard muscles, but he poked him again and again without showing it.

Muheon, who twitched from the ticklish sensation rather than pain, looked down at Hakyung and asked.

“Why do you keep poking me?”

“This is really your last chance. Are you hiding anything from me? If I catch you next time, I’ll…”

He moved his fingers to touch the fair skin.

Despite this, the wrinkles on Hakyung’s brow showed no sign of smoothing out.

Muheon clicked his tongue, feeling guilty that he had made the boy, who always smiled brightly, look like this.

He couldn’t even laugh at the audacious remark about spanking his bottom with those tiny hands. It was because there was one more fact he was hiding.

“Uh-oh…?”

It was strange that Muheon didn’t scold him for speaking disrespectfully, and even slightly avoided his gaze.

Hakyung, acutely aware of the boss’s unusual reaction, started thumping, not just poking, the man’s side.

Muheon, who immediately surrendered to the river dolphin’s rough expression, mumbled.

However, his voice was so small that it took Hakyung a moment to hear and grasp the exact meaning.

“I’m… old.”

The answer Hakyung realized was something he already knew, so an expression of bewilderment filled his face.

“I know. You’re a full zodiac cycle older than me, boss.”

“No, more than that…”

“Even older?!”

“Hmm.”


Muheon frowned in distress, letting out a groan.

This time, Hakyung rubbed the man’s furrowed brow with his fingers, but the deep wrinkles did not return to normal.

Hakyung, who had been struggling on tiptoes, disliking the wrinkles on the man’s handsome face, realized this was not the time and jumped.

“H-how much older? Surely, boss, you’re not in your 40s…?” “That is to say…”

He was at a loss as to where to begin explaining to make it less shocking.

If his friend Hwang-rin had faced this situation, he would have easily gotten past it with his cunning tone and skilled rhetoric, but Muheon lacked such talent…

It was hard for him to open his mouth.

Hakyung, who had become just as serious as Muheon, muttered quietly.

“I said this is the last chance. From now on, I won’t go easy on you, boss.”

It was a declaration of war, meaning he would settle this now.

Muheon, defeated by the river dolphin’s momentum, slowly began to reveal his story.

“You probably knew I wasn’t just an ordinary sea beast-man. So, well… like you just said, my true form is like a dragon, and I can perform various feats, and among the West Sea beast-men, I’m like a god.”

He felt deeply embarrassed, as if he were gilding his own face.

But he was afraid Hakyung would be terrified if he just threw out the conclusion without elaborating on such a special situation.

Muheon paused for a breath in his story, then stretched out his long arm and firmly held Hakyung’s hand.

Muheon’s naturally cool body temperature was ice-cold, making Hakyung gulp.

He had never seen the boss so nervous.

He was deeply worried about what words would follow from his mouth.

“And… one more thing. My age doesn’t show.”

“That means…”

“My age isn’t actually thirty-six… there’s another number in front of it.”

“No way…!”

Hakyung jumped again.

Although he was a river dolphin beast-man, the story Muheon told him made no sense to Hakyung, who had grown up in modern society.

Even in an era of 100-year lifespans, truly rare were those who lived to be 100.

It was impossible that this firm, incredible body and face belonged to someone well over 100 years old.

Hakyung, who had instinctively stepped back, saw the hurt in Muheon’s eyes for a moment and quickly moved forward.

“That’s all. This is truly the last.”

Muheon tickled Hakyung’s palm once, then slowly raised both hands, signaling that he had nothing more to hide.

“Sorry, were you surprised?”

His mind was a mess, wondering what to say in response to the lowered voice that sounded dispirited.

The more he knew, the more enigmatic and surprising the boss’s existence became, and Hakyung could only breathe short, quick gasps.

It was Muheon who grew anxious then.

He hoped Hakyung wouldn’t run away and that he would laugh it off as if it were nothing.

Was that too brazen a hope…?

He knew well that he had been relying on Hakyung’s broad acceptance and magnanimity all this time.

Yet, he was filled with the selfish desire for Hakyung to overlook it just one more time.

Muheon lowered his raised hands and cautiously approached Hakyung.

Fortunately, this time Hakyung met his gaze directly instead of stepping back.

Muheon, accepting the various emotions in that gaze without avoiding them, patted Hakyung’s shoulder and gave an awkward smile.

It was an uncharacteristic display of affection from him.

Of course, to Hakyung, even that small gesture and smile felt significant.

As soon as the large figure subtly moved, the boss’s embarrassing truth vanished far away, and Hakyung’s heart felt fluttery.

This time, Hakyung also didn’t hide his emotions and burst into hearty laughter.

“Boss, you were so cute just now! Like a puppy that caused trouble and is wagging its tail!”

“I was…?”

Muheon made a bewildered expression, and Hakyung laughed so hard his cheeks puffed out.

Then, a worry suddenly popped up: had he been too disrespectful to the boss all this time?

He had thought a full zodiac cycle difference was already quite a lot, but it was actually ten times that difference.

That meant he was naturally older than his grandmother, and could even be older than his grandmother’s grandmother’s grandmother.

However, if he went into such precise details, it would become a relationship of serving rather than equal lovers, so Hakyung quickly shook his head.

“But, boss, I have a question.” “

Yes.”

“Is it bad if I act so informally with you? Like, do you think ‘kids these days are so ill-mannered’? If so, I’ll try to be more careful.”

A small, surprised chuckle escaped Muheon’s lips at the sudden, adorable question.

“Of course not. You can do more. Kang Hakyung is fine.”

Hakyung’s eyes sparkled at Muheon’s brief, affectionate permission.

His shoulders twitched, unable to hide his good mood.

For Muheon, whose heart had been pounding with anxiety, this was a huge relief.

He quickly changed the subject to prevent Hakyung from bringing up the age topic again.

“It’s been a week since you came to the sea. How’s your body? You’re not getting a headache or feeling nauseous, are you?”

“Me? Hmm… I don’t have any discomfort. I’m fine.”

“If you feel even a little uncomfortable, tell me right away.”

Hakyung nodded enthusiastically.

Honestly, he had almost forgotten they were in the sea, probably because of all the things they’d done cooped up in the love room with the boss.

Still, it was a bit embarrassing to say that, so Hakyung just vaguely said he was fine.

“Sometimes people from land say they get sick when they come to the sea. Are you really okay?”

“Of course!”

Muheon stroked Hakyung’s cheek, saying he liked his cheerfulness, and then started walking.

It was towards the main house, where Hakyung had only been once since coming to the sea.

“We’ll go up this afternoon. Shall we go get some things for Grandma?”

“A gift for Grandma?”

“It’s rare for you to come to the sea, so of course, you should bring something.”

Hakyung, recalling his grandmother, tilted his head as a thought suddenly occurred to him. Muheon, wondering why Hakyung had suddenly stopped, turned around.

“Oh?”

“Just suddenly… I thought that I might die before you, boss.” “What…?”

Those weren’t words that should come from the mouth of a young, vibrant river dolphin.

Muheon’s expression hardened, unable to speak.

Seeing the man’s reaction, Hakyung thought he had made a slip of the tongue for a moment, but he couldn’t take back what he had already uttered.

“There’s no order to when one goes…”

“Kang Hakyung.”

Muheon growled Hakyung’s name like a beast.

“That kind of talk is the most ill-mannered and insolent talk. Don’t say such things.”

“Yes, I’m sorry.”


Hakyung, dejected, bowed his head.

If he had said something like that in front of his grandmother, he would have been hit hard enough to leave blue bruises on his back.

So, it made sense that the boss was being so serious.

He had been ill-mannered more than once or twice before, yet Muheon had never gotten this angry.

“Say something like that again. It won’t end with just a spanking on your bottom.”

Hakyung nodded, promising he wouldn’t, at Muheon’s threat.

But he couldn’t hide his pouting lips.

Hakyung was simply feeling hurt and upset.

The fact that the time he had with the boss was fixed, just like the limited time he had with his grandmother.

And the fact that he didn’t have the ability to live for hundreds of years beside the boss made him endlessly sad and disheartened.



 
  Chapter 61: The River Dolphin’s Souvenir and Goodbye





Muheon didn’t know exactly why Hakyung was pouting, feeling hurt and disappointed, but he immediately soothed him.

He wondered if Hakyung was intimidated because he had spoken too firmly and coldly.

“Did I scare you by speaking too harshly?”

“Nooo, it’s not that.”

Hakyung trailed off, shaking his head.

He wasn’t upset with the boss at all.

Muheon took Hakyung’s hand, leading him, and presented his cheek to Hakyung’s small lips.

Hakyung’s lips twitched as he understood what Muheon’s action meant.

Smooch!

Smooch!

As Hakyung made cute, adorable sounds, kissing Muheon’s cheek, his feelings of disappointment slowly receded.

It was already so nice just being with the boss like this; wasting time being upset felt regrettable.

Hakyung decided to spend his time more productively rather than agonizing over something that was still a long, long way off.

While the boss, who had lived for hundreds of years, might not care, every minute and second was precious to Hakyung.

“Where do we look for gifts? I want to pick out something good for my grandma!”

“They’re over there.”

Muheon smiled at Hakyung, who had returned to his lively river dolphin self.

He was quite relieved that Hakyung didn’t stay gloomy for long.

For Muheon, who had lived for hundreds of years, every minute and second with Hakyung sparkled brilliantly, and thus felt equally precious.

***

He knew Muheon’s main house was large just by looking at it, but he never expected there to be a market inside.

Hakyung looked around with a bewildered expression, as if he were in a corner of a folk village.

He thought “getting gifts” meant just gathering some seaweed nearby, not this kind of thing…

Following Muheon to the back of the main house, he saw everything from freshly caught fish to precious and luxurious pearls and corals that were evident at a glance.

The sight of various daily necessities and other items lined up on stalls was incredible.

“Oh, that’s sea chocolate!”

“That’s right. They’re made here.”

“All the snacks the hyung-nims gave me are here too!”

After a brief awkward period, Hakyung, like a fish in water, darted around, enjoying the market.

It was a regular market held twice a week.

Last time, it wasn’t market day, so he couldn’t show him this place, and after that… well.

All the sea beast-men living in the West Sea bought, sold, or exchanged goods here.

While there weren’t large companies or distribution networks like on land, the sea operated by its own rules.

Occasionally, they also interacted and traded with beast-men from other waters to manage their lives.

Muheon was always at the center of it, but in truth, he had little interest in how the West Sea functioned.

It was so much so that he had spent decades asleep, simply out of annoyance.

It was a tremendous relief that all his family members were independent and intelligent individuals.

“Take your time choosing.”

Next to the excited Hakyung, Muheon’s expression was also bright.

Only the merchants, who were seeing Muheon in the market for the first time, had their eyes wide with surprise.

“That’s the one Grandma said was delicious when she made it into a side dish last time.”

“I remember.”

“Right? I should buy it!”

Before Muheon could even respond, Hakyung went to the stall and ordered various seaweeds and shells.

Hakyung, who had been chatting amiably, soon turned back to Muheon with a troubled expression.

Muheon, who had been standing behind, waiting for Hakyung to call him, chuckled.

“Cards don’t work here.”

“Th-that’s what I thought.”

Hakyung carefully put the wallet he was tightly gripping back into his pocket.

Indeed, the atmosphere didn’t suggest there would be a card reader.

“Then, boss… could you lend me some money?”

“Lend you? I’ll buy it.”

“But it’s Grandma’s gift…”

“That’s why I should buy it even more. You’re visiting the sea, after all.”

Muheon took the items Hakyung had picked out.

He also picked up some fish next to them.

The merchants, of course, took nothing from Muheon.

On the contrary, they eagerly tried to give him even more.

The merchants actively handed things to Muheon, so much so that Hakyung, standing next to him, felt embarrassed, which was even more amazing because they looked like fans meeting their favorite idol.

In a short amount of time, Muheon’s wide arms were almost not enough to carry the items the merchants were eagerly giving him.

“Wow. Boss, you’re really popular.”

“…Because it’s hundreds of years old.”

Now that he was speaking of his age without hesitation, Hakyung wondered how he had managed to hide it for so long, given how uncomfortable it must have been.

Hakyung, realizing the boss’s true age, hesitated for a moment, then grinned.

“In the sea, boss, you’re forever my oppa.”

“That’s gross.”

Muheon shuddered, looking disgusted.

A deeper smile spread across Hakyung’s lips at the man’s reaction.

He kept wanting to tease the man with the large build.

Of course, the boss wasn’t one to simply take it, so subsequent attempts by Hakyung were unsuccessful.

Like a midsummer night’s dream, the week spent underwater quickly passed.

He, who had almost drowned and openly avoided seawater, was now breathing, eating delicious food, and calmly conversing with sea beast-men in that terrifying underwater world.

Coming to the sea was truly a great achievement.

Among all of that, having deepened his affection with the boss beyond measure, reaching the sky, was arguably the greatest achievement.

His backpack, which had been full of adult items, became empty, and filling that space with gifts for his grandmother also made him strangely proud.

“I will also escort you on your way.”

Gisang-oh bowed his upper body towards Hakyung and Muheon.

Hakyung returned the bow, smiling and saying, “Please take good care of us.”

And behind him, a line of family members stood with regretful expressions.

Everyone was at the market, but when did they all gather like this?

Hakyung felt somewhat apologetic looking at the beast-men with their unique appearances.

They would surely wish Muheon would stay in the sea, not on land.

But he couldn’t stay in the sea forever…

Hakyung, who was brazenly taking the boss to land, felt pangs of guilt and couldn’t meet the eyes of the family members.

“Hakyung-nim, please have a safe journey too, and be sure to come with us next time!”

“Yes, that’s right! Next time, I’ll prepare even more delicious things!”

However, his worries were unfounded; the family members cared for Hakyung’s well-being as much as they cared for Muheon’s.

Hakyung, who had been bowing deeply, suddenly lifted his head, his eyes furrowed.


His nose tingled, and he took a short, sharp breath.

He felt even more sorry because they were all such kind beast-men.

“Why are you crying?”

“I’m not crying, I’m just touched.”

Muheon raised a hand and gently stroked the top of Hakyung’s hat.

It was obvious that various emotions were swirling within the river dolphin even without him saying anything, so all Muheon could do was reassure him that it was okay.

Meanwhile, the family members themselves were beside themselves, squirming at Muheon’s uncharacteristic display of affection.

***

The emotional farewell, in which Hakyung alone was deeply touched, ended, and they returned to land.

Just like when they went to the sea, it felt like passing through a short tunnel, and suddenly they were on the sand.

Again, with his shoes and clothes perfectly dry, Hakyung stamped his feet in delight.

He felt just like a magician.

However, breathing outside the water was definitely more comfortable.

When he was in the sea, he’d felt a slight stuffiness, like having a mild cold, but now there were no such symptoms.

“Boss, I guess I really am a river dolphin.”

“Hmm?”

“It’s much easier to breathe than when I was in the sea.”

Hoo-ah, Hakyung opened his mouth wide and even lifted his hat slightly.

The blowhole on the top of his head twitched as if greeting the broad atmospheric air.

Gisang-oh and Muheon’s lips curved upward watching him.

They thought to themselves that he must be so fluttery because they returned without any major problems, and felt proud of him.

“Are your ears hurting, or do you feel dizzy?”

“No, no!”

“That’s good.”

Gisang-oh, standing next to them, meticulously checked Hakyung’s condition and breathed a sigh of relief.

Since Hakyung had gone to the sea after taking the medicine he had retrieved, Gisang-oh would have had no face to show Muheon-nim if anything had gone wrong.

Hakyung, reading the concern for him on Gisang-oh’s face, demonstrated some stationary exercises to show he was perfectly fine.

He diligently stretched and moved his limbs, which were much shorter compared to Gisang-oh and Muheon’s.

Honestly, it was a very trivial exercise.

Nevertheless, Muheon, fearing that Hakyung might get body aches if he moved like that, pulled him into his arms, telling him to stop.


To Gisang-oh, it was overprotection unlike any other.

But Hakyung, embraced in the boss’s arms, was once again completely smitten by the boss’s gentle side, his ears flushing red.

Even being held like this, fully clothed and standing, was enough to make him ecstatic, but a hug where their bare skin touched was truly… just recalling it was enough to make his nose bleed.

Hakyung’s nose tingled for a different reason, and he took a short, sharp breath.

While he was at it, he took a deep sniff of the boss’s cool, refreshing body scent.

He was Kang Hakyung, the perverted river dolphin, but only for Lee Muheon.
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The next weekend after their trip to the sea, the two headed to Hakyung’s family home.

“Oh, my little piglet is here?”

Grandma, who had come out to the porch upon hearing that Hakyung was coming with Muheon, quickly rose.

Hakyung told his grandma not to move, but she confidently walked to the front door, saying she was much better now.

“It’s faster if we go to you, and you’ll get hurt again!”

“It’s not like I deliberately tried to stop you from coming out.”

Grandma, showing much disappointment towards her grandson who immediately started nagging, turned her head to look at Muheon.

Muheon, who had been silently listening to their bickering, slightly bowed his head when their eyes met.

“Oh, you’re here. Come in.”

Embarrassed that she had been having such a childish conversation with her grandson, Grandma quickly ushered Muheon inside.

Hakyung also followed next to Muheon, holding his sleeve and subtly shaking it as he urged him.

“Boss, it might look like a childish squabble to you. But don’t look at Grandma like that.”

“What kind of look was I giving…?”

Muheon, who hadn’t been thinking anything specific while listening to their conversation, widened his eyes.

“What kind of look? It was the ‘these cute rascals’ look.”

“River dolphins are cute, that’s true.”

“Aish! I told you not to give even Grandma that look!”

“Alright. I’ll only look at Kang Hakyung now.”

It wasn’t what he meant, but Hakyung liked Muheon’s answer and replied loudly.

Anyway, there was nothing bad about the boss only looking at him.

Now that he roughly knew Muheon’s true identity and age, every expression the boss made seemed different.

He must have had nothing but boring and tiresome experiences from living so long, so the fact that he showed such diverse expressions and gave answers not only to Hakyung but also to his family members was incredibly heartwarming and lovely.

After learning the boss’s secret, he felt even more affectionate towards him, and his love for him sprang forth limitlessly.

“But still, ignoring Grandma’s words is not okay…”

“I have some common sense.”

Muheon chuckled briefly at Hakyung’s plea and put his arm around Hakyung’s shoulder.

He wanted to rub his lips against those small lips that only spoke correct things, but he had to choose the right time and place, which was a little disappointing.

And then, something moist touched and left Muheon’s hand.

It was Hakyung kissing the back of his hand, which was wrapped around his shoulder.

Hakyung, rationalizing his actions by saying it was all because of the handsome hand, shamelessly pressed his lips again.

“Your hands, boss, always make me want to kiss them every time I see them.”

“Mm.”

Once again, Muheon was defenseless against the river dolphin’s audacious and cute display of affection.

Of course, he had no desire to resist.

Muheon and Hakyung lingered for a long time in the small front yard, which was less than ten steps from the house.

When Hakyung flirted recklessly, Muheon encouraged him to do more.

So, it was natural that their pace was slower than that of Park Geo-woong, the sea turtle beast-man.

Their public display of affection continued until Grandma, unable to wait inside any longer, yelled, “What are you doing not coming in?!”

Hakyung, shrinking his shoulders at Grandma’s fiery outburst, grabbed Muheon’s hand and hurried into the house.

Grandma, with a stern expression, looked them up and down.


“Your lips are going to swell up, aren’t they?”

“Ah, what…! No, they’re not?!”

“What do you mean, no.”

Grandma chuckled, saying it was “their good days,” and pointed to a cushion, telling Muheon to sit down quickly.

Muheon sat on the thick cushion adorned with colorful flower embroidery.

Hakyung also quickly sat down right next to him.

Grandma clicked her tongue briefly at her grandson’s action of sitting right next to his lover, even though there was clearly another cushion opposite them.

Muheon took the cushion he was sitting on and placed it under Hakyung’s bottom.

It was natural, without anyone telling him to.

Grandma chuckled again, saying that neither of them seemed to notice their old grandma.

“This is what Grandma said was delicious last time, and this is dried kelp, it’s sweetened so you can eat it like candy.”

“Oh my, again? What did you bring so much of?!”

“The boss bought these for Grandma too. How about it, aren’t they great?”

It was the tenth time Hakyung had mentioned that the boss bought it.

Even Grandma, who had thanked him repeatedly at first, frowned, seemingly tired of Hakyung’s constant praise for the boss.

Even Muheon, who was usually oblivious, could see Grandma’s expression gradually hardening, but Hakyung either knew and pretended not to know, or simply kept gushing about how the boss was the best.

“That’s enough now.”

Muheon tried to stop him, but it was no use.

Hakyung seemed poised to sing Muheon’s praises each time he handed over one of the dozens of gifts.

When Grandma, with a dubious look, finally accepted the last fish, this time Muheon took something out from his embrace and set it down.

It was a luxurious case at a glance.

Both Grandma and Hakyung’s eyes widened, as they had never seen a box like this before.

“I prepared this separately.”

“Oh… Is th-that so?”

“Yes.”

Unlike Hakyung, Muheon’s lack of embellishment about what he had done was appealing.

Perhaps he seemed even better because he had just been so bothered by his grandson.

It made her wonder if this was what Hakyung had wanted all along.

“Grandma, open it quickly! What is it? I don’t even know what it is!”

Hakyung, moving on his knees to Grandma, looked at the box with a curious expression.

When did he even prepare something like this?

The boss will surely be good at surprise proposals later on, he thought absentmindedly, his eyes sparkling.

Grandma, as if pushed by Hakyung’s piercing gaze, opened the box.

***

“Oh?”

“Oh my…?”

It was a brooch and a necklace, studded with subtly shimmering pearls.

Even to Grandma and Hakyung, who weren’t familiar with precious items, they looked remarkably valuable.

Grandma stared, mesmerized, then quickly closed the box.

“Oh dear, it looks too expensive!”

“It’s fine. It’s yours now, so please use it comfortably.”

“How can I use this comfortably?!”

Grandma pushed the box away.

Hakyung also quickly moved back to Muheon’s side.

He was scared to touch such valuable items.

“It’s alright if it breaks, and it’s alright if you lose it. I’ll get you more next time.”

My goodness, to say such cool words to Grandma and not to me…!

Hakyung almost felt a pang of jealousy but composed himself.

It meant the boss cared for and treasured his family that much.

“That’s right, Grandma! This would look pretty on your hat. You always said you wanted a brooch.”

“Hey, you! When did I ever say that?”

Despite her words, she subtly brought the box closer, clearly fond of the brooch.

Her bright, girlish face was lovely to see.

Hakyung held the boss’s hand tightly and thanked him.

Muheon merely shrugged at Hakyung’s words, showing no particular reaction, but the slight upward curve of his lips indicated he wasn’t displeased.

***

“So, Hakyung, your decision hasn’t changed?”

“Nope! It’s even stronger now. I’m going to be with the boss forever.”

The gift-giving ceremony with the presents from the sea had ended, and they were having dessert after lunch.

Hakyung’s lips moved ceaselessly as he explained how much fun he had in the sea, and how kind the beast-men working at the boss’s main house were, eventually concluding that he would definitely marry the boss.

It was already astonishing that his grandson, who used to fear and avoid the sea, had willingly gone there.

Now he was declaring he would spend his life with a sea beast-man.

Honestly, Grandma had worried whether his fear of the sea would return after visiting, so she was rather confused if this was fortunate or what.

“So, Grandma, please give us your permission now. Huh? I told you the boss waited for me without getting married until now, right? Huh? We can’t let him be a lifelong bachelor forever.”

“What do you mean, thirty-six years old is a ‘lifelong bachelor’ these days!”

Grandma scoffed, looking at Muheon, who not only looked younger than his age group but was also tall, handsome, and well-built.

Far from a lifelong bachelor, he looked like he could get married anytime he wanted, even years from now.


However, Hakyung, who knew Muheon’s true age, was in a hurry.

If Muheon wasn’t remarrying, then how long had he been alone?

If it had been a little longer, a bachelor ghost might have bowed to him, calling him ‘Hyung-nim!’

“Grandmaaa! I’m getting married, okay? Huh? Please give us permission, okay?”

“Then you’ll have to go to the sea often. Will you be okay with that?”

“Of course, I will, I had a good time there this time too.”

Grandma quickly waved her hand, as if Hakyung was about to launch into another heroic tale of his time in the sea.

No matter how much she loved her grandson, he talked too much.

What was amazing was her grandson’s lover, who nodded along to his chatter without even a frown.

Grandma shook her head, thinking that he looked cold and unapproachable, but was perhaps more foolish than she thought.
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“Alright then, take your time preparing. I hear that for the same gender, the paperwork can be complicated… Do you think you can handle it?”

“It’s fine. Grandma, you know your grandson is good at everything on the computer, right?

These days, all the paperwork can be done online.”

“Really? Is that so? You’re right, Hakyung, you’re the best with computers.”

No matter what, Grandma always thought her eldest grandson, Hakyung, was the best.

It was cute and absurd how happy he was, even though she hadn’t strongly opposed what he wanted.

Muheon, who was standing nearby, also thanked Grandma, a warm smile spreading across his face.

He then vowed to treat everyone well from now on, feeling a deep sense of gratitude for their acceptance and kindness.

The idea of becoming a true part of this loving family filled him with a quiet joy he hadn’t known before.

“When your younger siblings come, eat dinner with us.”

“Okay, are they both out studying?”

“Yep, they went to the library because they have a test at school.”

Just like Hakyung, his younger siblings were also dedicated to their schoolwork.

While Hakyung couldn’t go to college due to family circumstances and the burden of Kim Taeyoung’s medical expenses, his siblings wanted to attend universities in Seoul, and Hakyung wished the same for them with all his heart.

He secretly worked extra shifts and saved every penny, hoping to one day contribute to their tuition.

He believed in them implicitly, knowing they possessed the drive and intelligence to achieve their dreams.

High school students who go to the library to study on their own, even though they aren’t even preparing for college entrance exams yet!

How wonderful and impressive!

Hakyung couldn’t help but smile, feeling proud and fond of his siblings.

He imagined them hunched over textbooks, their brows furrowed in concentration, and a wave of affection washed over him.

He knew they were working hard for a brighter future, not just for themselves but for the entire family.

Their ambition was a constant source of inspiration.

“Okay, then I’ll go look around the neighborhood with the boss until the kids get back!”

“Alright. Just don’t go too far.”

“Okay!”

Hakyung replied briefly, his voice cheerful, taking the boss’s hand and leaving the house.

He didn’t forget to grab the clothes he wore for diving from the storage before they left, anticipating the fun they would have.

He enjoyed showing Muheon his world, the simple pleasures of his life, and seeing the quiet contentment on Muheon’s face as they explored.

The two held hands tightly as they walked around the neighborhood.

Most houses had low fences and were single-story, so there wasn’t much to see, but just walking together on a nice day was enjoyable enough.

The gentle breeze rustled the leaves, and the sunlight dappled through the trees, creating a peaceful atmosphere.

They pointed out small details to each other—a particularly vibrant flower, a bird perched on a fence, a friendly dog wagging its tail.

It wasn’t about the grand sights; it was about the shared experience, the comfortable silence punctuated by soft murmurs and mutual appreciation.

Muheon found himself captivated by the easy rhythm of Hakyung’s stride, the way his fingers intertwined with his own, and the sheer authenticity of the moment.

This was a life he was eager to embrace, a stark contrast to the sterile formality of his usual existence. He felt a sense of belonging he hadn’t realized he was missing.

After their neighborhood stroll, Hakyung led Muheon to the riverside.

It wasn’t the season for freshwater shrimp, so he couldn’t catch any for him, but a couple of mullet were easy to get.

Hakyung’s eyes twinkled with anticipation, eager to demonstrate his unique skill.

He loved the river, its currents, its hidden depths, and the thrill of the catch.

It was a part of him, an extension of his very being.

Muheon watched him, fascinated, already knowing that whatever Hakyung did, he did it with an unwavering passion.

Hakyung quickly changed in the bushes and came out before Muheon could even ask what was going on.

He emerged in his diving suit, sleek and form-fitting, accentuating his lean, athletic build.

A playful grin was plastered across his face, a challenge and an invitation all in one.

“Boss, this time, I’ll treat you in my territory.”

“Your territory…?”

Muheon’s eyebrows raised slightly, a hint of amusement in his tone.

“Yes! See how well the river dolphin flies and crawls in the river!”

Hakyung puffed out his chest playfully, clearly proud of his abilities.

“So that’s why you’re wearing these clothes…”

Muheon pointed a finger at Hakyung’s top and bottom.

The tightly clinging clothes showed off Hakyung’s body lines perfectly, outlining every muscle with an almost scandalous precision.

He couldn’t tell if his own eyes were perverted or if Kang Hakyung was being provocative, but the fact that Hakyung had shown this attire to others throughout his life was quite bothersome.

A wave of protectiveness, surprisingly fierce, washed over Muheon.

He didn’t want anyone else seeing Hakyung like this, revealing so much of himself to the world.

It felt intensely personal, something meant only for his eyes.

Muheon approached Hakyung, his gaze firm, and draped his jacket over him, the dark fabric a stark contrast to Hakyung’s vibrant attire.

“I’m not cold, though…?”

Hakyung looked up, genuinely confused, his head tilted adorably.

“Being cold isn’t the problem. Dressed so provocatively…”

Muheon’s voice was low, a hint of exasperation mixed with a growing possessiveness.

“Provocative? Nothing’s exposed on me!”

Hakyung’s gaze scanned his own outfit.

No matter how carefully he looked, there was nothing particularly remarkable about it, other than it being optimal for diving.

He genuinely didn’t understand Muheon’s concern.

It was just his work attire, practical and efficient.

Seeing Hakyung tilt his head, as if not understanding his words, Muheon let out a deep sigh.

Not being aware wasn’t a fault, so he had to tell him now that he should never wear such an outfit again.

He realized that Hakyung’s innocence was both endearing and, at times, frustrating.

He was so unselfconscious, so pure in his intentions, that he simply didn’t grasp the effect he had on others.

Muheon felt a stronger urge to shield him, to keep him safe from the less innocent gazes of the world.

“Your body lines are all visible. How is this any different from broadcasting to other guys’ eyes that you’re pretty?”

Muheon explained, his voice gentle but firm.

“Huh? What’s visible about this?! Boss, seriously!”

Hakyung’s eyes widened in disbelief, then narrowed in a mock frown.

The idea that his diving suit could be considered “pretty” was utterly baffling to him.

“Then should I dress like this when I go to the sea?”

Muheon challenged, a sly smirk playing on his lips.

Hakyung briefly imagined Muheon wearing the same clothes he had on.

It meant that everyone would be able to take in his wide, Pacific-like shoulders, his solid, muscular abs, and his nicely toned buttocks at a glance.

The thought sent a jolt of alarm through him.

Muheon was already a magnet for attention, commanding presence wherever he went.

Dressed like that? It was an unthinkable disaster, a recipe for chaos and unwanted admirers.

Hakyung immediately frowned and shook his head vehemently.

That was absolutely not allowed.

Even now, there were a truckload of people chasing after the boss from all over… if he walked around the sea dressed like that, he would definitely be kidnapped.

He could practically envision the mob, clamoring for Muheon’s attention, and a surge of fierce protectiveness coursed through him.

Muheon was his boss, his partner, and no one else’s.

Hakyung, with a scowl, made a threat.

“Of course, you can’t, Boss!”

His voice was firm, leaving no room for argument.

“And you can?”

Muheon retorted, his expression a mixture of amusement and challenge.

“I…!”

Hakyung stammered, caught in his own logic trap.

He knew Muheon had him cornered.

“Kang Hakyung. Let’s learn to put ourselves in others’ shoes.”

‘Putting ourselves in others’ shoes.’ 

It was a word that left Hakyung speechless.

He knew Muheon was right, even if he didn’t quite grasp the full extent of Muheon’s reasoning.

But since he was already dressed like this, shouldn’t he show off his amazing skills? |

His competitive spirit flared, and he couldn’t resist the urge to impress Muheon.

First, Hakyung handed the jacket back to the boss, his gaze sparkling with mischief, and moved towards the river.

“Since it’s just the boss and me today, shouldn’t it be okay…? Boss, wait a minute, I’ll catch a plump one for you!”

He gave Muheon his most charming, irresistible smile, hoping to deflect any further protests.

While Muheon let out a hollow laugh at Hakyung, who ultimately didn’t listen to him, Hakyung, excited by the feeling of dipping his feet in the river after a long time, spontaneously began to sing.

The cool water embraced his skin, sending a jolt of exhilaration through him.

The river was his element, where he felt most alive, most free.

He felt a deep connection to its currents, its hidden life, and the tranquility it offered.

Humming a work song, a familiar melody that spoke of the river and its bounties, Hakyung swiftly headed to the center of the river.

During the bright day, fish often rested in the crevices of rocks, so he had to diligently search around, his keen eyes piercing through the murky water.

His movements were fluid and graceful, a testament to years spent navigating these waters.

He knew every ripple, every stone, every hiding spot, like an extension of his own body.

Hakyung, confident in his freshwater swimming, searched for mullet, parting the murky water with ease.

His fingers, deft and experienced, probed the dark corners, and before long, he held a plump, silvery fish in his hand, its scales glistening in the sunlight.

He emerged, a triumphant grin on his face, holding his prize aloft.

Muheon applauded his dignified demeanor, a genuine smile spreading across his face.

He found Hakyung’s enthusiasm utterly captivating, a refreshing change from the stoic formality he was accustomed to.

Hakyung, seeing it from afar, made an exaggerated gesture of thanks, bowing deeply with a theatrical flourish.

Just as Muheon was more comfortable moving in the sea than on land, Hakyung was more excited to move around in the river, his energy vibrant and uncontainable.

He was a creature of the freshwater, thriving in its depths, a true river dolphin in human form.

His pink hair appeared here and there, a flash of bright color against the green banks, disorienting Muheon’s gaze in the most delightful way.

He found himself trying to track Hakyung’s movements, a delightful challenge that kept his attention firmly fixed on the man in the water.

Muheon was once again captivated by Kang Hakyung’s swimming skill, as he glided through the river with soft, effortless movements.

It was a beautiful display of natural talent, a symphony of grace and power.

He moved with an innate understanding of the water, becoming one with its flow.

Hakyung, who had also caught a handful of snails to eat with the fish, came up as quickly as he had gone to the center of the river and grinned, his cheeks flushed with exertion and joy.

He held up the snails for Muheon to see, an offering from his “territory.”

The water droplets on Hakyung’s fair skin glistened, reflecting the sunlight like a thousand tiny diamonds.

Kang Hakyung truly harmonized with everything that shone in the world—the sun, the water, the sheer exuberance of life itself.

He radiated a pure, unadulterated light that Muheon found himself drawn to, like a moth to a flame.

Muheon narrowed his eyes, a mixture of admiration and something deeper in their depths, and reached out his hand towards Hakyung.

Hakyung quickly embraced Muheon.

Of course, to avoid getting the boss’s clothes wet, he kept a distance of exactly 5cm, a thoughtful consideration that Muheon appreciated.

He was acutely aware of the warmth emanating from Hakyung, the faint scent of river water and something uniquely Hakyung, a clean, natural aroma that was utterly intoxicating.

The mullet in his hand flapped, protesting to be returned to the river, but its plea was rejected.

Hakyung’s mind was completely consumed with the idea of making a spicy fish stew with it to nourish the boss, a delicious meal to show his appreciation.

He was already planning the ingredients, the perfect blend of spices, the exact way to cook it to Muheon’s liking.

His culinary skills were another source of pride, and he loved nothing more than cooking for those he cared about.

“Boss, do you want some raw fish too? Should I catch one more?”

Hakyung asked, eager to please, his eyes sparkling with enthusiasm.

“No, that’s enough. Go change your clothes first,” Muheon replied, his voice soft but firm, still concerned about Hakyung’s revealing attire.

He wanted Hakyung to be comfortable and warm, not drawing unwanted attention.

Because Muheon kept complaining about his clothes, Hakyung had to head back to the bushes.

He carefully put the mullet into the bucket he had brought along with his clothes, making sure it was secure, and hurried back home, a hint of impatience in his stride.

He wanted to share his catch and the day’s adventures with his siblings.

When they arrived home, the house was more bustling than before, as if his siblings had returned from school.

The cheerful chatter and the scent of Grandma’s cooking filled the air, creating a warm, inviting atmosphere.

Both Hajo and Hawon blushed upon seeing Muheon, their eyes wide with a mixture of shyness and awe, and shyly greeted him. Muheon smiled as he kindly accepted the greetings from the mini-versions of Kang Hakyung, finding their resemblance and their earnestness utterly charming.

He was truly becoming part of this lively family.

It was because the Kang Dolphin family, wearing colorful hats, was so adorable.

Each member seemed to possess a unique, vibrant energy, and Muheon felt a profound sense of contentment in their presence.

The young river dolphins were charming in their own way, full of youthful exuberance, and the adult river dolphins were equally lovely, exuding a gentle wisdom and warmth.

Should I open a hat shop?

Muheon mused, a playful thought crossing his mind, imagining them all in a variety of whimsical headwear.

Unaware of Muheon’s thoughts, Hakyung was absorbed in conversation with his siblings about their studies, his brow furrowed in concern, his focus entirely on their well-being.

“You’re going to academies only on weekends? Won’t that be too hard?”

Hakyung asked, his voice laced with worry.

He knew how demanding school and extracurriculars could be.

“But they said we have to take special classes now,” Hajo explained, a hint of resignation in his voice.

“Can you go up alone?”

Hakyung pressed, his concern deepening.

The thought of his younger sibling traveling alone, especially in the bustling city, filled him with unease.

“Of course! If older brother can do it, why can’t I?”

Hajo boldly proclaimed, puffing out his chest, trying to project an air of confidence he didn’t quite feel.

Hakyung cast a doubtful glance at Hajo, who was boldly proclaiming not to worry, and shook his head.

No matter how he thought about it, it was too dangerous for his younger sibling, who was still a minor, to travel alone.

His protective instincts were on high alert.

“Boss, I really need to go study…”

Instead of opposing Hakyung vehemently, Hajo targeted Muheon.

He looked at Muheon with longing eyes, conveying the message that since they were now family, he should kindly persuade his older brother.

He knew Muheon had a way of cutting through Hakyung’s stubbornness.

Hakyung tried to stop his younger sibling from the side, but a simple, elegant solution immediately popped out of Muheon’s mouth, having already received that pleading gaze.

Muheon had a knack for practical solutions, a skill honed by years of managing complex situations.

“If you’re worried about going alone, couldn’t I send someone to accompany you? I’ll send someone trustworthy.”

Muheon offered, his voice calm and reassuring.

“Oh, no. That would be such a bother for the older brothers!”

Hajo feigned politeness, though his eyes betrayed his excitement.

“Hmm. I think they’d actually like it…”

Muheon mused, a knowing smile playing on his lips.

He understood the unstated desires of his security detail.

As soon as Muheon finished speaking, Hajo cheered, his feigned reluctance evaporating instantly.

The prospect of having a personal escort, especially one from Muheon’s formidable team, was an unexpected bonus.

Grandma tried to dissuade Muheon, saying it wasn’t necessary to go to such trouble, but Muheon concluded the conversation by saying it wasn’t troublesome at all, his tone firm and unwavering.

He saw it as a simple act of care, a way to ensure the safety and well-being of his new family.

“By the way, Grandma’s cooking is truly excellent.”

Muheon praised Grandma’s cooking skills, genuinely impressed by the rich flavors and comforting aromas.

Grandma, in turn, praised her grandson’s talent, saying the fish Hakyung caught was fresh and delicious, attributing the meal’s success to his skill.

The brazen Kang Dolphin Hakyung praised himself, saying it was naturally delicious because it was the fish he caught.

He beamed, a proud and endearing expression on his face.

Even saying that, he didn’t appear obnoxious or unattractive, but rather just cute, so Muheon nodded in affirmation, a soft smile on his face.

Hakyung’s self-confidence was endearing, a refreshing contrast to the often-modest demeanor of others.


“Then when are you and Boss getting married, brother? Are you doing it in our village?”

Hawon asked, her eyes wide with innocent curiosity, clearly excited by the prospect of a celebration.

“We need to decide that now,” Hajo added, nodding sagely, as if it were a matter of urgent household planning.

“If you do it in our village, will there be a village feast? Like when Shinyeong unnie got married?”

Hawon’s face was excited. It was because the beautiful image of Shinyeong unnie she had seen back then was clearly etched in her mind, a vision of joyous celebration and delicious food.

She imagined a similar festive atmosphere, filled with laughter and communal joy.

Hakyung, who hadn’t even submitted the paperwork, let alone looked into a single detail, only managed an awkward smile.

Imagining himself dressed beautifully like Shinyeong noona and greeting the elders, his face inexplicably flushed.

The thought of being the center of such attention, and in such traditional attire, was both mortifying and, strangely, a little thrilling.

He could feel Muheon’s eyes on him, and his blush deepened, a silent testament to the whirlwind of emotions swirling within him.

The reality of their impending marriage, and all the customs that came with it, was starting to sink in.
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It was Grandma who opposed Hakyung and his siblings’ sweet dreams, her voice cutting through the cheerful dinner table chatter like a knife.

“A feast? What feast! Where would the money for a feast come from?”

Her words were sharp, practical, and undeniably true.

“But, Boss…”

Hakyung started, looking pleadingly at Muheon, hoping for some miraculous intervention.

“Is that the Boss’s money, or your money?”

Grandma’s gaze hardened, directly addressing Hakyung, reminding him of his own financial limitations.

Hakyung’s shoulders slumped as Grandma’s expression intensified, telling him not to talk nonsense.

He knew she was right, even though his heart longed for a grand celebration.

It was true that he was ridiculously lacking.

Why wasn’t he as capable as the boss?

He really wanted to brag about his boss to the village elders, to show off the magnificent man he was marrying.

He imagined the pride in their eyes, the whispers of admiration, and the thought alone filled him with a yearning that now felt unattainable.

His lips automatically pouted, a childish display of disappointment he couldn’t quite control.

Muheon, seeing Hakyung who had instantly become dispirited, gently patted his shoulder, a silent gesture of comfort, and then opened his mouth.

“I will prepare it.”

His voice was calm, resolute, cutting through the silence that had fallen over the table.

Rather than seeing the gloomy river dolphin, he could throw a hundred such feasts.

Muheon’s determination was unwavering.

He would spare no expense to see Hakyung’s bright smile return.

At the boss’s short but strong declaration, Hajo and Hawon squirmed with excitement, their faces lighting up with renewed hope.

The idea of a grand feast, a spectacle of joy, was too enticing to resist.

They imagined mountains of delicious food, lively music, and all their friends and family gathered in celebration.

But Grandma was firm.

She gave Muheon a stern look as well, unwilling to let his generosity simply override her principles.

“You shouldn’t do that either, Boss. Even if you’re going to be married to our little pig, if you give him everything he asks for, you’ll just spoil his personality. Understand? Even Hajo going to Seoul is already a big ask.”

Her words, while seemingly harsh, came from a place of deep love and wisdom, a desire to see Hakyung stand on his own two feet and for both of them to build a partnership based on equality.

“Ah…”

Muheon let out a soft sound of understanding, acknowledging her point.

He respected her perspective, even if it meant adjusting his own plans.

“What did I tell you last time, Hakyung? The two of you are equals! Got it? Don’t even think about pestering the Boss for more!”

Grandma sternly warned him one more time, her eyes fixed on Hakyung. Hakyung, feeling a little intimidated by her threat, quickly nodded.

He was used to Grandma’s nagging, and since it wasn’t wrong, he stayed quiet, accepting her wisdom.

But it wasn’t the same for the boss, was it?

Muheon, after all, was an immensely powerful being.

Aside from the fact that Muheon was at least several decades older than Grandma, he wasn’t in a position to be lectured by anyone.

Yet, he listened respectfully, a quiet demonstration of his character and his acceptance of Hakyung’s family.

He found Grandma’s directness refreshing, a stark contrast to the subtle politics he usually navigated.

“Okay, Grandma. I won’t. I’ll only do what I can prepare. A real promise!”

Muheon stated, his gaze meeting hers, a subtle warmth in his eyes.

“Alright. The two of you will discuss it well and prepare, won’t you?”

Grandma’s stern expression softened slightly, a hint of satisfaction in her tone.

“Of course!”

Hakyung quickly poked Muheon’s side, signaling him to nod.

It meant that since he was in the Kang Dolphin Kang family, he should follow Grandma’s words, acknowledging her authority and wisdom.

Grandma was satisfied seeing Muheon obediently nod as Hakyung instructed, a small smile playing on her lips.

She appreciated his humility and his willingness to respect their family traditions.

She felt that even though she had spoken strongly, Muheon didn’t talk back and listened to Hakyung, which she liked immensely.

It showed a certain character, a willingness to be part of their world.

The more she looked at him as a husband candidate for her grandson, the more she realized he was the real deal.

He was strong yet humble, powerful yet respectful.

Grandma smiled inwardly with pride and picked up her spoon, suggesting they finish eating.

Fortunately, the spicy fish stew was still delicious even when cold, its rich, savory aroma filling the air, and the atmosphere returned to being pleasant, filled with the comfortable sounds of a family meal.

On the way back to Seoul, Hakyung, having officially received Grandma’s permission to marry, seriously began to research the marriage of mythical beings, specifically the marriage of two male.

He pulled out his phone, his fingers flying across the screen, a newfound determination in his eyes.

The world of online resources was vast, and he was eager to dive in.

Nowadays, there are various ways to get information, as couples detailed their wedding preparations not only on blogs but also on YouTube.

He found countless videos and articles, each offering advice and insights into wedding planning.

However, the problem was that the preparation process was quite complex, especially for their unique circumstances.

“Boss! Look at this, there are so many documents to prepare!”

Hakyung exclaimed, his voice tinged with exasperation as he scrolled through a long list on his phone.

He had only looked into it briefly, but perhaps because they were both male, there was a truckload of documents to prepare.

It felt like an endless bureaucratic maze.

Why did they check assets for marriage, and why were insurance certificates needed?

The list of documents seemed absurd the more he looked at it.

It wasn’t because he only had a few million won in his bank account right now.

Really.

He tried to convince himself that his meager savings had nothing to do with his frustration, but a part of him still felt inadequate compared to Muheon’s immense wealth and influence.

Muheon chuckled softly at Hakyung’s huffing and puffing beside him, finding his earnestness both amusing and endearing.

He reached over and gently ruffled Hakyung’s pink hair.

“What’s so complicated?”

Muheon asked, a hint of amusement in his voice, though he hadn’t yet seen the list.

“Look. The resident registration abstract, family relations certificate, National Identity Guarantee Center confirmation, and insurance certificate list are the easy ones.”

Hakyung thrust the phone towards Muheon, pointing frantically at the screen.

The list of documents continued for a long time after that, an intimidating scroll of official jargon and requirements.

Even Muheon, who had lived for hundreds of years, frowned at names he had never heard before, terms that felt utterly foreign even to his ancient existence.

It was almost as if they were performing a ritual to break off the engagement rather than prepare for a wedding.

The sheer volume and seemingly arbitrary nature of the requirements were baffling.

“And since I don’t have much, preparing documents isn’t hard for me. But for the Boss, who was born hundreds of years ago, are there even any documents left?”

Hakyung asked, his voice filled with innocent worry, genuinely concerned about the logistical nightmare Muheon might face.

He imagined ancient scrolls and dusty archives, wondering how one would even begin to track down such records.

It was a question mixed with innocent worry.

Muheon reached out his right hand and poked Hakyung’s soft cheek, a gesture of reassurance.

Of course, there was no way documents from hundreds of years ago would remain, but he wasn’t bound by such scraps of paper.

How could he explain this well to Hakyung, who understood the world in such straightforward terms?

“Give me a few days, and I’ll take care of it. You don’t have to look at such headache-inducing things. It makes me dizzy.”

Muheon said, trying to dismiss Hakyung’s worries with a wave of his hand.

He preferred direct action to bureaucratic headaches.

“Boss, are you perhaps going to use your fist again…”

Hakyung’s eyes widened playfully, remembering Muheon’s past displays of power.

“Are you still seriously believing I’m a gangster?”

Muheon mumbled, genuinely feeling wronged, a slight pout on his own lips.

The insinuation, however lighthearted, still bothered him.

“Ah, I’m just kidding!”

Hakyung burst into laughter, enjoying Muheon’s rare display of vulnerability.

He found Muheon’s cute complaint utterly endearing.

He turned off his phone screen, setting aside the daunting list of documents for the moment, and turned to face the driver’s seat, his gaze fixed on Muheon.

He intended to fully capture the cool appearance of the boss in his eyes, not just from the front but also from the side.

He admired the strong line of Muheon’s jaw, the slight curl of his dark hair, the focused intensity in his eyes as he drove.

And a song naturally flowed out of him because of that cool figure, a spontaneous melody that spoke of his admiration.

“Our Boss’s side profile is sculpted, sculpted, a sculpture is driving! David, David-doobie-doobie-doo!”

Hakyung sang, his voice clear and joyful, infused with genuine admiration.

“Ahem!”

Muheon cleared his throat, a faint blush creeping up his neck, though a small smile tugged at the corners of his lips.

Laughter naturally escaped him at the nonsensical lyrics.

Sometimes, no, often, Muheon found the time he spent with Hakyung incredibly enjoyable thanks to such songs that brought laughter and light into his often-serious life.

If he became entangled with Hakyung through the institution of marriage, Hakyung would continue to chatter and sing beside him, filling his world with joy and unexpected melodies.

Therefore, Muheon wanted to get entangled with Hakyung as soon as possible, to formalize their bond and embrace the vibrant future Hakyung promised.

He decided to call Sang-ho as soon as he got to Seoul and press him for answers, to expedite the complicated paperwork and clear any bureaucratic hurdles.

***

The news that Muheon, the ruler of the West Sea of South Korea, was about to marry reached various parts of the world’s oceans, carried on the whispers of currents and the murmurs of ancient tides.

The Imugi ruling the seas rejoiced greatly and sent congratulatory gifts and letters, a testament to Muheon’s respected position among them.

It was a momentous occasion, a powerful Imugi taking a partner, and it sent ripples of excitement throughout the aquatic world.

Among them, Dokgo Jin, the Imugi of the East Sea, was particularly delighted.

Without bothering to hide his impulsive nature, he immediately rushed to Seoul, his arrival heralded by a subtle shift in the ocean’s currents.

He was a creature of immediate action, his enthusiasm often preceding any formal protocol.

“They say a quiet Imugi climbs onto the hearth first! Are you suddenly announcing your marriage without even a word about dating?”

Dokgo Jin boomed as he entered, his voice echoing with hearty laughter.

The ruler of the East Sea, who appeared with a hearty laugh, had a tanned complexion, unlike an Imugi living underwater, which made his thick muscles shine even more.

His short hair suited his masculine face, adding to his rugged charm.

Of course, that’s being polite by calling it masculine; to tell the truth, he had a rough appearance, like a butcher who could single-handedly take down hundreds of cows, a formidable and imposing figure.

However, because his affection for his own muscles was extraordinary, his immense muscle mass never decreased, not even slightly.

He was a walking testament to sheer physical power.

Even though it had been a long time since they last met, Muheon let out a short breath at his consistently burly appearance, a silent acknowledgment of Dokgo Jin’s unchanging nature.


“You’ve come.”

Muheon’s greeting was concise, a mixture of recognition and a touch of resignation.

“Yes, I’m here! What an outrageous guy you are. The rumor that you just sleep must have been false!”

Dokgo Jin smacked Muheon’s back with an arm as thick as a regular person’s thigh.

It was a force strong enough to send ordinary mythical being flying, but Muheon, being an Imugi himself, merely swayed slightly, unflustered.

Park Ge-ung and Ki Sang-oh, who stood nearby, instinctively winced at the force of the blow.

As relatively high-ranking government officials, they disliked the aggressive and informal suin of the East Sea, finding his boisterous demeanor a little too uncivilized for their tastes.

They exchanged knowing glances, a silent agreement on Dokgo Jin’s lack of decorum.

“Why are you here?”

Muheon also didn’t bother to hide his annoyance towards Dokgo Jin.

An ordinary person would be offended by his direct, almost dismissive attitude, but Dokgo Jin seemed completely unaffected, his jovial nature impervious to subtle slights.

It was impossible to tell if he was born without social awareness or if he had simply never needed to be mindful of others his entire life, his immense power granting him the luxury of straightforwardness.

Giving him hints was like reading scriptures to a cow – he just didn’t catch on.

Muheon sighed once more and gestured to Dokgo Jin, a resigned invitation to enter.

After all, he was the ruler of the East Sea, a powerful and influential figure, and despite his boorishness, Muheon had to treat him as a guest.

Following Muheon’s unenthusiastic gesture, Dokgo Jin went up to the company dormitory and looked around, his eyes wide with curiosity.

“Wow, Muheon, you’re living in a nice place, aren’t you? Should I build a building in Busan too?”

Dokgo Jin mused aloud, already contemplating his own grand projects.

“Do as you please.”

Muheon replied, his tone flat, indicating his complete indifference.

“Right, right. It’s my choice.”

Dokgo Jin, who naturally dismissed the conversation, headed to the kitchen as if it were obvious, his instincts leading him to the heart of the dwelling.

If he didn’t know, he wouldn’t know, but with rumors circulating that they had already set up house together, the kitchen was the best place to confirm it.

He was a pragmatic being, always seeking tangible evidence.

If they had combined households, there would undoubtedly be traces of them eating together, a shared domesticity.

As he wished, evidence of breakfast remained scattered throughout the kitchen – two used cups, a couple of plates, a few crumbs on the counter.

And at the fact that it was exactly enough for two people, Dokgo Jin’s shoulders twitched, a knowing grin spreading across his face.

“Wow, your wife-to-be must be a good cook?”

Dokgo Jin inquired, his voice laced with playful curiosity, already forming assumptions.

“Husband.”

Muheon corrected, his voice calm and precise, leaving no room for misinterpretation.


“Huh?”

Dokgo Jin, who had been excitedly rummaging through someone else’s kitchen, turned around with a surprised expression.

He had only heard that Muheon was getting married, but no accurate information about the partner had circulated, so he didn’t know the specifics.

“Wait, if it’s ‘husband,’ does that mean you, Muheon, are getting married to a man?”

Dokgo Jin’s eyes widened even further, a mix of genuine surprise and a hint of unexpected intrigue.

“Mmm.”
Muheon’s affirmative response came without a hint of hesitation, his expression unchanging. Dokgo Jin’s mouth fell open at the casual confirmation.

He was even more surprised, knowing Muheon to be someone who had always been indifferent to such things, his personal life a closely guarded secret.

“Huh, really…! South Korea has become very open-minded… I heard Juyeol of the South Sea’s partner this time is also a man.”

Dokgo Jin mused, processing the information aloud, drawing parallels to other prominent Imugi.

“I’m not marrying Kang Hakyung to make South Korea open-minded.”

As the conversation turned to the Imugi of the South Sea, Muheon narrowed his brows, looking distinctly displeased.

How dare anyone compare him to that philanderer?

Muheon held Juyeol in low regard, seeing his numerous casual relationships as a stark contrast to his own deep commitment.

He was devoted only to Kang Hakyung, his dedication unwavering and absolute.

Muheon, considering himself quite pure-hearted toward Kang Hakyung, snorted, a clear sign of his disdain for the comparison.



 
  Chapter 65: An Unexpected Guest and a Hidden Gem





“I know, I know. You were such a stick in the mud, Muheon. Who would marry someone so detached from personal feelings? I misspoke.” 

Dokgojin’s words, though an apology, carried a hint of playful teasing, a long-standing familiarity between the two ancient beings. 

He had finished his brief, intrusive exploration of the kitchen, turning back to the growling Muheon, whose displeasure was evident in the low rumble emanating from him. 

Dokgojin’s sharp gaze then shifted, sweeping through the spacious dwelling, a silent quest for the elusive partner of the West Sea Imugi. 

A deep curiosity seemed to settle upon him, wondering why Muheon, the usually fastidious lord of his domain, was receiving guests, particularly an old friend, alone without the presence of his chosen companion. 

It was an unusual deviation from the expected customs and protocol for such significant figures, leaving Dokgojin to ponder the absence of the other half of this formidable duo.

Despite Dokgojin’s implied desire for him to reveal his partner, Muheon stood firm, his expression unwavering. 

He had no intention of bending to Dokgojin’s unspoken demands. 

As much as he could, Muheon wished for this moment, this brief, intrusive visit, to simply end. He desired for Dokgojin to leave, for the quiet solitude of his home to return. 

The desire for Dokgojin to depart was a palpable force within him, a silent plea for an end to the casual intrusion on his personal space and the privacy he meticulously maintained.

Dokgojin’s amusement was clear as he observed Muheon’s attempts to conceal something. 

A soft chuckle escaped him, betraying his awareness. 

It was glaringly obvious that Muheon was desperately trying to keep something, or someone, hidden from Dokgojin’s probing gaze. 

The pretense was thin, almost transparent, making Muheon’s feigned indifference all the more amusing to his discerning friend. 

The effort to act as if nothing was amiss was quite transparent, revealing more than it concealed.

A discovery indeed. Dokgojin, after centuries of acquaintance, found himself observing a genuinely endearing, almost “cute,” side to his stern and often impassive friend.

This newfound aspect was a delightful surprise, prompting Dokgojin to close the distance between them, stepping closer with a mischievous glint in his eyes.

His approach was deliberate, a confident advance born of long-standing camaraderie and a desire to uncover the secret that Muheon so transparently wished to keep.

These Imugis, powerful and ancient as they were, shared a fundamental trait: possessiveness over their partners.

It was an unspoken rule among their kind.

There was simply no way they would be content with their significant other out of sight, especially when an unexpected guest arrived.

This deeply ingrained characteristic strongly suggested that Muheon’s partner, whoever they might be, was undoubtedly close by, within the immediate vicinity of the building.

The proximity was a given, an almost instinctive understanding between their kind.

Dokgojin’s initial assessment of the immediate area revealed no other significant presences. The space felt clear, devoid of any obvious foreign energy.

With a casual, almost leisurely stride, Dokgojin began his descent downstairs, his senses attuned to the subtle shifts in his environment.

As he moved, the distinctive and familiar scent of sea merfolk permeated the air, a unique aroma that clung to every part of the building.

However, amidst this pervasive ocean scent, a peculiar and alien fragrance cut through, distinct and undeniably out of place.

“Hmm…?”

A soft, questioning hum escaped Dokgojin’s lips.

It was an earthy smell, a scent strongly reminiscent of freshwater, completely distinct from the briny tang of the sea.

The unfamiliar, slightly fishy scent of mud, a smell he hadn’t encountered in a very long time, caused Dokgojin’s brow to furrow slightly in contemplation.

He paused, turning around, his gaze now searching for the source of this unexpected aroma.


“Did you take in a land creature too?”

The question hung in the air, a direct and probing inquiry that challenged Muheon’s usual reticence.

Muheon, typically a being of few words, offered no discernible response.

His silence was a hallmark of his nature, making his current taciturnity even more pronounced.

Just as Dokgojin began to ponder the unusual quietness of his friend, a small, unassuming cap suddenly popped into view from seemingly nowhere, drawing his attention.

“Boss!”

A voice, clear and enthusiastic, accompanied the appearance of the cap.

The cap, personifying the speaker, naturally linked arms with Muheon, an action of easy intimacy.

A wide, bright smile bloomed on its wearer’s face, radiating warmth and uninhibited affection.

This simple gesture, the linking of arms and the joyous smile, immediately conveyed a relationship of significant closeness and familiarity between the two, undeniable to any observer.

Muheon, in return, exhibited a surprising tenderness.

His eyes softened, a gentle warmth replacing their usual sternness, as he delicately stroked the shoulder of the person wearing the cap.

Furthermore, he firmly gripped the hand that was linked to his arm, his fingers lightly kneading and caressing it.

Even without any prior knowledge or context, these tender, unselfconscious actions unequivocally communicated a deep affection and intimate connection between them.

It was a clear demonstration of their bond, evident in every subtle movement and glance.

However, a perplexing detail lingered: the faint yet persistent earthy smell of land that emanated from the small figure beside Muheon.

It was an oddity, a scent that hinted at a terrestrial origin for someone so intimately linked with a sea deity.

Could it be that the one chosen as his partner was…

The thought, half-formed and somewhat disbelieving, began to solidify in Dokgojin’s mind.

“A land creature…?”

Dokgojin’s muttered thought was more an astonished realization than a question, articulated softly to himself.

At the word, Hakyung’s brow subtly furrowed, a flicker of irritation crossing his face.

While he fully acknowledged his identity as a land river dolphin merfolk, he saw no reason to be referred to as a “creature,” especially upon their very first meeting.

The term felt demeaning, an unwarranted dismissal of his being.

The pleasant mood that Hakyung had enjoyed from seeing Muheon’s face while working had completely dissipated, replaced by a swift wave of annoyance.

His other colleagues, the older brothers he worked alongside, never once uttered even the slightest discriminatory remark.

This unknown individual, however, had managed to make a terrible first impression.

He was, to Hakyung, utterly displeasing.

Muheon observed Hakyung’s emotions, transparently displayed on his face, and let out a brief sigh.

He had suspected that their temperaments might not align perfectly, but this initial encounter was proving to be even more disagreeable than he had anticipated.

The immediate clash was undeniable.

“Say hello. This is Kang Hakyung, who I’m marrying. And you say hello, East Sea Imugi Dokgojin.”

Cutting through the sudden, chilled tension in the air, Muheon introduced them, his voice firm and clear. Hakyung, who had been glaring at Dokgojin with an unyielding, almost impertinent gaze, quickly softened his expression, smoothing the sharpness from his eyes.

Considering that an Imugi, like his boss, would undoubtedly be ancient and venerable, Hakyung understood that it was proper for a younger being like himself to bow first.

His grandmother had always instilled in him the fundamental importance of respecting elders, repeatedly emphasizing that he should never, under any circumstances, act like a rude river dolphin, no matter where he went.

This ingrained teaching guided his immediate reaction.

“Hello. I am Kang Hakyung, a river dolphin merfolk.”

Hakyung bowed deeply, pressing down firmly on his cap to ensure it remained in place.

Seeing Hakyung’s swift transformation into a picture of deference, Dokgojin found himself at a loss for words, unable to articulate any further criticism.

Moreover, he knew he couldn’t arbitrarily disrespect someone who was marrying Muheon, the formidable ruler of the West Sea.

With a large, outstretched hand, Dokgojin delivered a hearty slap to Hakyung’s back.

The force was uneven, lacking a consistent rhythm, causing Hakyung’s body to sway back and forth in response.

He noted Hakyung’s apparent lack of physical strength, worrying slightly as the younger man swayed like seaweed even from a simple, welcoming gesture.

However, he quickly dismissed the concern with a boisterous laugh, assuming that Muheon, being Muheon, would naturally ensure his partner was well-fed and taken care of.

There was no doubt in Dokgojin’s mind that Muheon would handle such practicalities with his characteristic thoroughness.

“Yes, I am Dokgojin. The Imugi in charge of the East Sea. Congratulations on your marriage to Muheon.”

Dokgojin’s voice boomed with cordiality, sealing the formal introduction.

“Thank you.”

Hakyung bowed once more, this time with Muheon’s hand gently holding his cap in place.

Dokgojin let out a soft breath, a ticklish sensation creeping up on him as he caught a fleeting glimpse of the intimate, almost effervescent atmosphere between the two.

Did that guy wake up and eat something wrong?

He’s completely unhesitant with such embarrassing acts!

Dokgojin’s internal monologue was a mix of surprise and amazement at Muheon’s uncharacteristic public display of affection.

Regardless of Dokgojin’s eyes narrowing in observation, Muheon’s primary concern was Hakyung’s comfort.

He worried that Hakyung’s back might begin to ache from repeatedly bowing.

His desire for Dokgojin to leave, now that he had seen Hakyung’s face, was palpable and immediate.

Muheon voiced his true feelings without bothering to conceal them, his intention clear.

“You’ve seen enough, right?”

The remark hung in the air, sounding vividly like an explicit command to “get out immediately.” Dokgojin’s expression soured, a frown deepening on his face at the overt display of annoyance.

A sigh escaped him, an involuntary expression of his dismay at his old friend’s profound indifference.

To not even offer a glass of water, let alone a grand feast, to a long-standing companion after such an extended period apart felt genuinely thoughtless.

Marriage, it seemed, did not alter one’s fundamental lack of courtesy.

The age-old adage about not being able to “fix” a person proved true, even for beings as ancient and powerful as Imugis.

Their core nature remained immutable.

Instead, it was Hakyung, who had been listening intently to their terse exchange, who began to fret.

He anxiously tried to intervene, gently tugging at Muheon’s broad shoulder and whispering softly.

“We just said hello, why are you telling him to leave?”

Hakyung’s voice was laced with a hint of confusion and concern, barely audible.

“He’s probably busy, right?”

Muheon, completely ignorant of Dokgojin’s actual schedule, offered his arbitrary answer, a dismissive tone in his voice.

Dokgojin, however, watched their brief exchange with growing interest, finding the dynamics of their relationship far more entertaining than he had initially expected.

It was quite absurd, even trivial, yet undeniably cute, to observe this young, seemingly fresh-faced creature, whose youth was evident in the faint downy fuzz (implying youth or softness), lecturing Muheon.

It struck Dokgojin as endearing.

His own partner, in stark contrast, was primarily interested in cultivating coral and caring for fish, rarely uttering more than ten words a day.

If someone clung to him and chattered so freely, Dokgojin mused, he would undoubtedly grant them anything, simply out of sheer affection. The idea was surprisingly appealing.

The pungent, earthy smell that had initially irritated his nostrils began to feel oddly comforting, like a sweet, familiar scent, the more he was exposed to it.

As he observed the pair, Dokgojin’s eyes, initially filled with mere curiosity, slowly began to register a distinct undercurrent of envy.

Even in Muheon’s typical silence, his partner seemed perfectly accustomed to it, expressing whatever was on his mind without needing explicit permission or encouragement.

He truly appeared to be the ideal match for Muheon, that notoriously taciturn individual.

Their dynamic was effortless and perfectly suited.

“So… have you had lunch? It’s lunchtime now, would you like to eat together?”

Hakyung’s voice, hesitant yet hopeful, broke the silence.

“Oh, with me?”

Dokgojin’s response was a surprised, slightly amused question.

“Yes, yes.”

Hakyung confirmed, his tone eager and inviting.

***

“Is Kang Hakyung going to make it himself? I noticed a delicious smell still wafting from the kitchen.”

Dokgojin’s subtle proposition carried a thinly veiled curiosity.

Hakyung’s expression immediately shifted to one of difficulty.

He had naturally assumed they would dine out, but the sudden prospect of having to prepare and serve a meal presented an unexpected challenge.

He felt compelled to seek Muheon’s opinion on the matter.

The very act of Hakyung asking for Muheon’s opinion on such a minor detail sparked a renewed sense of envy in Dokgojin.

That blessed son of a gun, Lee Muheon…

The long-held prejudice in Dokgojin’s mind, that Kang Hakyung, not being born of the sea, was somehow undesirable, had long since vanished.

It was an outdated notion, replaced by a growing admiration for the easy intimacy he witnessed.

“What about you, Boss?”

Hakyung’s question was directed at Muheon, seeking his preference.

“If it’s not too much trouble, just make some kimchi stew.”

Muheon’s response was characteristically concise, a simple request that implied consent for Hakyung to take the lead.

“Oh… it’s not trouble… just a moment. I’ll go check what’s in the fridge then. You and the boss can take your time coming!”

Hakyung’s words tumbled out, a mixture of politeness and eagerness.

His mind already racing, he quickly ascended the stairs, recalling the contents of the refrigerator from that morning.

Dokgojin chuckled softly, amused by Hakyung’s swift and nimble movements.

“He’s definitely cute. Surely he’s not still a minor, right?”

Dokgojin’s question was casual, yet probing, betraying a deeper curiosity about Hakyung’s age.

“What are you talking about? He’s been an adult for ages.”

Muheon’s reply was sharp, a subtle protectiveness in his tone.

“Ages? What year was he born?” Dokgojin pressed, sensing a discrepancy.

“20XX.”

The immediate, straightforward answer of Kang Hakyung’s birth year caused Dokgojin to react with a surge of indignation.

“20XX? He’s barely been an adult for five years!”

Dokgojin exclaimed, his voice rising in disbelief.

“That’s long enough.”

Muheon’s retort was delivered with unwavering conviction, a matter-of-fact statement that defied Dokgojin’s perceived outrage.

“Bah! You whale thief!”

Dokgojin roared, stomping his foot in frustration, chastising Muheon’s brazenness.

Regardless of Dokgojin’s theatrical display, Muheon calmly ascended the stairs, intent on assisting Hakyung, who now, by a stroke of unexpected circumstance, was preparing both breakfast and lunch.

It was fortunate that Hakyung had not only proposed the meal but also genuinely enjoyed cooking.

Otherwise, Muheon might have unwittingly proven himself to be a completely oblivious husband, lacking in foresight and consideration.

The averted crisis was a testament to Hakyung’s proactive nature.

As Muheon abruptly left the room, Dokgojin wasted no time, quickly falling into step behind him.

He was determined to witness firsthand, with his own two eyes, just how capable that “whale thief” truly was in the kitchen.

His skepticism and curiosity were at an all-time high.

Somehow, with two formidable Imugis trailing behind him, Hakyung moved with remarkable speed and efficiency through the kitchen.

Indeed, when it came to quickness in freshwater, no one could truly surpass a river dolphin.

His movements were a blur of purposeful activity.

One moment, he appeared to be expertly peeling potatoes on the right side of the counter, and in a blink, he was on the far left, diligently washing clams.

Moments later, he effortlessly retrieved thick cuts of meat from the refrigerator, skillfully preparing them with practiced movements.

The fluidity and speed of his actions were mesmerizing.

Having spent his entire life being served meals prepared by others, witnessing the entire process firsthand was a novel and intriguing experience for Dokgojin.

A mischievous thought crossed his mind: if he were to go home and casually ask his own wife to prepare a meal, he’d likely end up with sea urchins embedded in his body as a painful reminder of his impudence.

The sheer impracticality of such a request made him chuckle inwardly.


Tsk, Dokgojin smacked his lips in regret, a wistful expression clouding his face.

His eyes, now filled with a newfound focus, shifted to follow Muheon’s movements.

Muheon, in his own way, was busily assisting his partner.

He meticulously picked up potato peels, ensuring they were properly discarded in the trash.

He diligently changed the water for the clams as they purged themselves of impurities, and carefully stacked the prepared meat, organizing it neatly.

His actions, though simple, demonstrated a surprising attentiveness.

“Well, I’ll be… living long enough to see this.”

Dokgojin couldn’t help but let out a disbelieving laugh, directed at Muheon, who had transformed into a surprisingly adept homemaker.

Of course, Dokgojin knew Muheon wouldn’t even bat an eye if he were to perform a backflip behind him.

His friend was far too indifferent to such theatrics.

Dokgojin felt a pang of undeserved sadness.


He, too, had a wife, yet he couldn’t shake the persistent feeling of coldness at his side, a loneliness he hadn’t anticipated.

Thus, while the couple on the cusp of marriage savored their sweet, tender moments, the Imugi who had been married for over two hundred years experienced a bittersweet period of reflection.

Finally, a table laden with an array of appetizing dishes, each promising a delightful culinary experience, awaited them.



 
  Chapter 66: A Culinary Interrogation and a Peculiar Gift





A savory seafood pancake, a doenjang-jjigae (soybean paste stew) that seemed to have more beef brisket than broth, and spicy steamed clams – considering the remarkably swift preparation, the overall menu was quite impressive, a testament to the skill involved.

“Hoo,” Dokgojin exclaimed, a sound of genuine appreciation, as he straightened his posture, settling more formally at the table.

His demeanor was noticeably different from his usual casual approach to meals, a stark contrast to the effortless, expected sustenance he received daily in the East Sea.

Here, the meal felt like an event, an offering to be savored.

Hakyung, seeing the East Sea Imugi brimming with such unreserved enthusiasm, also appeared visibly nervous, a subtle tension in his shoulders and a slight tremor in his hands.

The weight of Dokgojin’s expectations, though unspoken, seemed to press upon him.

“You don’t have any oxalis allergies, do you?”

Hakyung inquired, his voice a little strained with polite concern.

“Of course not, how could I?”

Dokgojin scoffed, a dismissive sound.

As an Imugi, a powerful and ancient being, he was far beyond the petty ailments that afflicted mere merfolk or humans.

Such trivial complaints were beneath him, an absurd notion to even consider.

With a confident flourish, Dokgojin picked up the neatly placed chopsticks, their polished surface reflecting the ambient light.

Shall I taste the river dolphin’s skill then?

The thought crossed Dokgojin’s mind, accompanied by a broad smile that transparently conveyed his intentions.

Hakyung, observing this, felt an inexplicable prickle of anxiety, his palms beginning to sweat.

It was odd, as he wasn’t preparing a meal for a critical mother-in-law, yet the pressure was undeniable.

Perhaps it was simply the presence of his boss’s long-standing, formidable friend that invoked such a reaction.

Even these seemingly minor details, the quality of the meal and the overall hospitality, could subtly influence the boss’s formidable Imugi reputation.

Hakyung exhaled a short, quiet sigh to himself, a tiny release of nervous energy.

He then instinctively leaned his head back, resting the base of his skull against the boss’s broad, comforting chest.

It was a minor frustration that he couldn’t feel the softness of Muheon’s hair due to the cap, but despite this small detail, Hakyung found solace in seeking out a place to snuggle, allowing himself to express a moment of affection.

It was a familiar, comforting gesture, and the situation, despite the underlying tension, was not entirely unpleasant.

Muheon, in turn, gently rubbed Hakyung’s stiff cheek, a tender gesture of reassurance, before effortlessly pulling out a chair.

“Let’s eat too, sit down.”

Muheon’s words were a quiet invitation.

Dokgojin’s lips twitched almost imperceptibly at Muheon’s unconscious act of naturally seating Hakyung first, a gesture of ingrained consideration.

The thought, Here comes the king of manners, the Imugi, naturally popped into his head, a wry amusement coloring his observation of his friend’s surprising gentility.

“I’ll eat well. It looks very appetizing.”

Dokgojin declared, his voice hearty with anticipation.

“Yes. Please enjoy your meal!”

Hakyung replied, his voice bright and eager.

Dokgojin, his mouth curving even more at the cheerful reply, wasted no time.

His chopsticks moved with practiced precision, first dipping into the doenjang-jjigae broth.

After that initial taste, the food vanished with astonishing speed, as if a hungry crab were devouring its prey, each bite swallowed almost instantly.

My word, to think there was a land merfolk with such good cooking skills!

Dokgojin continued to marvel inwardly, his surprise evident in his rapid, unceasing chopstick movements.

His eating pace never faltered, a testament to his enjoyment.

Fortunately, it seemed he had indeed served food perfectly suited to Dokgojin’s palate, bringing a wave of profound relief to Hakyung.

The validation was a balm to his nerves.

Now that his appetite had finally returned, Hakyung moved his chopsticks with renewed vigor and speed.

Muheon, for his part, was never one for excessive chatter, regardless of the situation.

This meant that typically, during mealtimes, it was Hakyung who bore the brunt of the conversation, filling the silences with his lively chatter.

However, at this moment, his mind was entirely occupied with the food, leaving him with no mental capacity to engage in a leisurely conversation with Dokgojin.

Because of this, the meal unfolded in a sustained silence, punctuated only by the sounds of eating.

The fortunate aspect was that, despite the quietude, every individual perfectly emptied their portions, leaving no trace of the delicious fare.

The shared satisfaction in the cleared plates was the only communication needed.

“Wow, that was a great meal!”

Dokgojin exclaimed, his voice brimming with satisfaction.

He had effortlessly finished three bowls of rice, leaving his plates sparkling clean, and now he laughed cheerfully, a genuine sound of contentment.

Hakyung smiled back, a soft, beaming expression mirroring Dokgojin’s delight.

There was always an immense pleasure in seeing someone genuinely enjoy food he had prepared, and Dokgojin’s enthusiastic consumption was no exception.

***

Hakyung, who had, quite inadvertently, passed the “test” Dokgojin had presented to him with flying colors, now found himself seated directly across from the formidable Imugi.

A small part of him wished Muheon were still by his side; his presence would have offered a comforting buffer.

However, the boss had descended to the office for an urgent matter some time ago, and had yet to return. 

Consequently, the responsibility of handling the post-meal hospitality, the delicate art of entertaining a distinguished guest, rested entirely upon Hakyung’s shoulders.

The East Sea Imugi, seemingly unburdened by any pressing commitments, exuded an air of profound leisure. 

He sipped his tea with unhurried grace, interspersing his sips with a continuous stream of questions, his demeanor utterly relaxed. 

Hakyung, acutely aware of his own duties as an employee, knew he shouldn’t be spending his time like this. 

Yet, he lacked the courage to simply tell Dokgojin to return to the East Sea immediately. 

His boldness, he realized, was a trait reserved exclusively for his boss, Muheon, and did not extend to other powerful beings.

In the end, Hakyung found himself compelled to serve as Dokgojin’s conversational companion, unable to voice any complaints or objections. 

He simply acquiesced, listening patiently and responding as required.

The one silver lining, the hopeful aspect of the situation, was that despite Dokgojin’s somewhat aggressive and direct tone, the actual content of his words was remarkably similar to the advice his grandmother used to impart. 

This surprising familiarity provided a measure of comfort, making the current one-on-one interaction far more tolerable than when they had first met in private. 

The connection to his grandmother’s wisdom softened the edges of Dokgojin’s imposing presence.

“I brought this, but I was debating whether or not to give it to the young River Dolphin after lunch.”


Dokgojin began, his tone conspiratorial and secretive, adding an air of mystery to his words.

He then patted his thick chest, a gesture indicating the concealed item.

“Yes? What is it…?”

Hakyung inquired, a nervous laugh escaping him.

Surely he doesn’t mean he brought chest muscles, he thought, his mind racing to comprehend Dokgojin’s enigmatic behavior and the intense look in his eyes.

He felt an inexplicable urge to refuse whatever it was, even before he knew its nature.

However, true to the assertive nature of an East Sea Imugi, Dokgojin disregarded Hakyung’s awkwardness.

He pulled a lucky pouch from within his chest, his movements deliberate, and firmly placed it in Hakyung’s hand.

Then, with a proud, self-satisfied smile, he began to articulate a lengthy explanation of the item he had just bestowed upon him.

“As for that, it’s made from seaweeds that grow in the deep waters below Dokdo, the cleanest area in the East Sea.”

Dokgojin’s voice carried an air of reverence for the origin of the gift.

“Ah… yes… I see.”

Hakyung nodded seriously, his expression earnest, still completely unaware of what the lucky pouch actually contained.

With a listener whose eyes sparkled with such genuine interest, Dokgojin found himself compelled to elaborate, even if it meant embellishing the story.

The sheer attentiveness from Hakyung was an irresistible invitation for further narration.

Of course, he soon gave up on inventing elaborate tales, realizing he simply wasn’t skilled at telling interesting stories.

The urge to impress with narrative flair quickly faded, replaced by a more direct approach.

“As you know, we Imugis are a bit special, aren’t we? Hmm, you don’t know yet?”

Dokgojin paused, a sly glint in his eye. He then pointed to his own center with a deliberate finger.

Hakyung’s gaze, following the direction of Dokgojin’s finger, immediately dropped, and his ears turned a vivid scarlet.

So it’s not just the boss, all Imugis have that… two of them, he realized, a sudden, mortifying understanding dawning upon him.

“Hmm? You don’t know?”

Dokgojin pressed, feigning surprise.

“No! I know, I know.”

Hakyung blurted out, his voice laced with a frantic embarrassment.

He knew all too well, having been excitedly sucking and kissing just last weekend.

Whenever he spent a night with the boss, Hakyung’s appetite would completely return, as if he were a famished glutton.

Each time, the boss would laugh in exasperation, his amusement evident, and tell him to calm down, but it was no use.

Since he couldn’t fully receive it all “below” – a veiled reference to the physical act – Hakyung compensated by greedily indulging his desires elsewhere, satisfying his craving in other ways.

As for “below,” perhaps because the frequency of that particular act wasn’t high, he consistently failed to fully embrace it, always falling short of complete satisfaction.

Recalling the last time he was defeated by Muheon’s penis, a wave of profound disappointment washed over Hakyung, causing his appetite to vanish instantly.

He slowly put down his fork, his face settling into a sullen, crestfallen expression.

Even the hole at the top of his head pulsed slowly, erratically, as if it too were protesting the emotional stress, a visible manifestation of his dejection.

“Oh, so you know, do you?”

With an even more sly and knowing look, Dokgojin continued his explanation, enjoying Hakyung’s obvious discomfort.


“Then you’ll definitely need that! It’s made from healthy, fresh seaweeds. It has potent energy, so keep it safe and use it.”

Dokgojin’s voice was firm, emphasizing the item’s importance.

***

“Hmm… when should I use this potent, sacred item?” 

Hakyung inquired, his voice a quiet murmur, a mix of curiosity and deference. 

“That’s obviously when you’re bedding Muheon!” 

Dokgojin declared, his voice rising slightly in exasperation, as if to say, Can’t you tell just by looking? 

He tapped the table impatiently, a rhythmic thud that underscored his frustration.

At Dokgojin’s blunt words, Hakyung quickly peered inside the lucky pouch.

Within, he discovered a dark green liquid encased in a transparent glass bottle, its appearance strikingly suspicious. 

When Hakyung picked up the bottle and gently shook it, the liquid swished with a dense, heavy consistency, strongly resembling the gel he himself prepared. 

The tactile sensation reinforced his initial assessment.

“Thank you, I’ll be sure to use it well.” 

Hakyung said, his gratitude genuine. 

“Tsk! This isn’t some common item to thank so nonchalantly. Even I only use it once every few years with my wife because it’s so hard to find and so effective!” 

Dokgojin admonished, a note of wounded pride in his voice.

“Oh… is that so. Wow, I’m really looking forward to it!”

Hakyung quickly amplified his expression of joy, trying to convey a more enthusiastic appreciation, sensing Dokgojin’s displeasure.

The longer he spent in the company of an Imugi from another region, the more his longing to see his boss grew, a proportional increase in his desire for Muheon’s reassuring presence.

Only after Hakyung reiterated his thanks several times did Dokgojin finally break into a languid, satisfied smile.

He could almost envision the hardships endured by the East Sea merfolk under Dokgojin’s rule, even without having witnessed it directly.

The thought sent a slight shiver down his spine.

Hakyung was struck anew by the profound realization that being found and taken in by his boss was truly an act of immense fortune, as if he had drawn upon every ounce of universal energy to secure such luck.

It was an overwhelming sense of gratitude.

“I’ve never given this to any other sea Imugis. I even hoard it carefully because it’s so precious to me…”

Dokgojin continued to elaborate, his eyes gleaming with a covetous intensity, like a crow fixated on a shimmering object.

It seemed the East Sea Imugi had an extraordinary knack for boasting, extracting every last drop of credit from his generosity.

The unspoken thought, If it’s so good, why don’t you use it yourself?

almost rose to Hakyung’s throat, but he was a river dolphin who knew his manners, and he swallowed the impertinent remark.

He carefully tucked the lucky pouch away again, ensuring it was well-secured.

Then, Hakyung responded with a charming smile, one that had captivated neighborhood elders for over two decades, a testament to his innate grace and politeness.

“I’ll use it at a truly important moment. I’ll even boast to the boss that Dokgojin-nim gave it to me.”

Hakyung’s promise was heartfelt, a genuine expression of his intent.

“Hmm hmm, that’s right. A discerning young river dolphin.”

Dokgojin’s lips curled in a slight smirk as he cleared his throat, a sound of pleased affirmation.

As Hakyung confirmed Dokgojin’s improved mood, a trickle of cold sweat ran down his forehead, and the hole at the top of his head twitched irregularly, as if protesting the immense mental stress he was enduring.


How long had Hakyung been listening to Dokgojin’s endless self-praise?

It felt like an eternity. Then, finally, Muheon returned, having completed his urgent business.

“Boss!”

Hakyung’s voice was filled with a fervent relief, welcoming Muheon’s return with an intensity that surpassed any previous occasion.

The hair peeking out from under his cap was visibly damp, and his cheeks seemed to have thinned, becoming noticeably hollowed in the interim.

How much had he been tormenting his precious partner?

Muheon’s mood rapidly soured, a flash of protective fury in his eyes.

He let out a low growl, directed squarely at Dokgojin.


“That’s enough clowning around. Why don’t you return to your own territory now?”

Muheon’s words were sharp, a thinly veiled command.

“Clowning around? Bah! Clowning around! How good a thing I’ve…”

Dokgojin began to protest, but Muheon abruptly cut him off mid-sentence.

“Enough. Sang-oh, escort him out personally.”

Muheon’s voice was firm, leaving no room for argument.

At his summons, Sang-oh appeared from somewhere, hurrying over to politely escort Dokgojin. While Sang-oh’s demeanor was outwardly respectful, the force with which he pushed Dokgojin’s back was notably impudent, a clear message in itself.

Hmph, really!

Who’s the one clowning around now?

Dokgojin thought, a surge of indignant amusement bubbling within him.

He was convinced that Muheon’s behavior was purely driven by jealousy, a petty resentment at Dokgojin having spent time alone with his partner.

Dokgojin swallowed a breath, a silent acknowledgment of Muheon’s small-mindedness, and began to move.He walked away with a confident stride, certain that in a few days, that guy would even bow to him, profusely thanking him for the generous gift.

The thought brought a smirk to his lips.



 
  Chapter 67: The Imugi’s Gift and a Brother’s Dilemma





The dorm finally became peaceful once the imposing East Sea Imugi disappeared, leaving behind a profound silence that settled comfortably around them. 

The previous tension, thick and almost palpable, had evaporated, replaced by a sense of calm. 

Only then did Hakyung feel truly at ease, the lingering apprehension from the Imugi’s presence fully dissolving. 

He allowed himself to lean into Muheon’s shoulder, seeking and finding comfort there, rubbing his forehead affectionately against the soft fabric of Muheon’s shirt. 

He murmured a stream of sweet, adoring words, each one a testament to his immense relief and his rapidly growing comfort in Muheon’s presence. 

Muheon’s expression, which had been unreadable and stoic moments before, softened considerably, a gentle warmth replacing its previous neutrality. 

He found it immensely endearing and utterly delightful that Hakyung, despite being a grown man and certainly no helpless baby, could be so genuinely shy and openly affectionate, seeking solace and expressing his feelings with such uninhibited innocence. 

It was a charming dichotomy, this blend of maturity and child-like sincerity, a quality in Hakyung that Muheon cherished deeply.

“Was it tough?” 

Muheon asked, his voice was a low, gentle rumble that resonated in Hakyung’s ear. 

He stroked Hakyung’s hair, his fingers tenderly threading through the strands, the simple, unspoken gesture conveying a depth of understanding and quiet concern. 

Hakyung nodded in response, a faint blush creeping up his neck, a tell-tale sign of his bashfulness. 

Now that he thought about it, with the immediate pressure of the Imugi gone, the intense, almost overwhelming atmosphere created by the East Sea Imugi was remarkably similar to the one he’d experienced with the boss’s Chinese friend he’d met back in Incheon. 

He vividly recalled feeling utterly puzzled by the languid yet unexpectedly capricious way they spoke, an air of ancient power thinly veiled by polite, almost mundane conversation.

It was a strange mix of the ordinary and the extraordinary, leaving him with a sense of awe and slight bewilderment.

It seemed, then, that the boss himself was indeed a remarkably good-natured Imugi, or perhaps it was more accurate to say, he possessed a truly benevolent and kind Imugi personality, one that resonated deeply with Hakyung’s own gentle nature.

“Boss is the best!”

Hakyung exclaimed, his voice suddenly filled with genuine admiration, a spark of pure enthusiasm lighting his eyes.

He punctuated his heartfelt statement by giving Muheon a firm, enthusiastic thumbs-up, a gesture of utmost approval.

Receiving such unadulterated praise for doing practically nothing, at least from his perspective, felt, surprisingly, pretty good.

In fact, it felt more than just good; it felt absolutely great, a warm surge of satisfaction washing over him.

A warm, contented smile spread across Muheon’s face, mirroring Hakyung’s happiness, as he leaned down and gently kissed Hakyung’s lips.

The river dolphin, as Muheon affectionately thought of Hakyung, naturally responded to the tender touch, instinctively melting into the embrace.

Without hesitation, Hakyung wrapped his arms around Muheon’s neck, a silent invitation for more, and parted his lips slightly, deepening the connection between them.

Their sweet kiss, a moment suspended in time, oblivious to the world outside, lasted a long, languid while, filled with unspoken affection, growing intimacy, and a profound sense of shared peace.

It was only broken by the abrupt return of Gimsango, who had just come back after dutifully seeing Dokgojin off.

His sudden presence in the doorway, though entirely expected, nonetheless shattered the delicate bubble of their private moment, pulling them gently back to reality.

That evening, as the last rays of sunlight faded from the sky, casting long shadows across the room, Hakyung sat cross-legged on the floor of his room, his brow furrowed in deep concentration.

He was carefully examining the mysterious item Dokgojin had given him earlier that day.

It was a small, unassuming bottle, crafted from dark, opaque glass, yet it held a certain inexplicable gravitas, almost humming with an unseen energy.

“Is this really that good…?” he muttered to himself, his voice a whisper, barely audible in the quiet room. 

Just by its color, a deep, enigmatic blue, and a peculiar, almost gelatinous viscosity that made it cling to the sides of the bottle, it seemed undeniably unusual, hinting at potent properties. 

The liquid inside gleamed with an iridescent sheen that shifted subtly under the dim light, hinting at hidden properties, a secret held within its depths. 

He knew, however, that appearances alone could be deceiving, and true quality often lay beyond the superficial. 

The smell was also critically important, he reminded himself, his curiosity now fully piqued, a tingling sensation running through him. 

With a deliberate, almost reverent gesture, as if handling something immensely precious, Hakyung carefully, slowly, opened the bottle, the gentle pop of the cork releasing whatever potent essence it contained into the air.

Sniff, sniff. 

Hakyung’s nose twitched delicately as he inhaled the scent, his eyes closing in concentration, drawing the aroma deep into his lungs. 

His lips then slightly parted, a look of profound surprise and delight spreading across his face, replacing his previous skepticism. 

“The scent is amazing!” he exclaimed, his voice filled with an almost childlike wonder, tinged with disbelief. 

Contrary to his initial worry that it might carry a pungent, unpleasant, or even fishy odor, the liquid in the bottle released a cool, refreshing scent that was unmistakably oceanic. 

It was the distinct aroma of the sea, a scent he had vividly experienced during his previous visit to Muheon’s main residence, a memory that now brought a faint, contented smile to his lips, recalling the vast, calming expanse of the ocean.

Hakyung inhaled the scent a few more times, savoring it, allowing it to fill his senses. 

A look of deep satisfaction settled on his features, transforming his earlier apprehension into pure contentment. 

Lost in thought, completely absorbed by the discovery, he found himself rolling around on his bed, a newfound determination gripping him: he would definitely use this miraculous seaweed jelly this very week, no matter what.

It was at this precise moment of contented anticipation, as he planned his week around this newfound treasure, that his phone, lying neglected next to him on the bed, vibrated with a gentle hum, signaling an incoming call.

He glanced at the screen, a fleeting annoyance crossing his face, and saw the familiar name: Hajo.

“Oh, Hajo,” he mumbled, a mix of affection and slight exasperation coloring his tone.

The joy of the moment was briefly interrupted.

“Hyung!”

Hajo’s voice, bright and eager, almost too enthusiastic, rang through the speaker, cutting through Hakyung’s thoughts.

“Yeah, what’s up?”

Hakyung asked, sitting upright, his earlier reverie completely forgotten as Hajo launched into a rapid-fire, breathless explanation of why he had called.

Hajo had been looking into the special lectures that were scheduled to start next month and had discovered, to his delight, that he needed to register for them this week.

Hajo was relentless, his determination unwavering, refusing to back down from his insistence on attending an academy in Seoul, a dream he had harbored for a long time.

Hakyung, on the other hand, was deeply uncomfortable with the idea of his young brother studying alone in the sprawling, sometimes overwhelming, and often intimidating city of Seoul.

He also distinctly disliked the notion of his older brothers, who had their own lives, careers, and responsibilities, having to constantly look after Hajo, adding another burden to their already busy lives.

When Hakyung, ever the cautious and responsible older brother, suggested that Hajo think it over slowly, once more, perhaps reconsidering his options and weighing the pros and cons, Hajo’s voice was suddenly full of resentment, tinged with a childish whine, as he retorted, “But Hyung, you said before, didn’t you? That it’s better to try everything and regret it later! I’ll just go for a month, and if it’s too hard, I won’t go anymore. Really, okay?”

Those were the very words Hakyung had used, ironically, against himself now, to dissuade Hajo from going to a vocational high school immediately after graduation, as Hakyung himself had done, to get a job right away.

He had carefully convinced his brother, who was academically bright and excelled in studying, by saying, “Why think about learning a skill first when there’s a time for studying everything, for expanding your mind?”

Hakyung let out a short, exasperated sigh, a sound of profound regret, wishing intensely that he could reach back in time and give his past, old-fashioned, condescending self a solid smack on the head for such seemingly sage advice that had now come back to haunt him. 

He couldn’t go back on his word now, not when Hajo was coming to pursue something he genuinely loved and was passionate about, something that could shape his future. 

He simply couldn’t bring himself to stop him any longer.

Instead, Hakyung, resigned to the inevitable but still firm in his role as an older brother, sternly advised Hajo.

He rattled off a long, detailed list of rules and warnings: don’t be rude to anyone, always be respectful, don’t go anywhere else after the academy implying no mischievous detours or unauthorized excursions, and most importantly, focus diligently on his school studies, prioritize his education, and so on, a litany of brotherly admonishments. 

Annoyed by his older brother’s endless nagging, Hajo, with a characteristic burst of impatience and a youthful desire for freedom, hung up arbitrarily, blurting out, “I get it!” before the line went dead.

“This, this brat…!” 

Hakyung exclaimed, a mix of frustration and underlying affection in his voice. 

But almost immediately, a slow, undeniable curve began to form on his lips as he glared, albeit affectionately, at his innocent phone, a smile spreading across his face despite himself. 

Despite all the bother, despite the impending disruption to his well-laid plans for the seaweed jelly, he felt an undeniable surge of happiness that his brother was finally coming to Seoul, to be closer. 

Tomorrow morning, while eating breakfast, he’d tell the boss that his brother was coming, and then… 

“Ah!” 

Hakyung suddenly cried out, a sound of utter devastation, the realization hitting him like a cold wave, and he dramatically flopped onto the floor, his earlier joy completely extinguished. 

It was a sudden, crushing realization that had dawned upon him.

He had a powerful premonition that if his brother came this weekend, it would be incredibly difficult, if not utterly impossible, to use the precious seaweed jelly he had received as a gift from Dokgojin, his secret weapon. Indeed, the path of a big brother, he mused with a dramatic sigh, was truly long and arduous, filled with unexpected sacrifices and constant compromises.

Muheon tilted his head slightly, observing Hakyung, who had been looking unusually sulky and withdrawn since morning.

His usual cheerful demeanor was replaced by a visible gloom.

Last night, his cheeks had been flushed with excitement, and he had seemed positively buoyant, brimming with anticipation, so Muheon worried that he might not be feeling well, perhaps even coming down with something.

“Why the long face? Are you sick?”

Muheon asked, his voice laced with genuine concern, reaching out a hand to gently check Hakyung’s forehead.

“No, not that… Oh, right. Boss, Hajo said he needs to register for the academy this week.”

Hakyung explained, though his tone still carried a faint echo of his earlier gloom, unable to fully shake off his disappointment.

“Really? Alright, I’ll send the kids,” Muheon replied, his response swift and accommodating, ever practical and efficient.

He didn’t need to ask who “the kids” were; it was understood.

“Thank you,” Hakyung mumbled, but unlike his polite words of gratitude, his expression remained as sour as if he had just bitten into something incredibly unpleasant, a bitter lemon perhaps.

The corners of his mouth were turned down, and his brow remained deeply furrowed, a clear sign of his internal struggle.

Muheon, picking up on the subtle dissonance between Hakyung’s words and his demeanor, a keen observer of Hakyung’s moods, lowered his head slightly and met Hakyung’s eyes, a silent question in his gaze, urging him to elaborate.

“But?” he prompted gently, knowing there was more to the story.


“Actually,” Hakyung began, no longer able to pretend otherwise when asked so directly, the words spilling out in a rush, a full confession of his dilemma and disappointment.

He reached into his pocket and carefully took out the small, intricately embroidered lucky pouch that he had kept with such reverence, just as Dokgojin had instructed him.

He presented it to Muheon, its soft fabric concealing its precious contents.

Muheon’s eyebrows raised, a flicker of surprise and recognition in his eyes.

He instantly recognized what was inside just by the distinctive look and feel of the pouch itself, its ancient origins evident.

“Where did you get this?”

Muheon asked, his tone betraying a hint of genuine curiosity, a rare spark in his usually composed demeanor.

“Dokgojin-nim gave it to me,” Hakyung replied, his voice still a little subdued, still lamenting his impending loss of private time.

“That guy?”

Muheon let out a hollow, almost disbelieving laugh, a sound of wry amusement.

He didn’t care about the item himself, as he had no personal need or use for it, but he knew its immense significance.

It was an item that had never been taken outside the East Sea, a closely guarded secret, deeply protected and coveted by many Imugis for generations, a symbol of immense power and heritage.

To simply give it to the river dolphin he had just met, a human, no less…

Muheon mused, a whimsical thought crossing his mind, a slight quirk of his lips.

Did Dokgojin give it because he treats Hakyung like a beloved, perhaps slightly eccentric, grandson?

Muheon concluded silently that Dokgojin must truly be getting old, if he was so easily parting with such a priceless treasure, a sign of his growing fondness for Hakyung.

“You received something good,” Muheon remarked, his tone confirming the immense value and significance of the gift, a subtle nod to Dokgojin’s unexpected generosity.



 
  Chapter 68: A National Wedding and a Golden Proposal





Hayeong’s initial assumption that they were heading to a community center or a district office for some mundane administrative task was swiftly shattered. 

Instead, Muheon led them to Gwanghwamun, the very heart of Seoul. Hayeong’s eyebrows furrowed in confusion, wondering what possible reason could bring them to such a significant location. 

Before he could even articulate the thought, a figure materialized as if summoned by an invisible bell, greeting Muheon with a level of deference that bordered on reverence. 

“Welcome!” a middle-aged man exclaimed, his smile wide and unwavering, as two younger men trailed behind him, guiding Muheon with an almost reverential air. 

Hayeong, feeling like a tiny goldfish tethered to the CEO’s powerful tail, moved in sync with him, the opportunity to voice his questions slipping away with every step.

He found it impossible to ask anything, feeling utterly useless in this grand setting.

A trickle of nervous energy seemed to escape through his scalp, a continuous stream of tiny breaths betraying his inner turmoil. 

Sensing Hayeong’s escalating tension, Muheon’s large hand gently enveloped Hayeong’s smaller one, offering a silent, comforting squeeze. 

Though the gesture didn’t magically dispel his anxiety, Hayeong found a measure of solace in the CEO’s subtle attentiveness, a small anchor in the swirling sea of his bewilderment.

In a hushed silence, they ascended in the elevator, the floors ticking by as they climbed higher and higher. 

The doors finally glided open, revealing a waiting woman. 

Her demeanor suggested an authority far surpassing that of the welcoming staff they had just encountered. 

She, too, mirroring the behavior of her subordinates, hurried forward to greet Muheon, her welcome steeped in the formality typically reserved for a distinguished dignitary from a foreign land. 

With each passing moment, Hayeong’s bewilderment intensified, a growing knot of unanswered questions tightening in his mind.

“Please sit here,” the woman instructed, gesturing towards a plush seating area.

Muheon, ever the gentleman, first ensured Hayeong was comfortably settled in the indicated spot before taking his own adjacent seat.

As they sat side by side, the woman’s expression softened into one of evident pleasure as she began to speak.

“To witness the marriage of the Imugi of the West Sea during my term… it’s truly an honor,” she declared, her voice imbued with a profound sense of significance.

“Mmm,” Muheon responded, his acknowledgment a low murmur.

“Those from other waters occasionally visit and update us on their well-being, but the Imugi of the West Sea has always been very busy with public and private matters.”

Her words, delivered with a benevolent smile, slowly began to unravel the perplexing puzzle in Hayeong’s mind.

The pieces, scattered and disconnected moments ago, now clicked into place: the CEO’s true identity was of such monumental importance that their marriage, a deeply personal union, necessitated arrangements at a national level.

The thought of his earlier intention to run around obtaining documents felt utterly foolish, a colossal waste of effort. 

Hayeong found himself caught between two conflicting emotions: the sheer shock of the CEO’s elevated status and the unexpected joy of having a complex problem resolved without him lifting a finger.

On reflection, given the effortless preparation and completion, joy should undoubtedly be the dominant feeling.

But then a new thought struck him.

Wait.

“CEO!”

Hayeong blurted out, the realization hitting him with the force of a sudden wave.

“Yes?”

Muheon replied, his gaze calm.

“Then, is today our wedding anniversary?”

Hayeong’s question was laced with an urgency that betrayed his growing anxiety.

Muheon’s eyes flickered to the officials seated opposite them.

They offered confirming nods, a silent testament to the fact that today was indeed the day the official permit for their union had been granted.

“Looks like it’s today?”

Muheon’s reply was delivered with a nonchalance that immediately caused Hayeong’s lips to pout, a clear manifestation of his dissatisfaction.

Sensing his partner’s displeasure, Muheon subtly shifted his gaze towards Kang Dol-gorae.

It was only natural for everyone present to also turn their attention to Hayeong, mirroring Imugi’s concern for his partner.

Every eye in the room settled on Hayeong’s protruding lips, a collective curiosity about the source of his discontent hanging in the air.

“I was going to find an auspicious day… and we also need to check our compatibility,” Hayeong explained, his voice tinged with genuine disappointment.

“Ah. You had it all planned out,” Muheon observed, a hint of understanding in his tone.

“Of course! Marriage is one of the four family rituals. You can’t just decide it easily.” 

Hayeong, having grown up steeped in the rich tapestry of neighborhood elders’ stories and traditions, held a surprisingly conservative view on such matters. 

What twenty-four-year-old, he mused, would be so earnestly concerned with compatibility, auspicious days, and the intricate nuances of family rituals? 

Yet, to his surprise, Muheon did not dismiss Hayeong’s words with a laugh. 

Instead, he engaged with him seriously, pondering the weight of his concerns. 

Muheon conveyed, through his quiet demeanor, that if Kang Dol-gorae so desired, they could perform compatibility checks any number of times, and locating a skilled individual to pinpoint an auspicious day would pose no difficulty whatsoever. 

Muheon seemed poised to immediately tear up the documents before them if Hayeong so much as hinted at setting a new date.

However, it was Hayeong who found himself retreating, somewhat overwhelmed by the intensity of Muheon’s unwavering support.

Considering the immense effort that must have gone into preparing all these arrangements – not by the CEO, of course, but by Mr. Gisang-oh and the diligent officials present – it felt incredibly awkward, almost rude, to insist on his own preferences.

It would essentially mean making innocent people undertake the same extensive work twice.

“But, but it seems like today is a good day too,” Hayeong conceded, his voice softening.

“Suddenly?”

Muheon questioned, his brow furrowed in confusion at Hayeong’s abrupt change of heart.

Across from them, the officials visibly exhaled a collective sigh of relief.

As Hayeong had rightly surmised, Muheon was not a mere South Korean citizen subject to governmental oversight; he was an inviolable being.

More than that, he was a crucial entity whose merest word or action held the power to shift the delicate political landscape with neighboring countries.

The last visit from Hwang Rin, an Imugi from China, had plunged the nation into a state of emergency.

Had that encounter escalated into any conflict with Korea’s own Imugi, the resulting surge in their workload would have been astronomical, a nightmarish scenario. 

In essence, most capricious Imugi’s were considered persons of interest, their every movement capable of blossoming into a full-blown disaster.

“Alright. If you like it, I like it too,” Muheon affirmed, his tone placid.

“Yes, yes,” Hayeong responded, his enthusiasm bubbling over. 

Muheon, who once again offered no objection to Hayeong’s newfound conviction, subtly pressured the officials with his gaze, signaling his desire for the documents to be presented. 

One official, a seasoned veteran of decades in government service, immediately grasped Muheon’s unspoken command and swiftly brought forth the requested papers.

Inside the thick, luxurious velvet-bound folder lay a surprisingly simple certificate, far plainer than the elaborate marriage certificates Hayeong had glimpsed online.

Yet, the mere sight of his own name inscribed beside the CEO’s filled him with an inexplicable surge of excitement and thrill.

“I think I’ll pass this down as a family heirloom,” Hayeong declared, a touch of wonder in his voice.

Muheon’s gaze was laced with pure curiosity. 

How could one pass it down, he silently pondered, if there were no children to inherit it?

“It’s a joyous occasion for our Kang Dol-gorae family! I mean, me, right? Marrying the CEO! When my siblings marry, I’ll pass it down to my nephews and grand-nephews, generation after generation.” 

Hayeong’s explanation clarified his meaning: the certificate would become a treasured heirloom of the Kang Dol-gorae lineage, not just a personal memento for Kang Hayeong and Lee Muheon.

Muheon, now fully comprehending Hayeong’s fervent words, gently stroked his round hat. 

To him, the intrinsic value of the document mattered little—whether it was passed down through generations as a cherished relic or repurposed as mere toilet paper held no great significance. 

However, since Hayeong so deeply valued it, Muheon harbored no desire to impede his wishes.

“You two get along so well,” one of the officials remarked, a warm smile gracing her lips as she observed the sweet, palpable atmosphere between the two. 

Hayeong, flustered, hunched his shoulders in embarrassment. 

As he always maintained, his boldness, his thick skin, and his unbridled enthusiasm were reserved solely for the CEO; in the presence of others, a profound shyness often overcame him.

Noting Hayeong’s bashful squirming, Muheon subtly signaled that it was time for their departure. 

While it was undoubtedly a blessing that he was not as demanding or prone to nitpicking as some of the Imugi’s from other seas, the Imugi of the West Sea’s inherent quietude often posed its own challenges. 

Save for the rare instances when he gazed upon his partner, it was virtually impossible to discern whether he approved or disapproved of a given situation; his demeanor remained consistently unreadable.

“Are you leaving already? We still have refreshments prepared…” one official began, a hint of disappointment in her voice.

“Pack them up,” Muheon interjected, his words directed implicitly at Hayeong, who harbored a particular fondness for enjoying dessert in the privacy of his room.

Indeed, Hayeong’s eyes sparkled with undisguised avarice, secretly coveting the exquisitely presented and delectable-looking desserts.

‘The CEO must have thought they looked delicious too!’

Hayeong mused, a surge of warmth spreading through him.

At Muheon’s simple request, the staff moved with remarkable alacrity, swiftly packaging the array of desserts.

Hayeong’s backside almost wiggled with unrestrained excitement as he readily accepted the paper bag on behalf of the CEO.

“Thank you!” he exclaimed, his voice, during his roughly ten-minute stay, reaching its zenith in volume and enthusiasm.

Everyone present chuckled softly, finding Hayeong’s beaming countenance over a single dessert incredibly endearing.

It might, they mused, even be a charming characteristic unique to the Kang Dol-gorae species.

They exited the Gwanghwamun government building, the departure marked by an even grander reception than their arrival.

The congratulations, offered by faces he had never seen before, were accompanied by a curious melange of bewilderment and exhilaration within Hayeong.

A profound sense of responsibility also settled upon him—the weight of a union that was now sanctioned to endure for a hundred, perhaps even a thousand years.

Muheon, having completed his primary objective, was poised to return directly to the office.

However, Hayeong, with a surprising surge of determination, managed to intercept him, gently but firmly tugging him towards a nearby jewelry store.

It was a stroke of luck that Gwanghwamun lay in such close proximity to Jongno 3-ga, a district renowned for its abundance of gold.

He had often heard the adage that if one sought gold in South Korea, Jongno 3-ga was the undisputed destination, and the shimmering reality before him confirmed its truth.

Everywhere his gaze landed, there was the dazzling, effulgent gleam of bright yellow gold.


Hayeong’s eyes widened to an almost comical extent; he had never truly beheld gold in such profusion before, save for his grandmother’s modest double rings.

“Wow…” he breathed, a genuine gasp of awe escaping his lips.

“What are we doing here?”

Muheon inquired, his voice devoid of any pretense of understanding.

“What do you mean, we came to buy rings, of course!”

Hayeong retorted, thumping his chest in exasperation at the CEO’s seemingly oblivious attitude.

Here was a being who had traversed countless centuries, lived many times longer than Hayeong’s mere twenty-four years, and yet appeared utterly ignorant of such fundamental human customs.

While it was undeniably commendable that Muheon hadn’t simply dismissed his words and had immediately orchestrated their marriage registration for today, Hayeong couldn’t shake a lingering sense of disappointment that all the delightful, intermediate procedures had been unceremoniously skipped.

It was a once-in-a-lifetime event, a pivotal moment in his existence, yet it had concluded with the swiftness of ‘cooking beans over lightning,’ a Korean idiom denoting extreme haste.

Therefore, it became Hayeong’s personal mission to inject some semblance of tradition and romance into their actual wedding day.

He mentally reassured himself, taking comfort in the robust balance of his bank account, and confidently strode deeper into the glittering shopping arcade. 

Muheon, standing behind him, quietly followed the enthusiastic Kang Dol-gorae, a peculiar, amused smile playing on his lips.


“I’m going to propose,” Hayeong announced, turning back to face Muheon, his tone firm. 

“Your answer can only be yes, so rejection is rejected. Okay?”

“Understood,” Muheon replied, a hint of compliance in his voice.

“You’re only supposed to move when I ask for your hand, so you need to keep yourself in check,” Hayeong instructed, a playful glint in his eyes.

Muheon, despite his ancient wisdom and immense power, found himself compelled to acquiesce to whatever Kang Hayeong desired, if only out of a burgeoning curiosity about the grandiosity of this impending proposal.

With an air of surprising meekness, Muheon clasped his hands together in front of him, adopting the posture of a remarkably well-behaved dog, ready to follow his master’s every command.



 
  Chapter 69: The Golden Rings and an Impromptu Honeymoon





It was fine that he confidently entered the shopping arcade, but it wasn’t long before Hakyung became dejected. 

The merchants, who were enthusiastically touting their wares to others, would clamp their mouths shut as soon as their eyes met his! 

Hakyung felt disheartened, wondering if he looked that poor. 

He didn’t realize it was because of Muheon’s intimidating presence behind him, so he opened his eyes wide to meet the merchants’ gaze.

“Customer, what are you looking for? Come this way. Our store has many items. Hmm? There are so many things that would suit such a cute and fair friend!”

“Oh, hello!”

Hakyung was touched just by the invitation to come and browse, so he politely greeted the merchant and trotted along after him to the display counter. 

Naturally, Muheon followed behind Hakyung, a silent, imposing shadow that seemed to drain the boisterous energy from the surrounding vendors. 

As the merchant said, there were indeed many items, with glittering gold packed tightly together, catching the light and dazzling the eyes. 

Rows upon rows of necklaces, bracelets, and rings shimmered under the bright lamps, each piece seemingly vying for attention. 

The air hummed with a low thrum of potential wealth, a stark contrast to the sudden quiet that had fallen over the other stalls as Muheon’s presence became known.

“How is it? There’s really a lot, right? Our prices are probably the cheapest too, aren’t they? How much did you come expecting?” 

The merchant leaned in, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, his eyes darting quickly to Muheon before returning to Hakyung. 

He was clearly trying to gauge Hakyung’s experience, his understanding of the market, hoping to extract a higher price if he seemed naive.

Hakyung rolled his eyes, flustered by the secret whisper asking how much other places cost.

But this was his first time here, and he knew not to say that he didn’t know; Hakyung had over ten years of experience accompanying his grandmother to the market.

He understood the unspoken rules of negotiation, the dance between buyer and seller, the subtle cues that could lead to a favorable deal.

He knew that revealing ignorance was akin to waving a red flag before a bull, inviting exploitation.

His grandmother, a seasoned haggler, had instilled in him the importance of appearing knowledgeable, even if you weren’t, and the value of a well-timed pause.

He showed hesitation, about to speak but not quite giving a precise answer, his brow furrowed in a thoughtful expression that belied his true inexperience in this particular kind of upscale market.

He knew that a direct answer would put him at a disadvantage.

Meanwhile, the other person, misinterpreting Hakyung’s thoughtful silence as a calculated move, busily tapped on a calculator, punching in numbers and muttering under his breath, trying to anticipate Hakyung’s next move.

The merchant’s anxiety was palpable; he clearly didn’t want to lose this potential sale, especially with the imposing figure of Muheon observing silently.

“You didn’t see anything this good, right? Hmm?” the merchant pressed, a hint of desperation in his tone, trying to prompt a response from the thoughtful Hakyung.

He gestured expansively at the gleaming displays, as if to emphasize the unparalleled quality and selection of his merchandise.

“Hmm…”

Hakyung hummed noncommittally, still pretending to weigh his options, his gaze sweeping over the various designs with an air of sophisticated contemplation.

He maintained his composed facade, refusing to be rushed or pressured into a hasty decision.

He recalled his grandmother’s advice: never show eagerness, always create an impression of having countless options.

“Alright! If you send it by cash, I’ll do it for this price! Is that okay? Right?”

The merchant, sensing that Hakyung was a tough negotiator, quickly offered a discounted price, hoping to close the deal.

His voice was a little louder now, trying to project confidence despite his underlying nervousness.

He really wanted to make this sale, a significant one given the potential spending power of the couple.

Only then did Hakyung subtly nod and examine the items he wanted to buy, a small, almost imperceptible smile playing on his lips.

Muheon chuckled softly to himself at Hakyung’s rather shrewd bargaining.

He had been so worried when no one would deal with Hakyung, thinking he was disheartened… but it seems it was a needless concern.

He watched Hakyung’s performance with a quiet amusement, a newfound admiration for the unexpected cunning of his companion.

Hakyung, usually so straightforward and earnest, had displayed a surprising aptitude for the subtle art of negotiation.

Muheon, who had been stroking his hat with his large hand, praising the clever Kang Dol-gorae, stood beside him.

He had been observing the entire interaction, silently impressed by Hakyung’s ability to navigate the mercantile world.

He had even been considering intervening when the merchants were initially shying away, but Hakyung had managed to overcome the initial hurdle on his own.

“CEO, put your hand here.”

Hakyung said, taking Muheon’s hand from on top of his head, his touch light and confident.

He held Muheon’s large, elegant hand in his own, comparing it to the glittering rings to find the design that would suit him best.

He envisioned the various rings adorning Muheon’s long, straight fingers, trying to imagine which would best complement his refined appearance.

He was not just buying a ring; he was choosing a symbol, a testament to their connection.

Since his fingers were so straight, long, and beautiful, he thought anything would look good…

As Hakyung was narrowing down a few candidates, a ring with a large dragon engraved on it caught his eye.

My goodness, it was the perfect ring for the CEO!

The dragon, a symbol of power and authority, seemed to resonate with Muheon’s imposing aura.

It was grand, impressive, and unapologetically bold, everything Hakyung thought a ring for the “Imugi of the West Sea” should be.

“This one! Show me this one!” 

Hakyung exclaimed, his voice filled with an almost childlike enthusiasm, pointing decisively at the striking piece. 

His previous composure in bargaining vanished, replaced by an unbridled excitement.

“Oh…? This dragon ring?” 

The merchant, slightly taken aback by the sudden shift in Hakyung’s demeanor, confirmed, his eyes widening slightly at the expensive choice. 

This was a high-value item, and he was eager to see if the sale would go through.

“No, the thickest one next to it!” 

Hakyung corrected, his focus entirely on the grandest, most substantial piece of jewelry. 

He wanted something that truly commanded attention, something that would unequivocally announce Muheon’s status and power.

Hakyung chose the thickest and most substantial one among the dragon rings. 

‘If you’re a man, you should wear a ring of that thickness! Especially as the Imoogi of the West Sea!’ 

Hakyung prioritized the CEO’s pride above all else. 

He envisioned the ring as a statement piece, a fitting adornment for a powerful being like Muheon. 

He imagined it glittering on Muheon’s hand, drawing awe and respect from all who saw it.

He was so caught up in the symbolism and grandiosity that he completely overlooked the practicalities of wearability or, more importantly, Muheon’s personal taste.

However, it was a miss in that he hadn’t considered the actual wearer’s preference at all.

For Muheon, who usually pursued neatness, simplicity, and minimalism in everything, a dragon ring, especially one glittering with all sorts of gems, was like an ugly monstrosity that made him frown.

He preferred clean lines, understated elegance, and functional design.

The ornate, flamboyant dragon ring was anathema to his aesthetic sensibilities.

He found it difficult to understand why Hakyung would pick such a thing out of dozens of rings, especially when there were so many simpler, more elegant options available.

He had always believed in form following function, and this ring seemed to exist solely for ostentation.

However, before entering the store, he had agreed to Hakyung’s words, “You’re only supposed to move when I ask for your hand, so you need to keep yourself in check,” so he couldn’t say whether he liked it or not.

He had made a promise, and he intended to keep it, even if it meant enduring a gaudy piece of jewelry. 

He stood silently, his expression neutral, allowing Hakyung to continue his selection.

The jewelry store owner felt the same as Muheon. 

For such a refreshing couple to wear… it felt a bit excessive. 

He too, with his years of experience in the trade, recognized the mismatch between the couple’s refined appearance and the over-the-top design of the dragon ring. 

He wondered if Hakyung truly understood the unspoken language of jewelry, or if he was simply captivated by the most prominent piece.

Hakyung, who, like a truck with broken brakes, paid no mind to their displeased reactions and was putting the ring on the CEO’s hand, paused only after hearing the price. 

His excitement had blinded him to any subtle cues of disapproval from either Muheon or the merchant. 

He was so consumed by the idea of the “perfect” ring for his CEO that he hadn’t considered the financial implications until the number was uttered.

“Uh, how much?”

Hakyung’s voice was a mere whisper, his hand freezing mid-air as the reality of the cost slammed into him.

The grand vision of the dragon ring shattered into a million tiny pieces.

“The price of gold has gone up recently, and labor costs have also increased quite a bit. This is five don of gold, plus craftsmanship fees…”

The merchant rattled off the explanation, sensing Hakyung’s shock and attempting to justify the exorbitant sum.

He hoped to reassure Hakyung that the price was fair, given the current market conditions.

One ring was nearly his entire month’s salary.

Hakyung’s hands trembled, the weight of the potential purchase suddenly crushing.

He had to give living expenses to his grandmother, send his siblings to cram school, and considering the various savings he had just started, the money he had was nowhere near enough.

The harsh reality of his financial obligations crashed down upon him, extinguishing the fiery enthusiasm that had just moments ago consumed him.

‘This was perfect…!’

He was filled with regret, a profound sense of disappointment that he couldn’t afford the grand gesture he had envisioned.

But it was easy for a wren to tear its crotch trying to follow a stork.

A splendid Kang Dol-gorae was one who knew when to retreat.

He recognized the futility of chasing a dream that was far beyond his current reach.

It was a painful but necessary realization.

In the end, Hakyung bought two thin gold rings embedded with artificial sesame diamonds.

Even artificial diamonds, being diamonds, were quite expensive.

He compromised, choosing something that was still beautiful and symbolic, but within his financial means.

The glimmer of the small, artificial diamonds was a pale imitation of the grand dragon, but it was a sacrifice he was willing to make.

The cost was still significant, a substantial dent in his hard-earned money.

A short moment, less than 30 seconds.

His salary instantly drained away, leaving him feeling hollow. Still, he decided to be satisfied with the fact that he could share wedding rings with the CEO.

Even though the CEO was the one who gave him his salary. 

He looked at the rings, then at Muheon, and a small, bittersweet smile touched his lips. 

It wasn’t the dragon ring, but it was a symbol of their bond, and that was enough for now.

“CEO, I’ll get you the dragon ring next time, for our wedding anniversary. Right now… I’m sorry, I don’t have the means.” 

Hakyung apologized, his voice tinged with a hint of embarrassment and regret. 

He wanted Muheon to know that his intentions were grand, even if his wallet wasn’t.

“It’s okay. This is pretty too.” 

Muheon said, his voice soft and reassuring, a gentle smile gracing his lips. 

He genuinely preferred the simpler design, and Hakyung’s thoughtful gesture, regardless of the cost, touched him deeply. 

He valued the sentiment far more than the material value of the ring.

“It’s because your hands are pretty, CEO, everything looks good on them.” 

Hakyung’s face brightened instantly, his earlier dejection vanishing as he beamed at Muheon. 

He found comfort in Muheon’s acceptance, and his compliment made Hakyung’s heart flutter.

Fortunately, there were rings that fit their finger sizes, so they could put them on and leave immediately instead of placing an order. 

This small convenience, a blessing in disguise, meant they didn’t have to wait to solidify their commitment.

Hakyung lifted Muheon’s left hand and waved it in front of his eyes, grinning broadly. 

The thin gold band gleamed on Muheon’s elegant finger, a testament to their connection.

Wearing the same rings like this made them feel like a real married couple, as if they could be eternally intertwined and together.

The simple act of wearing matching rings transformed their relationship, giving it a tangible symbol of unity and belonging.

He finally understood why people in love wore couple items, why these small tokens held such immense emotional weight.

It wasn’t just about the aesthetics; it was about the shared identity, the visible declaration of their bond.

Muheon also much preferred this ring to the previous dragon ring.

The current simple ring also suited the Kang Dol-gorae’s small, white hand much better than the ridiculously large dragon ring.

He admired the understated elegance of the thin gold band, appreciating its subtlety and grace.

It felt right, a perfect match for his own refined taste and for Hakyung’s delicate hands.

“You know you’re a married man now, right, CEO? Just try taking that ring off.”

Hakyung teased, a playful glint in his eyes, emphasizing the permanence of their newfound status.

He wanted to make sure Muheon understood the implications of the ring, the symbolic chain that now bound them.

“Understood. The same goes for you; don’t go smiling freely anywhere.”

Muheon retorted, a hint of possessiveness in his voice, mirroring Hakyung’s playful challenge.

He too understood the unspoken rules of their new relationship, the delightful boundaries that came with such a profound commitment.

“I’m not that easygoing a Kang Dol-gorae, you know?”

Hakyung huffed, as if wronged, though a small smile played on his lips. 

Anyone who saw his behavior towards others would know that he only put in so much effort for the CEO.

He was fiercely loyal, and his every action, every thought, seemed to revolve around Muheon.

His playful indignation was a testament to his deep affection.

Hakyung seemed unaware that Muheon sometimes teased him because of his trembling reactions, his genuine and endearing responses to Muheon’s playful jabs. 

Muheon found Hakyung’s earnestness incredibly charming, a delightful contrast to his own composed demeanor.

“Y-you too, CEO, don’t be too nice to just anyone.” 

Hakyung stammered, suddenly serious, a flicker of insecurity crossing his face. 

He remembered the ease with which Muheon had initially “picked him up,” and a tiny seed of doubt, however irrational, began to sprout. 

He wanted to be special, to be the only one.

“Me?” 

Muheon asked, genuinely surprised by the sudden shift in Hakyung’s tone. 

He couldn’t recall a single instance where he had been “too nice” to anyone other than Hakyung.

“Huh? Honestly, our first meeting was like that too. If it wasn’t me but someone else squatting in that building, you would’ve picked them up again, wouldn’t you, CEO? Luring them with that handsome face!” 

Hakyung’s voice rose slightly, a touch of genuine worry in his tone. 

He envisioned Muheon’s charming smile captivating others, and a pang of jealousy, fleeting but real, tightened his chest.

“No way. I picked you up because it was Kang Hakyung. I wouldn’t have even looked at anyone else.” 

Muheon earnestly defended himself, though he didn’t know why his cute husband was suddenly so angry. 

No, it wasn’t a defense, it was the truth. 

His words were not just an attempt to appease Hakyung; they were a heartfelt declaration of his unique attraction. 

If it hadn’t been the scent emanating from Kang Hakyung or his round, cute crown, Muheon’s gaze wouldn’t have been drawn in that direction at all.

He still found it peculiar how Kang Hakyung had a sweet scent instead of the typical fishy smell of land beast-people, a delightful anomaly that had captivated him from the very beginning.

At Muheon’s explanation, Hakyung’s highly raised eyebrows instantly returned to their place, and the corners of his mouth gently curled upwards.

The anger, the brief flicker of insecurity, vanished as quickly as it appeared, replaced by an overwhelming sense of relief and joy.

Hakyung, who had transformed from an angry Kang Dol-gorae to a shy Kang Dol-gorae, fidgeted, holding Muheon’s finger, his heart swelling with happiness.

“So, CEO, you really fell for me at first sight, huh?”

The prolonged ending of his words showed how happy he was, drawing out the question as if savoring each syllable.

He wanted to hear it again, to reaffirm the incredible truth of Muheon’s affection.

Muheon brought up something he had repeatedly said before.

“I told you. I fell for you ever since I saved you when you were little.”

He reiterated the long-standing truth, a love story that had begun in childhood, predating Hakyung’s conscious memory.

“Oh my… CEO, honestly!”

Hakyung fanned his reddened cheeks with his hand, grinning widely, a mixture of disbelief and pure delight on his face.

The idea that their connection stretched back so far, to his very earliest memories, was almost too good to be true.

Thinking of all the things he had wasted on the fake savior, Kim Taeyoung, made anger surge, a momentary flash of bitterness for the deception. 

But then remembering that perhaps he and the CEO had been connected since they were very young made his whole body melt, the resentment dissolving into an overwhelming warmth.

The past deceptions paled in comparison to the profound and enduring truth of their bond.

“Let’s go now.”

Muheon said, a hint of impatience in his voice, his eyes gleaming with a new purpose.

“Uh… Are we going back already? Can’t we at least have a meal to celebrate becoming a married couple?” 

Kang Hakyung was usually a diligent employee, focused and dedicated to his tasks, but today was a bit special. 

His mind was not on work; it was entirely consumed by the joyous occasion.

Since they were already in the heart of Seoul, how nice would it be to drink some delicious coffee and chat about their rosy future and the beautiful flower path that lay ahead? 

Seriously, the CEO had no romance in him whatsoever! 

Hakyung’s lips were just about to pout, disappointment threatening to overshadow his joy. 

He wanted to prolong the celebration, to bask in the glow of their new status, but Muheon seemed intent on cutting it short.

Hakyung’s face brightened, as if he had never intended to pout. 

Just as he was about to move, holding Muheon’s hand on one side and his phone on the other, the man stopped briefly and whispered into his ear. 

His heart soared at the unexpected turn, anticipating a romantic outing.

“We’re not going to a cafe; we’re going straight to a hotel.” 

Muheon’s voice was a low murmur, laden with an unspoken promise.

A hotel?! 

Hakyung was startled by the word, something he hadn’t imagined. 

Going there in broad daylight, what, what were they planning to do?! 

Hakyung’s surprised heart thumped, a rapid drumbeat against his ribs, and the tiny breathing hole on the crown of his head also fluttered, betraying his sudden excitement and nervousness. 

The innocent idea of a celebratory meal was instantly replaced by a far more intimate and thrilling prospect.


Muheon gently touched Hakyung’s stiff ear with his hand, his touch a comforting reassurance.

“Kang Hakyung gave me a ring, so I should do something too. Let’s go on our honeymoon.”

His words were soft, yet firm, leaving no room for misinterpretation.

“H-honeymoon?”

Hakyung stammered, the word heavy with implication, his mind racing to catch up with Muheon’s unexpected proposal.

“Yes. Did you pack what Dokgo Jin gave you?”

Muheon confirmed, his gaze intense, anticipating Hakyung’s answer.

He knew exactly what Dokgo Jin had given Hakyung, and he had been subtly planning this moment for a while.

Hakyung recalled the lucky pouch carefully placed deep inside the bag he had brought and nodded vigorously.

It was thanks to him diligently heeding his grandmother’s words that he should always be prepared for anything, anywhere.

The pouch, containing essential items for any unexpected journey, now seemed like a prophetic inclusion.

Hakyung swallowed hard and poked his husband’s side with a sly smile, a silent but clear message.

It meant he wanted to go on their honeymoon quickly, eager to embrace the intimacy and adventure that awaited them.



 
  Chapter 70: Daytime Rendezvous





The hotel, which hummed with activity throughout the daylight hours, transformed its aura as evening descended. 

While many patrons had simply been enjoying a meal in the restaurant, Hakyung, his lips curved in a subtly lewd smile, perceived a deeper narrative. 

“Such a love-filled Korea!” he mused, a competitive gleam flickering in his eyes. 

He was determined not to be outdone in the realm of affection.

“Boss, let’s hurry. We need to be the most diligent. Where should we get a room?” 

Hakyung urged, practically vibrating with anticipation, his eagerness almost palpable.

Muheon, ever the picture of composure, guided Hakyung to a quieter, more secluded spot before gracefully approaching the reception desk. 

Hakyung, meanwhile, found his gaze irresistibly drawn to his boss’s exceptionally striking back, a figure of effortless elegance. 

His eyes sharpened, becoming a vigilant sentinel, meticulously scanning the surroundings for anyone who might dare to cast an admiring glance Muheon’s way. 

Muheon, seemingly oblivious to Hakyung’s simmering anxiety and possessive watchfulness, offered a polite nod to the sweetly smiling hotel staff member and then engaged her in what Hakyung perceived as an unnecessarily prolonged and intimate conversation.

As the minutes stretched into what felt like an eternity for Hakyung, his initial excitement began to curdle, slowly transforming into a simmering annoyance. 

“He just needs to pay and get the key, what could he possibly have so much to talk about…!” 

Hakyung fumed inwardly, on the very verge of snorting with exasperation, a tell-tale sign of his growing impatience. 

Just as he was about to erupt, a breathless protest spilling from his lips, Muheon finally returned, a card key dangling from his fingers, having at last concluded his seemingly interminable chat.

Their eyes met, Hakyung’s having been fixed on Muheon’s every move throughout the entire ordeal. Immediately, Hakyung skillfully softened his gaze, his expression melting into one of tender affection, and extended his arm towards Muheon.

The ring on his left fourth finger, a symbol of their bond, gleamed, catching the ambient light and sparkling with a silent promise.

Muheon’s subsequent melt-like sweet smile instantly dissolved the last vestiges of Hakyung’s anger, replacing it with a fluffy, cotton-candy-like wave of pure, unadulterated affection.

Hakyung beamed back, his smile mirroring Muheon’s, and quickly, eagerly, took Muheon’s hand in his.

“Boss, who were you trying to pick up, walking so coolly and nodding so prettily?”

Hakyung chided playfully, a hint of mock sternness in his tone, utterly unable to resist the urge to tease. 

Muheon was simply too attractive, too effortlessly charming; he always needed careful monitoring, a possessive eye kept on him. 

Hakyung’s charming, yet undeniably possessive, nagging continued, a familiar melody between them.

Muheon, to Hakyung’s immense delight, readily agreed and nodded obediently, a picture of contrite submission. 

His nod was even grander, more exaggerated, than the one he’d given the hotel staff member moments earlier, a clear signal of his complete devotion. 

With this gesture, the last peanut-sized bit of lingering disappointment in Hakyung’s heart completely vanished, replaced by a soaring lightness. 

Hakyung, now a cheerful, strong dolphin once more, radiating happiness, stood intimately close to Muheon as they ascended in the elevator, their bodies almost touching.

“Wow, it’s really going up. Our room must be high up,” Hakyung exclaimed, his voice filled with childlike wonder, pressing closer to Muheon.

“Yeah. Fortunately, there was a vacant room,” Muheon replied, his voice a low rumble, a soothing balm to Hakyung’s eager spirit.

“I see,” Hakyung murmured, already lost in thought, his imagination taking flight.

The night view they’d witnessed in Incheon had been magnificent, a glittering tapestry of city lights, but Hakyung wondered how much more breathtaking, how infinitely more spectacular, the vista from the very top of a towering building in the vibrant heart of Seoul would be. 

His boss, standing before such an astounding backdrop, silhouetted against the dazzling cityscape, would be even more delicious—no, handsome, Hakyung quickly corrected himself, a blush creeping up his neck.

Hakyung’s cheeks flushed a deeper and deeper red, a testament to the surging emotions within him.

Overflowing with this burgeoning, delightful feeling, Hakyung tilted his head to the side and began to hum a small, sweet tune. 

He sang only to himself, the lyrics indistinct, a private melody, but he imagined it sounded utterly cute and fun, even unheard by anyone else.

Muheon, by way of complimenting Hakyung’s spontaneous song, gently brought Hakyung’s small, white hand to his lips and kissed it, a tender gesture that spoke volumes. 

Hakyung’s small shoulders shivered with a delicious, ticklish sensation at the unexpected intimacy.

“Let’s get off,” Muheon murmured, his voice a quiet invitation, as the elevator reached their floor.

The elevator doors parted silently, revealing a pristine hallway, and Muheon led Hakyung out, his hand still clasped firmly in Hakyung’s.

As Hakyung followed his boss inside the room, his mouth fell wide open in undisguised awe.

Before he could even properly register the expansive, glittering view of the city, his mind was utterly captivated, completely enthralled, by the exquisitely beautiful and luxuriously decorated space that unfolded before him.

Every surface his eyes landed upon, every intricate detail, was both unfamiliar and exquisitely beautiful, a feast for his senses.

It was even more interesting, he mused, to see that each hotel they visited possessed a distinct and unique decorating style, a testament to their individuality.

Hakyung’s eyes darted around the room, taking in every detail, yet he remained unmoving from his spot, rooted in place by sheer wonder, while Muheon, ever the affectionate one, was already busy embracing Hakyung’s slender body from behind, peppering his neck and shoulders with soft, lingering kisses.

“Ah, that tickles,” Hakyung giggled, squirming slightly in Muheon’s embrace, a delightful tremor running through him.

“Yeah. We should move quickly. The bedroom is to the right,” Muheon murmured, his voice a low, teasing growl in Hakyung’s ear, his intentions abundantly clear.

“Just let me look around a bit,” Hakyung pleaded, his curiosity still piqued, wanting to savor every detail of their magnificent surroundings.

“No,” Muheon replied, a playful firmness in his voice, his patience for sight-seeing evidently at its limit.

Muheon grumbled playfully, a sound of mock exasperation, then, with surprising ease, scooped Hakyung up into his arms and strode purposefully into the bedroom.

Hakyung, despite his mild disappointment at not being able to explore the luxurious suite further, rubbed his cheek against Muheon’s strong shoulder and chuckled contentedly.

It felt, he thought, like watching a playful puppy that simply couldn’t resist the allure of delicious food, an endearing image.

Lately, for reasons he couldn’t quite pinpoint, whenever he looked at his boss, a warm, large, incredibly affectionate puppy came to mind before the terrifying, cold image of an Imugi, a mythical serpent.

Hakyung, who inwardly teased his boss by mentally dubbing him “Imu-mung”, raised his palm and gently stroked Muheon’s soft, black hair, his fingers tangling in the silken strands.

After a few soothing strokes of his boss’s hair, a large, inviting bed appeared before them, its plush surface beckoning.

All the walls surrounding the bed were magnificent floor-to-ceiling windows, offering a truly magnificent and expansive city view below.

This was Seoul, after all, a city that glittered like a scattered handful of diamonds after dusk.

“The night is prettier. Look at it at night,” Muheon advised softly, his voice full of promise, imagining Hakyung’s delighted reaction.

“Okay, I got it,” Hakyung responded, his voice breathless with anticipation, already eager for the breathtaking spectacle.

Muheon gently lowered Hakyung onto the plush surface of the bed, and his hands, which had been so careful moments before, became surprisingly quick and deft.

It didn’t take long at all to remove Hakyung’s thin clothes, each garment shed with practiced ease.

In an instant, Hakyung’s fair, white body was exposed, shimmering in the soft light of the room.

This wasn’t their first, second, or even third time baring themselves so completely before each other, so Hakyung naturally, without hesitation, reached for his boss’s clothes, helping him shed his own garments.

The two, now facing each other, utterly unclad save for the bare necessities, amicably made their way into the spacious, opulent bathroom.

They washed themselves thoroughly from head to toe, luxuriating in the rich, fragrant foam that enveloped their bodies.

Hakyung’s wet hair, which had been a light pink when dry, deepened to a darker, richer shade, reminiscent of damp cotton candy, its sweetness still evident.

Even without his usual fluffy hair, Kang Hakyung exuded an undeniable cuteness, an innate charm that Muheon found utterly irresistible.

When Muheon tenderly pushed Hakyung’s wet hair back from his face, his round, smooth forehead appeared, a tempting expanse of skin.

Muheon, unable to resist the sudden impulse, gently bit his forehead, a playful nip.

Just kissing wasn’t enough, it seemed, to fully satisfy his burgeoning, intense desire.

Hakyung, startled by the sudden, unexpected bite on his forehead, made a bewildered expression, his eyes wide with surprise, and then burst out laughing, a clear, melodious sound that filled the steamy air.

“Boss, do you know you’re like a real puppy whenever you do this? Who bites someone’s forehead?!” he exclaimed, a note of amused incredulity in his voice.

“Think of me as a puppy,” Muheon responded, his voice low and husky, a playful challenge in his tone, his eyes glinting mischievously.

Muheon, in front of his beloved “strong dolphin,” cast aside all pretense and pride, all the carefully constructed facades of his public persona.

He paid no mind to Hakyung treating him like a playful puppy, focusing instead, with singular intensity, on tasting the soft, delicate flesh that lay so invitingly before him.

Muheon, who had been playfully nibbling and teasing various parts of Hakyung’s body, his lips leaving a trail of tantalizing sensations, at some point began to use his tongue instead of his lips, a more direct, more insistent form of exploration.

His pointed tongue insistently licked Hakyung’s white nape, tracing a searing path down his spine.

A small, involuntary moan escaped Hakyung’s lips as he chuckled, a sound of pure indulgence, willingly surrendering to Muheon’s playful yet undeniably passionate advances.

Beneath the hot, swirling steam of the shower, the two shared an even hotter, more intimate moment, their desires intertwining and escalating.

Even for a “strong dolphin,” known for his vigor and playful energy, moving intensely and passionately under the shower for over an hour was utterly exhausting.

Hakyung, now completely soaked and shriveled like a sweet plum, lay sprawled languidly on the vast bed, breathing heavily, his chest rising and falling with each labored breath.

Muheon, on the other hand, seemed to be full of boundless energy, as if he hadn’t just been playing in the ocean, a stark contrast to Hakyung’s delightful exhaustion.

Since their natural stamina levels were clearly, undeniably different, Hakyung was about to suggest a short break, a momentary respite, when Muheon leaned over him, his powerful body hovering above Hakyung’s smaller frame.

Fearing that putting his full weight on Hakyung would make the already wobbly and delightfully tired boy even more fatigued, he supported himself on his elbows, his strong arms bearing his weight, and only lowered his lips, his gaze fixed on Hakyung’s flushed face.

“J-Just a moment. Is there no break time?”

Hakyung gasped, trying to catch his breath, his voice barely a whisper, a plea for a brief pause.

“Nope. No break. I told you, we’re on our honeymoon, remember?”

Muheon’s voice was a low rumble, laced with a playful possessiveness, a gentle reminder of the blissful purpose of their visit.

“But… I don’t even have the strength to move a finger right now,” Hakyung protested weakly, his voice a soft murmur of exhaustion, yet still tinged with a hint of playful complaint.

“Just stay still, and I’ll take care of it,” Muheon grinned, a glint of unbridled desire in his dark eyes, and deftly grabbed Hakyung’s hand to hold it still.

Holding Hakyung’s slender wrist was easily done with just one of Muheon’s large, strong hands, a testament to the difference in their builds.

Hakyung, whose wrists were suddenly clasped and held captive, blinked rapidly, a flicker of bewildered surprise in his expressive eyes.

He was going to stay still anyway, he thought to himself, a resigned acceptance settling over him, so why was Muheon holding his wrists like this, restricting his movement?

Hakyung looked up at Muheon with a bewildered expression, his brow slightly furrowed in confusion, but Muheon’s eyes had already turned pitch black, to an unfathomable depth that sent a thrilling shiver down Hakyung’s spine, a clear indication of the intensity of his desire.

“Wow, Boss is really… dangerous right now…”

Hakyung swallowed hard, a mix of apprehension, excitement, and a thrilling sense of vulnerability bubbling within him.

It was obvious that saying no wouldn’t work, even if he wanted to, and besides, he didn’t intensely dislike it.

Being close to his boss, being consumed by his passion, was always fun and happy, a comfort and thrill wrapped into one irresistible package.

As Hakyung, who had been subtly trying to pull his clasped wrists free, finally became still, his resistance melting away, Muheon’s lips curved even further upwards, a slow, predatory, yet undeniably affectionate smile spreading across his face.

He licked his own lips with his tongue, a gesture that sent a fresh wave of heightened anticipation through Hakyung, then began to truly savor his “strong dolphin.”

He gnawed playfully, leaving tingling sensations in his wake, licked tantalizingly, and sucked on Hakyung’s cute forehead, his adorable nose, his pretty lips, and his plump cheeks, satisfying his desires to his heart’s content, a slow, deliberate exploration of Hakyung’s captivating features.

It was fortunate, Hakyung realized with a blush, that they had washed themselves thoroughly first; if Muheon had started biting and sucking like this right after they entered, Hakyung might have exploded from sheer embarrassment, unable to contain his blushes and blushes.

With his hands held captive, Hakyung couldn’t touch his boss’s broad shoulders or his muscular neck, and he stamped his feet softly in frustration, a small, endearing protest against his delightful predicament.

He also wanted to hug his lover, to wrap his arms around Muheon and return the fervent intimacy, the boundless passion.


“Why is it that I never get tired of eating you every day?”

Muheon murmured, his voice husky with desire, his lips brushing against Hakyung’s soft skin, sending delicious shivers through him.

“W-What are you eating…! Oh, there!”

Hakyung gasped, a flush spreading across his chest, his voice a breathless whisper of mingled surprise and delight.

He grumbled playfully, “I’m not even white rice…!” then raised his voice sharply when Muheon’s lips, with exquisite precision, touched his earlobe.

Hakyung, who loved singing and listening to music, was particularly ticklish and sensitive around his earlobes.

It was one of those exquisitely vulnerable spots that made him shiver with just a light touch, sending waves of pure sensation through him.

So, when Muheon began to roll Hakyung’s round earlobe in his mouth, a slow, sensual torment, in this exquisitely intimate situation, it was only natural for Hakyung’s voice to rise, a breathless sound of pleasure, surprise, and burgeoning desire.

Even after Hakyung’s reactions turned more overtly sensual, a testament to the escalating passion between them, Muheon continued to torment him delightfully by rolling his round earlobe around in his mouth for a long time, drawing out the exquisite sensation, before finally raising his gaze to look directly into Hakyung’s eyes.

A tiny, yet immensely satisfying, sense of triumph and profound contentment bloomed within Muheon as Hakyung’s face turned a deep, delicious pink, a perfect match for his now damp hair, a clear sign of his arousal.

The way Hakyung, now completely accustomed to Muheon’s playful and passionate actions, reacted as he did, surrendering to the overwhelming sensations, was both admirable and deeply endearing to Muheon, fueling his desire even further.

However, Muheon hadn’t brought Hakyung here just to taste this small satisfaction, delightful and intoxicating as it was.

His desires, accumulated over a long time, a slow burn of yearning, wouldn’t easily disappear with a few kisses and playful bites, no matter how exquisite. Muheon did not hide his greed, his profound hunger for Hakyung, a hunger that permeated his very being.

To obtain everything from Kang Hakyung, who looked up at him with clear, trusting, and now passion-glazed eyes, Muheon willingly and eagerly moved his body, his movements precise and purposeful, ready to delve into the deepest, most intimate depths of their shared passion, to claim every last bit of Hakyung for himself.



 
  Chapter 71: Playful Teasing





After nibbling at his earlobe for a long time, Muheon’s lips slowly descended, a deliberate, sensual exploration that promised deeper intimacy.

He meticulously licked Hakyung’s slender nape, a delicate landscape of skin that seemed as if it could be held in one hand, a stark and captivating contrast to the powerful strength contained within Muheon’s own grip.

Since Hakyung was inherently sensitive to cold, it was both pitiful and exquisitely adorable how he would flinch, a tiny, involuntary shiver, whenever Muheon’s tongue made contact with his skin.

Each subtle shiver that ran through Hakyung’s frame, a testament to his heightened sensitivity, only spurred Muheon to lick him even more carefully, more patiently, with an almost reverent tenderness, until Hakyung was no longer surprised by the feel and the gentle warmth of his tongue.

Muheon desired for Hakyung to grow utterly accustomed to his touch, to welcome it without reservation, to yearn for it as a natural extension of their burgeoning connection.

“Ah…!”

The sound was a soft gasp, a breath caught in his throat, a whisper of burgeoning pleasure.

It was impossible for Hakyung to see the faint, glistening marks Muheon was leaving on his neck, small, tell-tale proofs of his burgeoning affection and possessiveness.

Amidst his daze, a pleasant, all-encompassing haze that settled over his senses, blurring the edges of reality, Hakyung let out a hollow laugh, a sound of pure, unadulterated contentment.

Looking closely, it seemed even his boss, usually so composed and impeccably rational in every situation, wasn’t entirely in control of himself when they were alone like this, stripped bare of their usual facades.

Though for Hakyung himself, his emotions, a tumultuous sea of feeling, usually overtook his reason when it came to his boss, even when it wasn’t a moment as profoundly intimate as this.

He was hopelessly, delightfully, irrevocably smitten, lost in the gravitational pull of Muheon’s presence.

Anyway, it was undeniably enjoyable, a deep, satisfying pleasure, to see his boss’s rather proud face, a subtle smirk playing on his lips, a silent declaration of his absolute satisfaction with his handiwork.

So, Hakyung gently tapped Muheon’s thigh with his heel, a small, encouraging gesture, a playful nudge.

It was the best compliment he could possibly give with his hands held, bound by Muheon’s gentle but firm grip, a secret language only they truly understood, a silent communication of desire and approval.

“Boss, now my chest, huff, please suck on it a bit.”

The request, though undeniably bold, was delivered with a hint of a plea, a vulnerable undertone that made it all the more compelling.

“Mmm.”

Muheon’s response was a low hum, a deep, resonant sound, an immediate affirmation that sent a thrilling shiver of anticipation through Hakyung’s entire being.

“Don’t just… answer!”

Hakyung’s voice held a playful admonishment, a feigned irritation that barely masked his underlying impatience.

He thrust out his chest, which had been throbbing and tingling with a pleasant ache for a while, yearning desperately for Muheon’s touch, for the promise of relief.

Since he was told to stay absolutely still, a delightful torture, he simply lay there, only his lips moving, articulating his desires with an almost childlike honesty.

Even with the “strong dolphin’s” bold request, Muheon nodded without showing any sign of displeasure, a silent promise of immediate gratification.

He found Hakyung’s forthrightness utterly charming, a refreshing contrast to the usual subtleties and unspoken desires of their interactions.

It was a testament to the deepening comfort and trust between them.

He leaned down, his mouth closing over Hakyung’s round, cute chest, a gentle suction drawing a soft, breathy moan from Hakyung, a sound that resonated deep within Muheon.

While his mouth worked its magic, a sensual dance of tongue and lips, his hand, ever restless, ever seeking, began to touch Hakyung’s penis.

It was utterly adorable, a sight that warmed Muheon’s ancient heart, how it had already stiffened, a vibrant testament to Hakyung’s overflowing arousal, peeking up, eager for attention, a flag of desire raised high.

Hakyung had whined earlier about being tired and unable to do anything, a charming protest, yet just a light touch would make it stand up with enthusiastic readiness, proving, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that he was still remarkably young, full of vibrant, boundless energy and unadulterated desire.

Muheon rolled his thumb around the sensitive tip of the glans, a slow, deliberate motion that sent exquisite shivers through Hakyung.

As his fingers moved with practiced ease, a knowing choreography, Hakyung’s voice changed its tone, escalating into a series of breathless gasps and soft, yearning whimpers, each one a spur to Muheon’s own escalating desire.

Muheon moved his hands even more busily, a flurry of motion, taking Hakyung’s moans not just as sounds, but as a beautiful, captivating song, a symphony of pleasure, a melody that fueled his own desire, pushing him further.

Hakyung, too, breathed heavily, his chest rising and falling, accepting everything Muheon did for him sweetly, surrendering completely to the exquisite sensations that coursed through his body.

There was a profound, unspoken trust between them, an understanding so deep it transcended words, an intimacy that deepened with every touch, every shared breath, every silent communication.

“Does it hurt?”

Muheon asked, his voice a low rumble, a note of concern woven into its husky depth, as he stroked Hakyung’s wrist, which was still clasped gently in his powerful hand.

Hakyung shook his head, a slight, almost imperceptible movement against the pillow, and wiggled his fingers, playfully tickling the back of Muheon’s hand, a small act of defiance.

Although his wrist was held, the grip was so light, so tender, that it didn’t cut off circulation or cause any pain or soreness whatsoever.

Rather than his wrist hurting, it was his shoulder that ached slightly, a dull, persistent throb from holding his arm up as if he were being punished, a minor discomfort in the grand scheme of things.

Yet, even that fleeting discomfort was a small price to pay, a negligible cost for the profound pleasure he was experiencing.

Still, if not now, when would he get to make his boss move with just his mouth?

The thought brought a mischievous glint to his eyes, a spark of playful rebellion.

Thinking that good things were good, and this was undeniably a very, very good thing, Hakyung lifted his lips until his cheeks puffed out in a silent, playful challenge, an unspoken dare.

“It’s okay. Mmm, but how long are we going to be like this?”

He wanted more, much more, but the small ache in his shoulder was a gentle, insistent reminder of their current, slightly awkward position.

“Well… how long should we do it…?”

Muheon, with a mischievous smile that played on his lips, didn’t give a definitive answer, choosing instead to prolong Hakyung’s delightful anticipation, to draw out this exquisite moment.

He focused intently on what he was doing, his attention unwavering.

Because of that deliberate evasiveness, Hakyung had to squirm beneath him, a playful, frustrated struggle, without being able to voice his opinion that his shoulder ached, that he longed for a different position. 

Well, as long as his shoulder didn’t dislocate, a little muscle soreness was perfectly bearable, a small cost for such immense pleasure. 

Hakyung had already returned to his spirited state, his earlier fatigue completely forgotten amidst the surging waves of passion.

Chomp, chomp. 

A squelching sound echoed from his chest, a wet, rhythmic cadence, a testament to how long and thoroughly Muheon’s mouth had been there, leaving its warm, undeniable mark. 

Hakyung groaned, a low, guttural sound of deep satisfaction, gazing at his boss’s beautiful black hair, which now filled his vision, obscuring everything else, a captivating curtain. 

It hadn’t been long since he’d said he was okay, since he’d dismissed the discomfort, but already, an irresistible urge to reach out and touch that pretty hair, to run his fingers through its silken softness, overwhelmed him, an almost primal longing. 

Hakyung stared intently at the crown of Muheon’s head, his gaze filled with a longing so deep it was almost tangible, a raw, undeniable desire.

If Muheon had a soft spot on his crown, a vulnerable point, it would have surely fluttered with the sheer intensity of Hakyung’s persistent, burning gaze.

Of course, Muheon was an Imoogi, an ancient, powerful, mythical being, not a mere “strong dolphin,” so he didn’t notice Hakyung’s intense scrutiny at all, lost in his own actions, in the captivating rhythm of their shared pleasure.

“Euuugh, mm!”

As Muheon’s hand swept broadly down the shaft, a deliberate, sensual stroke that promised further delights, Hakyung trembled uncontrollably and let out a long, drawn-out moan, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure.

He knew, with a certainty born of shared experience and deepening intimacy, that after sweeping down, Muheon would inevitably move to touch his testicles.

The time Hakyung had spent with Muheon, every stolen moment, had significantly improved his learning ability, making him anticipate every next move, every subtle shift in Muheon’s touch.

When his “bells” were gently rolled by his boss’s cool hand, a delightful contrast to the heat building within him, his churning mind would magically calm down, the chaotic thoughts settling, and he would also get equally aroused, a delicious paradox of sensation that left him breathless.

As Hakyung expected, Muheon carefully touched the shaft before expertly cupping Hakyung’s small testicles in his palm, the cool sensation spreading below, sending delicious shivers through his core and making Hakyung’s gluteal muscles clench involuntarily, a testament to the intense pleasure.

“Hmph…!”

It was always fascinating to Muheon, a small source of quiet amusement, to see that Hakyung’s small buttocks had such surprisingly defined muscles, even if they were hidden beneath layers of soft, inviting skin.

Muheon spread his fingers and gently tapped Hakyung’s buttocks, a light, teasing touch that sent sparks through Hakyung’s body. 

His touch, though light, loosened the tense muscles, making them soft and pliant again quickly, like warm, yielding dough. 

Muheon’s handprints, faint but visible, temporary imprints of his touch, were left on his soft, beautiful mochi-like cheeks, a testament to the pressure he applied. 

No matter how much he tried to relax his grip, to lessen the pressure, seeing Hakyung’s pristine white buttocks made him instinctively apply more pressure, a primal urge wanting to leave his indelible mark, a temporary testament to his profound possession.

Hakyung, who already knew even that subtle desire in Muheon, that quiet urge to claim, bounced playfully on Muheon’s palm and chuckled softly, a light, airy sound that was pure joy.

A mixture of nasal sounds and laughter, a delightful symphony, reached Muheon’s ears, causing him to look up, his gaze, deep and knowing, meeting Hakyung’s.

“Why are you laughing?”

Muheon asked, a hint of curiosity mingling with amusement in his voice.

“Heh, Boss, you make a certain face every time you look at my butt.”

Hakyung’s eyes sparkled with mischievous amusement, a playful accusation.

“I do?”

Muheon feigned surprise, a practiced innocence, though a small, knowing smile played on his lips, betraying his true feelings.

“Hnnn, yeah!”

Hakyung nodded emphatically, a vigorous affirmation, then gently tapped Muheon’s thigh with his heel, a silent command for him to continue what he was doing, to prolong this exquisite torture.

A sigh-like laugh, a sound of deep contentment, escaped Muheon’s lips as he listened to Hakyung’s words, a soft sound of amusement and profound contentment.

Just as the boy had been tamed by him, willingly yielding to his desires, surrendering to his will, he too was slowly, delightfully, being tamed by the boy’s touch, by the boy’s vibrant body, by his playful spirit and his unwavering affection.

But that fact wasn’t embarrassing or unpleasant in the slightest; on the contrary, it was a source of immense pride.

He was filled with a profound delight and overwhelming amazement that Kang Hakyung, in all his captivating essence, existed in his subconscious, a constant, beautiful, and utterly irresistible presence.

Muheon, feeling even better, feeling an almost unbearable lightness, moved his upper body, his gaze fixed on Hakyung, leaning in to kiss his beautiful husband, a kiss filled with burgeoning love and overwhelming desire, a promise of everything to come.

While his mouth gave sweet and tender kisses, lingering on Hakyung’s lips, drawing out the delicious anticipation, his hand below relentlessly tormented Hakyung’s core and buttocks, a delightful duality of sensation that left Hakyung writhing with pleasure.

“Ah, ugh! Boss, huff…!”

Hakyung’s breath hitched, a soft, involuntary gasp escaping his lips. 

He realized his own position was becoming increasingly uncomfortable, a slight strain in his shoulders, a dull ache beginning to set in. 

He wondered momentarily if his boss was also very uncomfortable, given their intimately entwined position, their bodies pressed close. 

But after examining Muheon, who seemed perfectly at ease, his powerful limbs effortlessly arranged, he quickly concluded that he needn’t worry about his boss. 

Muheon’s limbs were so long and extended, so effortlessly graceful, so perfectly proportioned, that he didn’t seem at all uncomfortable in this demanding situation. 

Hakyung should worry about his own shoulders, which were beginning to protest more vehemently.

Muheon kissed Hakyung’s lips a few more times, a leisurely, deeply satisfying series of pecks, each one a testament to his affection, before finally releasing his arms. 

As his lightly held wrists were freed, Hakyung subtly glanced around, as if checking for unseen observers, a playful, almost mischievous gesture, before lowering his arms with a sigh of relief.

His arm muscles ached stiffly, a pleasant soreness that bespoke of their exertions, but not enough to make him frown or complain. 

“Boss, can I move around freely now?” he asked, his voice eager, filled with a renewed sense of energy.

“Hmm, has your stamina come back yet?” 

Muheon teased, a knowing glint in his eyes, a playful challenge in his tone.

“It came back a while ago! Look at my dick!” 

Hakyung pushed his hips out with an enthusiastic “eung-cha,” a sudden, energetic thrust, and his dick, now fully engorged and dangling vibrantly from his center, wiggled a playful greeting to Muheon, a bold, undeniable salutation.

Muheon, letting out an unintentional laugh, a genuine burst of amusement that surprised even himself, hugged Hakyung tightly and rolled once around the bed, their bodies intimately entwined, a seamless blend of limbs and desire.

Hakyung, finding himself rolling in Muheon’s powerful arms, looked bewildered for a moment, his eyes wide with surprise at the sudden movement, before joining his boss in a small, shared laugh, the sound filling the room with their joy.

Muheon was doing such cute things, such spontaneous, joyful actions, because he liked Hakyung, right?

The thought filled Hakyung with a warm, expansive feeling, a sense of profound happiness. 

Hakyung reached out and happily stroked Muheon’s black hair, which he hadn’t been able to touch before, reveling in its soft texture, its silken feel against his fingers. 

He also didn’t forget to spread his legs and wrap them securely around his boss’s waist, clinging to him like a cicada clinging to an old, sturdy tree, utterly content and utterly secure.

Muheon lightly lifted and lowered Hakyung, adjusting their positions slightly, and rolled once more, a fluid, sensual movement that seemed effortless. 

Even Muheon’s bird’s nest hair, usually a testament to his disheveled charm and casual indifference, looked perfectly decent, even appealing, with Hakyung’s soft, caressing touch, a transformation wrought by affection, making Hakyung fall for Muheon all over again, deeper than ever before, his heart swelling with love.

“Still, just stay still for now. This time, I’ll do everything.” 

Muheon’s voice was a soft command, a profound promise of exquisite pleasure to come.

“Okay!” 

Even though he was a “strong dolphin” with newly renewed energy, a playful nickname that suited his spirited nature and boundless vitality, he relaxed his body, yielding completely as his partner instructed, trusting Muheon implicitly, surrendering entirely to his desires. 

Then, he suddenly lifted his head, a mischievous thought striking him, and made a playful suggestion, his eyes sparkling.

“Shouldn’t I touch Boss’s dick too?” 

Hakyung wiggled his fingers, a silent, enticing invitation, and smacked his lips, anticipating the feel of Muheon’s formidable member.

It wasn’t cute like Kang Hakyung’s dick, nor was its number ordinary, a sly reference to Muheon’s legendary stamina and virility, his almost supernatural prowess, but he didn’t know why he was so eager to touch it every time, as if it were something truly amazing, a marvel of nature, a wonder to behold.

Muheon found Hakyung’s unique taste, his boundless fascination, difficult to understand at times, a charming enigma, but he didn’t stop him, not when Hakyung wanted to touch him so badly, when his desire was so palpable.

Muheon, with a gentle, guiding hand, led Hakyung’s small hand to his own center, guiding it with deliberate slowness, an act of intimate connection. 

Hakyung inhaled sharply with a “Hee-ik!”, a sound of delighted surprise, a small gasp of wonder, and then happily, confidently, began to massage Muheon’s dick, his fingers exploring with enthusiastic curiosity. 

It was hard to tell if Kang Hakyung was a natural, instinctively gifted in the art of pleasure, a true prodigy, or if Muheon’s dick was just too sensitive, getting hard so easily even without any particular technique, without any special skill. 

It was probably the latter. When it came to Kang Hakyung, Muheon was too sensitive, too easy, too utterly captivated, too hopelessly smitten.

He was profoundly glad Hakyung cherished him, that he held such genuine affection for him; if Hakyung had harbored any ill intentions, any malicious thoughts, any manipulative desires, Muheon would have lost everything, his immense power, his very existence, and turned into sea foam, a mere wisp of memory, like some other unfortunate Imoogi who had succumbed to love’s treacherous currents.

It was inevitable that a profound gratitude and overwhelming affection would well up for Kang Hakyung, whom he had chosen, and who, in turn, had so willingly chosen him, a perfect, beautiful symbiosis of souls, a destined pairing.

“Oh, wow, it’s so substantial. How much trouble did our Boss go through to save this?” H

akyung murmured, his voice filled with a genuine awe and a touch of playful concern as he continued his ministrations, his fingers moving with knowing intent.

“What…?”

Muheon’s brow furrowed slightly in confusion, a small frown marring his perfect features, caught off guard by the unexpected question.

“Don’t tell me… you didn’t save it? You used it freely?!” 

Hakyung, who had been happily touching Muheon’s dick just moments before, suddenly got angry again, a playful indignation flaring in his eyes, his voice rising in mock outrage. 

He hadn’t even answered yet, so why was Hakyung getting mad first…?

But it was so undeniably cute, so utterly charming, so perfectly Hakyung, that Muheon couldn’t bring himself to be anything but amused, a quiet chuckle rumbling in his chest.

So, it was fine, more than fine.

Muheon, explaining patiently that he had never done that, that he had indeed “saved” it, a precious treasure, a sacred trust, buried his nose in Hakyung’s hair, which was now dry and fragrant, smelling faintly of their shared passion.

The soft spot on the crown of Hakyung’s head twitched, a delicate protest against Muheon’s playful nuzzle. 


Even the soft spot on his crown was charmingly defiant, full of a spirited life. 

Muheon carefully covered it with his palm, a protective gesture, a silent promise of care, then opened his mouth and playfully bit Hakyung’s cute head, a gentle, teasing nip that sent a shiver of delight through Hakyung.

“Ow! First it was my forehead! Boss, are you really a puppy?!” 

Hakyung shrieked briefly, genuinely surprised, bitten in an unexpected place, his voice filled with playful indignation.

Muheon chuckled, a rich, deep sound that resonated through the room, at Hakyung’s dramatic reaction, finding endless amusement in his beloved’s theatricality and vibrant personality.

Even the time spent catching his breath before finally inserting himself felt incredibly sweet, deliciously prolonged by Hakyung’s delightful presence, every moment a cherished memory in the making.
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Muheon, who had thoroughly savored Hakyung’s hair and various parts of his face, lowered his lips.

As if he had been waiting, Hakyung received Muheon’s kiss and let out a soft giggle.

It was an innocent laugh, almost out of place for them being in the middle of sex.

To think he could enthusiastically thrust his hips with such a face, such a smile… the contrast only made Muheon more excited.

After a final, audible kiss to Hakyung’s small lips, Muheon firmly gripped his side.

Muheon didn’t bother checking his phone, leaving it untouched.

As a result, his notifications piled up.

He found himself thinking that he should take Hakyung for some good herbal medicine.

At the same time, Muheon opened his mouth.

“Ah!”

He took Hakyung’s cute pink cock, like his hair, into his mouth.

His mouth grew warm as he took in the cock, which was plump and taut from extreme excitement.

He ran his tongue along the shaft, taut as if it would cum at any moment, and lightly scraped the glans with the tip of his teeth, making Hakyung’s groans grow louder.

“S-Seo-jang-nim…! Ahh…”

Hakyung, who had been unable to move his arms earlier because his wrists were held, now reached out and tightly gripped Muheon’s shoulders.

He groaned uncontrollably as his stomach muscles tightened.

Hakyung shivered, pinching Muheon’s firm, cool shoulders.

He knew Muheon wouldn’t bite, but the sharp teeth touching the tip of his cock still sent shivers down his spine.

He felt like if he moved even slightly wrong, Muheon would gobble him up.

“Take it out…!”

Hakyung shook his head, telling him to stop.

He even lightly hit Muheon’s shoulder with his small fist.

Of course, the sensation didn’t hurt or even tickle, but Muheon deliberately raised an eyebrow.

He knew Hakyung would widen his eyes in surprise at such a small reaction.

“Does it hurt? H-Uh-huh…”

As expected, Hakyung, surprised by the slight frown, took his hand off Muheon’s shoulder.

Muheon shook his head with Hakyung’s cock still in his mouth.

Because of this, Hakyung’s cock swung from side to side, and his moan intensified once more.

With a sweet voice like a song, Muheon curled the corners of his lips and rubbed Hakyung’s glans against his palate and cheeks.

Hakyung trembled at the diverse sensations on his cock.

Still, he just gripped the bed sheet tightly, worried he might hurt “Seo-jang-nim” if he hit him again.

Muheon, who could clearly see what Hakyung was thinking, chuckled softly to himself.

When would Kang Hakyung realize his fists were weaker than cotton?

Of course, he had no intention of telling him, so he might never know…

While Muheon was affectionately sucking his husband’s cock, Hakyung’s toes, long past their limit, curled inward.

“Seo-jang-nim! It’s coming, I’m really going to cum…! Uh-huh!”

“Cum.”

Muheon replied, kneading Hakyung’s round testicles.

His pronunciation wasn’t perfect with the cock in his mouth, but he assumed Hakyung understood well enough.

Coming in his mouth was nothing new.

Each time, it was amusing to see Kang Hakyung turn red to his toes from embarrassment.

Because of this, Muheon didn’t remove the small cock from his mouth until Hakyung had cum.

Even though Hakyung knew Muheon was doing it on purpose, he held out as long as he could before finally cumming.

He wondered if that made it even better.

Even if Hakyung’s intention wasn’t that, the result was good anyway.

“Ughhh!”

Unable to hold it in any longer, Hakyung’s groan lengthened, and his lower abdomen convulsed.

Immediately, his mouth filled with a raw scent, and Muheon’s eyes curved in satisfaction.

Kang Hakyung’s cum always tasted good, no matter when he had it.

Hakyung, however, always cringed when he mentioned it.

Muheon swallowed what Hakyung had released, then meticulously licked up everything remaining on the cock.

He’d never even touched candy in his life, but his husband’s cock remained sweet, no matter how much he sucked it.

With a soft pop, Muheon removed Hakyung’s cock from his mouth and grinned.

His stomach was still trembling faintly from excitement, which made his appetite return.

“Hoo, hoo…!”

Hakyung, catching his breath, beckoned Muheon closer.

Thinking it meant for him to come closer, he leaned in and heard a small voice near his ear.

“Lie down here. I’ll suck you too.”

It was Kang Dolphin, unable to be indebted.

He was so grateful that Hakyung wanted to suck him right after catching his breath, but he preferred to repay this in a different way.

“It’s fine. Get some rest.”

“But I want to suck yours too, Seo-jang-nim… You’ve done everything, so I haven’t even properly touched Mu-il and Mu-i yet.”

“Are you going to keep using those names?”

“Why? They’re like my children.”

Mu-il, Mu-i.

These were the names Hakyung used for Muheon’s penis and testicles.

Whenever they did that, Hakyung would meticulously care for them like a mother bird tending to her chicks.

Muheon was trying to rein him in, as Hakyung seemed poised to even compose a song about Mu-il and Mu-i, but the stubborn Kang Dolphin wouldn’t listen.

In the end, Muheon was the one who surrendered.

There was a limit to how much he could stop Hakyung from cherishing his parts so much.

But still, it was unavoidable to feel embarrassed every time he heard those names.

It seemed better to change the subject quickly.

Muheon lifted Hakyung up and sat him on his thigh.

Then, he gently nibbled on Hakyung’s reddened earlobe again.

He also didn’t forget to fondle Hakyung’s buttocks.

Hakyung let out a happy sigh and rubbed his forehead against Muheon’s shoulder.

He was simple and cute.

“Where’s the one Dokgojin gave you?”

“Huh?”

“We should try it.”

“Oh, right! Just a moment!”

Hakyung practically rolled off Muheon’s thigh and stomped his feet.

His bouncy steps were full of anticipation.

His protruding buttocks wiggled with excitement too.

Watching him express joy with his whole body made Muheon automatically smile.

Unaware of the expression Muheon was making as he observed him, Hakyung crouched in front of his bag and hummed a tune.

“Let’s put in two. Two. Mu-il Mu-i, Mu-il Mu-i! Come on in, come on in.”

Naturally, this song too had no real depth and very intuitive lyrics.

Muheon chuckled, pressing his throbbing temples.

He wondered if he was really repeating the same lyrics twice just because he was putting in two?

Muheon, still reeling from the shock of the lyrics, was a mere mortal unable to comprehend Kang Dolphin’s profound artistic endeavor.

“Found it!”

Hakyung shouted, having found the lucky pouch he’d put deep in his bag.

Muheon also got up at the booming sound, as if he’d found the first prize in a treasure hunt.

After a few steps, Hakyung showed him the lucky pouch he’d brought. Inside, there was not only seaweed jelly but also a variety of other things.

Yet, all those many items were preparations for sex, which made Muheon chuckle again.

“You brought a lot.”

“Of course! You never know what might happen, so I always have to be prepared.”

“Good job.”

Muheon raised his hand and gently stroked Hakyung’s pink hair.

Hakyung, pleased by the compliment, kissed Muheon’s ring on his left hand.

Mwah, mwah, mwah!

The continuous sounds of kisses were ticklish and sweet.

Muheon also kissed Hakyung’s ring, and for a long time, they savored each other’s warmth.

***

Muheon’s long fingers stirred Hakyung’s hole.

The ring on his finger added a strange foreign sensation, making Hakyung furrow his brows.

Was the hole originally this sensitive, or had his senses improved because they’d been consistently doing this?

He couldn’t tell, but either way, it was slightly uncomfortable.

“Hnngh…!”

Then, his body jerked as Muheon’s fingers dug in with such force that Hakyung’s buttock flesh seemed to crumple.

Muheon’s mouth watered as if he had prey before him.

He focused on widening the inner walls, pressing firmly against the chewy, clinging flesh.

It was still too narrow to accommodate both of his cocks.

Muheon barely suppressed the urge to thrust right in and then squeezed in the jelly.

“Seo-jang-nim, are you going to use the seaweed jelly…?”

“Not yet.”

“Uh-huh, why?”

“It’s too tight.”

Muheon replied curtly, putting a little more force into the hand moving in and out of Hakyung’s hole.

Even as his whole bottom felt slick and the sweet scent made him feel languid, Hakyung groaned at the rough and strong hand rubbing against him.

Still, Muheon’s touch didn’t lessen or soften at all.

Hakyung also didn’t stop Muheon.

He was determined to take all of Seo-jang-nim today.

Hakyung reached out and tightly hugged Muheon’s neck.

When he clung to Seo-jang-nim like this and smelled his scent, he couldn’t think of anything.

He just wanted to stay like this forever.

Muheon was the same as Hakyung, continuously pressing his lips to the white body embraced in his arms.


Feeling Hakyung’s tense body gradually relax, Muheon finally inserted one more finger.

The hole, accommodating four fingers, stretched taut.

It seemed like it was time to prepare.

Muheon reached out and rummaged through the open lucky pouch, pulling out a small glass bottle.

Hakyung, who had been tightly closing his eyes, slightly lifted his eyelids and let out a small gasp.

“Hurry.”

A series of urging sounds flowed from Hakyung’s mouth, enchanted by the strange luminescence.
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Muheon gently soothed Hakyung, who was whining like a child presented with candy, and opened the bottle.

Simultaneously, a sweet and refreshing scent wafted out, and Hakyung practically drooled, his mouth watering.

Muheon carefully poured the gel onto his hand, ensuring not a single drop was spilled, then immediately inserted his fingers between Hakyung’s buttocks.

The hole, which had just accommodated many fingers, again easily welcomed his finger.

“W-What’s so good…? …?”

Hakyung’s eyes widened.

He had been about to say he wasn’t sure what was so good, in a slightly disappointed voice.

His arms, wrapped around Muheon’s neck, tightened.

Unable to say anything more, Hakyung crossed his thighs and made a flustered expression.

A hot, ticklish, and tingling sensation crept up from below.

The problem was that he felt it not on the skin his hand touched, but deeper inside, in the inner wall.

This was what “good” meant?

Hakyung, who hadn’t expected the seaweed gel to intensify pleasure so quickly, opened and closed his mouth.

He felt that if he tried to speak, only moans would spill out.

“Ugh… the feeling, it’s strange…!”

Muheon’s expression hardened further as he watched Hakyung squirm, flustered and unsure what to do below.

He worried Hakyung might pass out.

The gel’s performance was simply too good.

Dokgojin had boasted about it with a sly look every time he saw him…

It was even more potent than he’d imagined.

Muheon pulled out the fingers that had been fondling Hakyung’s hole.

Even that was a huge stimulus; a little drool trickled from the corners of Hakyung’s mouth as he groaned, “Hnnnngh.”

Muheon clicked his tongue briefly and licked the drool from Hakyung.

He could see tiny goosebumps forming where his tongue touched.

“Are you okay? Should I wipe it off?”

Muheon patted Hakyung’s cheek and asked, pointing below.

Even amidst his dazed state from the excessive pleasure, Hakyung quickly shook his head.

What kind of opportunity was this, to get it?

If not now, when would he ever be able to fully take Seo-jang-nim again?

Hakyung moved his trembling hand and grabbed Muheon’s penis.

It was a challenging size, not fitting entirely in one hand.

“Hurry, just, just poke it in, quickly, hmph!”

“Ha…!”

It was Hakyung, forcibly pulling Muheon’s cock.

Muheon let out a hollow laugh at the incredible power and lunged, biting Hakyung’s lips.

Hakyung struggled with the aggressive kiss but didn’t back down.

Instead, he eagerly lifted his hips, trying to align his flat stomach with Muheon’s.

Just a little gel had gone in, as if it were a primer, and the space between Hakyung’s buttocks was already slick with wetness.

Muheon rubbed the copious liquid with his palm.

The glistening skin looked quite good. Muheon, who didn’t try to suppress the corners of his lips rising, covered Hakyung’s hand that was holding his cock.

A nervous sigh escaped him as his palm touched the heated back of Hakyung’s hand.

Muheon perfunctorily stroked his cock, which Hakyung had been holding, then immediately positioned both glans at Hakyung’s hole.

No matter how soft and loosened it was, putting both in at once seemed impossible, so he intended to insert only one first.

But as if sensing his thoughts, Hakyung murmured softly.

“P-Put it all in.”

“All…?”

“One isn’t enough…!”

The sensation, bordering on pain, continued past mere tickling.

Hakyung only wanted Seo-jang-nim to intensely pound inside him.

Otherwise, he felt he might lose his mind at any moment.

With tears welling in his eyes and struggling, Hakyung, with what audacity, kept urging Muheon on.

He didn’t even know that Muheon was trying to go slowly for his sake.

However, Muheon wasn’t in a relaxed situation either, so he nodded.

“If it hurts, tell me. No, you might not be able to speak, so hit me.”

“Understood, just hurry…!”

At Hakyung’s urging, Muheon aligned both glans.

Perhaps due to the gel’s effect, the entrance was definitely more moist and soft than usual.

Muheon slowly put force into his hips.

The hole, which usually struggled with even one, was still only taking the glans, but it began to wriggle and swallow the cock.

“Ahhh…! Ugh…!”

Hakyung let out a small scream at the sensation of his lower body being stretched tightly.

No matter how effective the gel was, he hadn’t expected it not to hurt with two large penises entering, but it hurt quite a lot.

It felt not only like tearing, but he even worried his bones might be dislocated.

To lessen Hakyung’s pain even a little, Muheon took Hakyung’s small cock in his hand and stroked it.

This didn’t make the pain disappear completely, but the cock, in Seo-jang-nim’s hand, happily grew larger.

Thus, Muheon’s penis, gradually filling him from the glans, was soon entirely inside the hole.

Hakyung, noticing Muheon’s smooth pubic bone touching his buttocks, let out a thin breath.

“It-it’s in… Hnngh…”

His voice was trembling and filled with wetness, but it was also full of joy.

Hakyung sniffed, then kissed Muheon’s cheek.

Despite his pitiful and pathetic display of affection, Muheon’s shameless cock only grew larger and larger.

Was it because Hakyung coddled and gave it endless love?

Mu-il, Mu-i, Seo-jang-nim’s two cocks, grew in size on their own as soon as they entered, and now he could even feel the bulging veins.

The worry of “What if they don’t come out now?” filled Hakyung’s small head.

It’s really now or never; I need the gel’s help.

With that thought, Hakyung tried to endure the pain mixed with pleasure.

“Hakyung… can I move?”

Hakyung nodded his head in a hurry.

This kind of event might be a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.

Since it had come to this, he had to see it through to the end.

With Hakyung’s permission, Muheon tightened his jaw.

No matter how much Hakyung said it was okay, if Muheon moved as he pleased, an accident was bound to happen.

To regain his composure, Muheon clenched his jaw once more.

His cheek flesh tore against his sharp teeth, drawing blood, but it was fine.

It was better than losing control and harming Hakyung.

Muheon stroked Hakyung’s forehead once, then moved his hips.

Every time he moved, his bumpy shaft pressed against various parts of Hakyung’s inner walls, making Hakyung scream in pleasure.

Muheon pressed everywhere, whether Hakyung felt it or not, and before long, Hakyung was sobbing as if in agony.

“Haaangh!”

With a sharp cry, Hakyung’s entire body trembled. Muheon, who was actively thrusting his hips, looked down at Hakyung’s cock in his hand.

However, nothing flowed from the plump cock.

Considering the inner walls were convulsing and clinging madly, he must have already come.

“Ha, you only went back.”

“Th-That’s… wait a moment, Hahh! Seo-jang-nim… Hnngh…!”

“Good.”

Hakyung furrowed his brows, looking at Muheon who was chuckling softly, saying “good.”

In truth, he didn’t even have the mental capacity to be annoyed or angry.

His vision had suddenly flashed, and his whole body was trembling like an aspen tree.

It was the exact same reaction as when he came, but there was no white cum visible in Seo-jang-nim’s hand.

Hakyung’s confusion was momentary.

Muheon, realizing his husband was genuinely feeling it, decided to give a little more freedom to his controlled movements.

“It means you can feel good even after swallowing both of my cocks.”

“Th-This…?!”

“Yeah. Impressive.”

Muheon’s dark eyes deepened even further.

At the same time, his slow hip thrusts gained power and began to quicken.

His breath was completely caught.

It felt as if Seo-jang-nim’s penis filled him all the way up to his throat.

His own cock, being relentlessly rubbed in Seo-jang-nim’s hand, was streaming with unknown fluids and stung like it was being spanked with a slapping sound.

Yet, far from being scared, his heart felt like it was floating.

He was happy to be doing such a lewd and loving act with Seo-jang-nim.

Hakyung, tears and snot running down his face, called Muheon’s name.

Muheon answered his calls one by one, and he too, like Hakyung, no, even more so, was happy.

It was a feeling of fulfillment he had never experienced in hundreds of years of living.


The love given by this tiny Kang Dolphin was greater and more beautiful than anything else.

Just thinking of Kang Hakyung made him smile naturally.

Muheon buried his nose in Hakyung’s neck, which was filled with Hakyung’s scent.

It was a sweet and alluring scent, one he would willingly accept living buried in for the rest of his life.

As Hakyung fiddled with Muheon’s hair tickling his neck, something caught his eye.

Black scales.

It was a trace of Seo-jang-nim’s true form that occasionally appeared during sex.

Hakyung carefully placed his hand on the black, shining scales, which were larger in area than usual.
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The moment Hakyung’s small, white hand touched the black scales, the area around it sparkled like ripples, as if welcoming his touch.

He had seen Seo-jang-nim’s scales a few times during sex, but this was the first time they had glowed.

Surprised by the almost mystical sight, Hakyung applied a little more pressure with his hand, and light flowed again, sparkling around his fingers.

The scales don’t have a mind of their own, so how could they show such a cute reaction?

Muheon, who had been buried in Hakyung’s pale neck for a long time, lifted his head at Hakyung’s words.

He looked where Hakyung was pointing and saw that not only his shoulder but also his upper arm was covered in inky black scales.

When did they come out like this?

Muheon was slightly flustered by the reaction occurring on his body.

The change to scales itself was nothing unusual, but the fact that the scales were glowing meant… that the weather in the vicinity was changing erratically.

Muheon let out a hollow laugh, sending his condolences to the few who were, quite literally, hit by a bolt from the clear sky.

It wasn’t the first or second day he’d been driven mad by Kang Hakyung, but today was exceptionally intense.

Hakyung was currently taking both of his cocks into his mouth and swirling them around, so he rationalized to himself that it was only natural for him to react this way.

“Is it pretty because it sparkles?”

“Uh-huh, it’s pretty… Ahh! It’s pretty, but why…!”

Muheon, who had been moving his hips slowly and gently, sped up the moment he heard Hakyung’s answer.

Hakyung had just barely emerged from the pain, and his vision was finally clearing, but the sudden pleasure and intense stimulation made his eyes flash.

Words that couldn’t form a sentence just swirled in his throat.

Hakyung could do nothing but tremble, tightly clutching Muheon’s arm.

His only thought was that he was going to die, as the man’s penis hit his inner walls from different directions at will.

“Ah, ugh…! Uh-huh…!”

“Ha…”

Muheon, who had never once thought about death, felt similarly.

He scoffed at his past self, who felt nothing whenever humans or his subordinates occasionally uttered phrases like “I’m so happy I could die now with no regrets.”

It was because he now harbored the wish that he could die with his cock buried in Kang Hakyung.

What did it matter if others found the sight scandalous?

For Muheon, it would be the best possible death…

Of course, he didn’t say any of this out loud, knowing he’d get an earful from Hakyung.

Especially when he thrust his dick into Hakyung’s flat stomach, it gradually swelled, creating a separate kind of spectacle.

Muheon’s pitch-black pupils kept staring at Hakyung’s stomach as if to bore through it.

He wished this moment would never end and continue forever, but even Muheon had his limits.

Hakyung’s sounds, his reactions, the warm and tight inside.

The unbearable high stimulation made Muheon grind his teeth.

“Kang Hakyung…!”

“Hnng, Seo-jang-nim…!”

The tears that had just dried up welled again.

Hakyung, with his vision blurred, embraced Seo-jang-nim’s face and the black scales, then puckered his lips.

In response, Muheon took Hakyung’s lips deeply into his own and held Hakyung tightly.

Hakyung loved this moment the most.

When he felt Seo-jang-nim’s skin, which was usually much cooler than others, warm up from their sex.

He didn’t become as hot as Hakyung, but when there was enough change for Hakyung to notice the warmth within him, his heart swelled every time.

“Out! Ah, ahh…!”

As the thrusts grew stronger, Hakyung tightly gripped Muheon’s firm back.

Even though his sweaty palms kept slipping, he desperately tried not to let go of Muheon’s back. Nevertheless, his arms quickly lost strength.

Muheon, who accurately knew the stamina of Kang Dolphin from previous experiences, put in extra effort for his husband’s share.

As a result, Hakyung’s penis was pressed tightly against Muheon’s stomach as if being crushed.

He even felt a fear that the front might be squeezed and burst.

Even in this situation, the only one he could trust was Seo-jang-nim, so as he squirmed in his embrace, a completely different force than before hit Hakyung’s pelvis and inner walls.

“!”

Hakyung’s eyes widened, unable to even scream.

A splashing sound echoed in his ears, and soon after, something hot began to fill his stomach.

“Ah, ugh… Ugh!”

Hakyung shivered at the unfamiliar sensation and lowered his hands that had been wrapped around Muheon’s back.

It felt like something amazing had happened inside his stomach… but he couldn’t see inside, so it was frightening and frustrating.

Muheon, who had been staring at Hakyung rubbing his stomach, put force into his hips. Hakyung, unable to do anything with his hands, shivered again, which gave Muheon an unfathomable satisfaction.

After driving Hakyung to the brink several more times, he finally slowly eased up, allowing Hakyung to do as he pleased.

Muheon also moved his hips back to pull out his cock, which was unwilling to leave, as if struggling not to go out.

The inner walls, clinging tightly, also seemed to be full of lingering feelings.

“Th-This is strange…!”

Seo-jang-nim’s penis came out, and Hakyung looked down.

Because he tightened his stomach, liquid trickled from his hole.

“Ahh…!”

Liquid mixed with gel flowed out, as it had before, but the amount was different.

It was so much that anyone might suspect he had peed.

A startled Hakyung brought his fingers between his buttocks.

That didn’t stop the continuous leaking, but he felt like he had to do something anyway.

Muheon, watching Hakyung’s cute actions, curled the corners of his lips.

He helped Hakyung by inserting his finger into his hole.

“Hey, no, what are you doing?!”

“Aren’t you trying to stop it from leaking? But if you hold cum inside for too long, you’ll get an upset stomach.”

“I know that much…!”

Hakyung, whose chest had turned completely red, protested.

He quickly pulled out his own fingers and Muheon’s.

Seeing his arms trembling, strained even by that, made Muheon feel a little sorry for him, but it also turned him on just as much.

Unaware of Muheon’s lewd thoughts, Hakyung had to gasp in surprise once more at the liquid that immediately started flowing again after the fingers were pulled out.

His mind complicated with thoughts of whether he’d just spend the whole time doing laundry in the bathroom, Hakyung unwittingly muttered to himself.

“Because it’s two…”

It was a very small sound, but Muheon heard it clearly.

He rubbed Hakyung’s already-more-than-moist, now soaking wet buttocks, and whispered.

“So you don’t like it?”

“Of course not.”

It’s better because it’s two, Hakyung giggled, gently rubbing his stomach.

The fact that both Mu-il and Mu-i had entered him felt so good, and also…

He wanted to do it again.

“Seo-jang-nim.”

“Hmm?”

“I’ll look up a laundromat nearby. Can’t we do more before this seaweed gel’s effect wears off?”

Muheon tilted his head, unable to tell what conclusion Hakyung had reached with that small head of his.

However, if Hakyung wanted it, and wanted to do it again, pulling out was absolutely not an option.

Muheon gave a short kiss to the ring on Hakyung’s white hand and grinned.

***

By the time Hakyung fully regained his senses and looked around, the sun had already set.

No, the sun was rising.

It meant he had been doing this and that with Seo-jang-nim for over ten hours.

Hakyung, blinking his swollen eyes rapidly, raised his arm and gently patted the firm chest blocking his view.

He knew he was the one who had pestered them to do more, saying the seaweed gel would go to waste, but to think they’d stay up all night… well, it wasn’t not something he’d considered.

Hakyung awkwardly cleared his throat and continued to stroke Muheon’s chest.

“Do you want to do more…?”

“Seo-jang-nim? You were awake?”

“Of course I couldn’t sleep… It was our first night, after all.”

Muheon, who had been wiping Hakyung’s face, dirty with sweat and tears from the night, grinned mischievously.

At his words, Hakyung, whose eyes were narrowed, protested.

“I didn’t sleep on our first night either, okay? Huh? How much… Seo-jang-nim, you, huh?”

“Yeah, I love you so much.”

“Uh… H-Uh…?”

“Kang Hakyung?”

Muheon had merely answered Hakyung’s question.

Even though his answer wasn’t cruel, scary, or upsetting, Hakyung sniffled.

Startled by Hakyung’s sudden tears, Muheon sprang up from the spot.

He worried if something was wrong.

Muheon carefully examined Hakyung’s face with a gentle touch.

Seeing no immediate issues, he then thoroughly checked the top of his head, his stomach which had somehow flattened again, and finally, his buttocks that had received his cock.

Fortunately, there didn’t seem to be any major problems with his body.

Muheon let out a short sigh and asked Hakyung, who was still wrinkling his nose.

“Why are you crying? Huh? What upset you?”

“Nooo…”

His nasal reply trailed off for a long time.

It wasn’t a funny situation, but he was so cute.

Muheon secretly lowered his head to hide a smile, then asked again, “Then?”

“Seo-jang-nim, Seo-jang-nim…!”


“Yeah. Me?”

“You love me, and you love me so much…”

He was crying tears of immense emotion as if he had heard something incredibly profound.

It was a trivial reason, so minor it made Muheon’s earlier worry seem absurd, though only for a brief moment.

Nevertheless, Muheon, too, was overwhelmed by the adorableness Hakyung exuded with his entire being, and the tip of his nose tingled.
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For a while, Hakyung, who had been sobbing because the CEO’s words were so touching, tightly hugged Muheon and said, “Let’s live happily ever after, CEO.”

“Of course.”

“I’m going to stick by your side even after I die, so you absolutely cannot remarry, whether it’s another person or a beastman.”

It hadn’t even been a full day since they received their marriage registration, but it was just like the brave Gangdorae to issue such a fierce warning.

Muheon nodded, easing his husband’s anxiety.

Of course, he had no intention of breaking up, but even if they did, there was no one who could replace Kang Hakyung.

In fact, it would be a relief if Kang Hakyung, who would soon experience a wider world, didn’t leave him.

Muheon gently stroked Hakyung’s hair, carefully swallowing the old man’s small worries.

At that, Hakyung’s crown chakra flared, expressing joy at his touch.

The two, who had been clinging together for a while, had to separate when a loud growl came from Hakyung’s stomach.

“Are you very hungry? Should we order room service or go to the restaurant?”

“Hmm… Can we go out and eat while exploring the hotel?”

“Of course. I’ll wash you.”

Muheon lifted Hakyung.

Hakyung, accustomed to being held in his arms, smiled shyly.

His heart pounded whenever the CEO treated him like a child or fragile glass.

He loved being cared for, adored, and loved by someone, and he was so happy that the person giving that love was the CEO.

As Hakyung dangled his legs and hummed in Muheon’s arms, an incredible sight unfolded before his eyes.

He hadn’t known yesterday because they used the room’s bathroom, but the main bathroom was breathtakingly beautiful.

Not only did it overlook the Seoul cityscape through a large window, but a huge bathtub that could easily fit several grown men captivated Hakyung’s gaze.

“CEO, don’t you think I could swim in there?”

“You could… but you want to swim? You said you were hungry.”

“Ah, that’s right. Yes, I’ll wash up quickly and we can go eat.”

“Okay, come here.”

Muheon took out Hakyung’s favorite scent and made foam.

Hakyung beamed, seeing the rich foam filling Muheon’s large hands.

***

They had overexerted themselves last night and didn’t want anything heavy for breakfast, so they chose a Korean traditional restaurant.

It was a breakfast course with abalone porridge as the main dish, and the view here was also truly wonderful.

“Come to think of it, they said the night view here was great, but we didn’t see it.”

“Ahem.”

It was Muheon who had gently persuaded Hakyung, who just wanted to glimpse it for a moment, by saying that the night view was spectacular and they should just “do it” first.

He had nothing to say, even if he had ten mouths.

Muheon needlessly placed side dishes on Hakyung’s spoon.

He also added, “Stop looking outside and eat quickly.”

He hadn’t meant to give a hint, but Hakyung chuckled softly, finding Muheon’s self-conscious embarrassment cute.

Breakfast with his beloved husband tasted like the best honey in the world.

“CEO.”

“Hmm?”

“Um, can we ask your friend for one more? The jelly.”

Hakyung whispered softly after finishing a bowl of abalone porridge.

He had boasted that it was so effective and rare, and it was true.

At first, the unfamiliar sensation was difficult, but once he adapted a little, it was twice, no, several times better.

Hakyung praised the seaweed jelly, suddenly bringing in feng shui, saying that Dokdo was clearly a sacred, pristine area.

Naturally, Muheon agreed with Hakyung’s words.

To think there was something so normal and good among the things Dokgo Jin gave.

He planned to ask him separately next time they met.

It was mutual; since Hakyung liked it as much as he did, if he asked by bribing him with something, Dokgo Jin would probably agree.

Of course, listening to his incessant chatter was already tiring.

“I’ll ask him next time we meet.”

“Yes, yes! I’ll ask my grandmother for some really delicious toha-jang (fermented shrimp paste). We can ask him together while giving him that.”

“It was that good?”

Hakyung’s face flushed pink like his hair.

Muheon chuckled and asked, recalling last night.

Hakyung, who was fidgeting, unnecessarily tapping the empty bowl with his spoon, nodded.

“It was so good. Muilmu-yi was just… inside me!”

“Ah, um. Have this.”

Muheon quickly put the remaining galbi (ribs) into his mouth, as Hakyung seemed poised to give a long speech about how good it was.

Even though they were married, he had no intention of telling others their intimate secrets.

Hakyung, who deliciously chewed the galbi Muheon gave him, quickly changed the subject.

It was about the contact from Hajo that morning.

“Hajo sent a few academies she wants to consult about. It looks like we’ll have to go to the academy district all weekend. I need to look up reviews later.”

A sigh escaped Hakyung’s lips as he looked at the academy list.

He was just like a parent raising a student.

Muheon, who had little interest in the human world, had nothing to say to Hakyung.

He could only encourage her to look into it thoroughly since it was her brother’s matter. Still, considering the Gangdorae’s capable personality shown so far, she would do well.

“Geoung will pick up your brother.”

“Uncle Geoung?”

“Yes.”

Hakyung gave Muheon a puzzled look at his nod.

Why Park Geoung?

He already had so much to do right by the CEO’s side; wouldn’t it be too hard for him to go all the way to the countryside to pick up his brother?

As if sensing Hakyung’s question, Muheon continued, “Because Park Geoung is the safest driver.”

“Safe driving?”

“Among us, Park Geoung is the only one who drives slower than the speed limit. The rest of us love to speed.”

Muheon clicked his tongue, saying that their habit of swimming fast in the ocean remained even on land.

Apparently, everyone unanimously recommended Park Geoung because they couldn’t risk bringing Hakyung’s brother back unsafely.

They were sea beastmen who knew each other’s driving habits precisely.

“I see… I should give Uncle Geoung a thank-you gift.”

“I’ll give it.”

“It’s my brother’s matter. I can take care of it…”

“Now it’s my brother’s matter. And I don’t want you thinking about other guys while picking out a gift.”

Hakyung’s jaw dropped at the casually spoken, jealousy-filled remark.

The CEO’s words replayed repeatedly in his mind.

With heat rushing to his face, Hakyung playfully poked Muheon’s foot with his toes.

Muheon’s lips curved upwards endlessly, watching the embarrassed Hakyung.

After a ticklish and sweet breakfast and exploring the hotel, Hakyung began to prepare to leave.

On the contrary, Muheon, watching him, had a sullen expression.

Hakyung, who was packing the welcome snacks, glanced at Muheon, who stood behind him like a Jangseung (Korean totem pole).

“CEO, what’s wrong?”

“Can’t we stay one more day?”

Anyone would think he wasn’t the CEO.

Hakyung sighed at the CEO, who somehow wanted to play instead of work.

It was a deeper sigh than when they talked about Hajo’s academy earlier.

Muheon’s brows furrowed, becoming something childish embedded in that sigh.

Anyone would think Kang Hakyung was the CEO. A malicious CEO obsessed with money, at that.

“How much does one night here cost… No.”

“I’ll pay for it.”

“If the CEO pays, isn’t it still money?”

“Who said it isn’t money? I’m just asking to stay one more day.”

Am I the only one on my honeymoon?

Am I the only one who wants to stick together?

Muheon’s voice grew slightly louder in his unfairness.

Coming for a honeymoon, staying for only one day was not enough.

However, it seemed unlikely that Hakyung’s stubbornness would break if they talked any more.

He also didn’t want to argue over something like this.

Crucially, seeing Kang Hakyung’s eyes widen at his annoyed words, the heat in his heart instantly cooled.

He was afraid Hakyung might be scared of him and step back even an inch.

Muheon swallowed his breath inwardly and helped Hakyung pack.

Hakyung, who had been blinking and following him without a word, subtly grabbed Muheon’s sleeve.

“CEO.”

“Hmm?”

“Are you very angry? Were you annoyed because I was stubborn?”

“No. I’m sorry for raising my voice.”

Muheon wrapped his hand around the small hand gripping his sleeve.

Hakyung’s fingertips were cold, as if he had been quite startled in that brief moment.

Muheon, cursing himself, hugged Hakyung tightly.

“It’s just that I loved being alone with you so much. I’m not angry or annoyed.”

“Me too, me too!”

“Huh?”


“I also love being alone with you so much, but I’m afraid that if I only stay with you, the other hyungs will talk badly about me…”

What should he do with this lovely Gangdorae, who even worried about his reputation?

Muheon briefly kissed Hakyung’s forehead.

“Okay, now that you have a husband, you’ll have to work even harder.”

“Really.”

Saying the CEO was the best, Hakyung stood on tiptoe and launched a lip attack on Muheon’s face.

Unfortunately, he couldn’t get past his chin, only managing to get a lot of saliva near his mouth.
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The chill between them vanished as quickly as it appeared, replaced by an intensely warm, almost scorching, atmosphere.

Hakyung clung to Muheon’s arm, exploring the hotel bakery.

“Wow, this looks delicious. I should buy some for the hyungs!”

“Shall we?”

“Yes, yes!”

He also planned to soon treat his grandmother and younger siblings in the countryside to delicious food and announce that Kang Hakyung was now a married man.

Married man – what a beautiful phrase! Hakyung’s face flushed red as he hummed the “married man” song to himself.

A gentle smile never left Muheon’s lips as he watched the Gangdorae.

As Hakyung expected, the hyungs loved the bread he bought, breaking into wide smiles as soon as they received it.

“Thanks to our Hakyung dongsaeng (younger brother), we get to eat something like this?”

“Wow! I know this! It’s super hot on social media these days!”

The sea beastmen, gathered noisily, chatted excitedly, their mouths full of bread.

Yet, there was one thing they didn’t ask: how he managed to go so far to buy it.

They had already guessed what the Muheon couple had been up to from the bakery name, but they made an effort not to create an awkward situation.

As they amicably shared the bread, Park Geoung, who had joined the group a bit later, blinked his large eyes and offered his thanks.

“Hakyung bachelor, thank you.”

As he spoke, holding a canelé in one hand, Hakyung quickly shook his head.

“Uncle Geoung! I’m not a bachelor anymore!”

“Huh?”

“Ta-da! Can you see? The CEO and I are married now. So, from now on, please call me Hakyung-yubu (married man)!”

“Oh…?”

Hakyung smiled shyly, placing his ringed hand next to Muheon’s.

Muheon also nodded, agreeing with Hakyung.

The movements of the sea beastmen, who had been happily chewing on flour and cream, stopped simultaneously.

They knew through Gisang-oh that Muheon-nim would soon combine their family registers, but they didn’t expect it to happen so quickly.

Moreover, they were even wearing matching rings.

Everyone’s gaze fell on Hakyung’s and Muheon’s fourth fingers.

The neatly designed rings seemed to shine exceptionally.

“Oh my goodness, Muheon-nim! Congratulations!”

“Congratulations!”

“To live to see Muheon-nim’s marriage… sobs…!”

The sea beastmen, who had been frozen like ice, each offered their congratulations.

Among them, some were sobbing uncontrollably, overcome with emotion.

Hakyung was, on the contrary, bewildered by the hyungs’ intense reactions and congratulations.

Of course, he and the CEO had intended to announce and show off that they were now officially married men, but he hadn’t expected such a huge reaction.

He realized once again that the CEO was a beloved and respected figure in the West Sea.

Watching the rugged-looking hyungs cry like children, Hakyung also felt his eyes welling up.

“I will do my best to ensure not a single tear falls from the CEO’s eyes!”

Hakyung, carried away by the atmosphere, shouted loudly like a presidential candidate. Everyone cheered loudly in support, “Eusha-eusha!”

It was quite a sight.

Only the perfectly composed Muheon merely rubbed his throbbing temples.

***

On the day Hajo was supposed to arrive, Muheon stood before Hakyung with an apologetic expression.

He had wanted to go to his brother’s academy with him, but a sudden urgent matter forced him to be absent.

Because Muheon was so apologetic, Hakyung couldn’t show any sign of disappointment and had to let him go.

While it would have been more reassuring to have the CEO by his side during the consultation, Hakyung was also an adult.

He didn’t want to make the CEO worry by showing any anxiety.

“Don’t worry. I’ve already researched everything online, so there’s nothing difficult. I’ll make sure to contact you regularly so you don’t worry, CEO.”

“Alright. Still, be careful. Be careful of people, be careful of beastmen. You know, right?”

“Of course! CEO, you also be careful of men, women, beastmen, and humans. Especially those who smile at you… no…!”

Even though there was no one in front of him trying to entice the CEO, Hakyung, furious just by talking about it, almost cursed before stopping himself.

What’s the point of getting angry at himself for something he’s just saying?

Hakyung’s sudden outburst was absurd, yet his baseless jealousy made Muheon smile.

Muheon grinned and kissed Hakyung’s cheek.

Hakyung also kissed the back of Muheon’s hand.

In the scene of their kiss-filled farewell, only Gisang-oh, standing there to assist Muheon, seemed to have his energy drained.

Hakyung, filled with regret, sent Muheon off and quickly went out to the front of the building.

The message from Hajo saying he was almost there was half-true.

How long had he been standing in front of the building?

In less than five minutes, a familiar car appeared at the edge of his vision.

Hakyung’s lips were already curling upwards.

This was the first time he was introducing his family to where he lived.

There were so many places he wanted to show them: the whale room, which was now empty because he shared a room with the CEO; the kitchen where they ate breakfast and dinner together every day; the pond where the carp had grown to be as big as his forearm…

As he restlessly waited for his brother to get out, the back door finally opened, and Hajo’s round face appeared.

“Hyung (older brother)!”

“Hajo-ya!”

The Gangdorae brothers held hands and spun around in place.

Park Geoung, who had gotten out of the driver’s seat,’s lips softened at their cute, joyous dance.

Hakyung, who had been embracing his brother for a while, also expressed his gratitude to Geoung.

“Thanks, Uncle Geoung.”

“This is nothing. Your younger brother’s matter, Hakyung, no, married Hakyung, is my matter.”

Hakyung smiled at Geoung’s slow and gentle reply.

The CEO’s judgment that Uncle Geoung was the most trustworthy was spot on.

Watching his older brother, Hajo also bowed his head, thanking Geoung.

Geoung, once again, chuckled and waved his hand, saying it was fine.

“But are you really sure I don’t need to drive you to the academy?”

“It’s okay! Uncle Geoung needs to get to his work quickly!”

“Hmm. That’s true, but…”

“It’s really okay!”

Geoung, who had been slowly expressing his worries until the very end, finally left only after checking the time, which had been delayed more than he expected.

Seeing his car slowly pull out of the alley, Hajo nudged his brother’s side.

“Hyung, that person drives super safely, right? I saw it on the way here! I’ve never seen the speedometer go over 80!”

“The CEO said so, and it seems it’s true.”

“Yeah! Even the village elder’s 20-year-old truck doesn’t go that slow.”

Hajo nodded several times, seemingly impressed by Uncle Geoung’s thorough commitment to safe driving.

He added that he would definitely drive safely if he ever got his license.

That was a relief.

At that speed, one might normally complain about it being too slow, but it seemed to be just right for Hajo.

“We have some time until the academy consultation, so I’ll show you where Hyung lives.”

“Yes! Sounds good!”

Hajo, wearing a backpack as round as himself, his eyes sparkling.

He was so excited to finally see the dormitory that his brother had bragged about every time they talked on the phone.

The similarly-sized brothers held hands tightly and climbed the stairs.

The stairs, which Hakyung meticulously cleaned whenever he had time, welcomed Hajo without a speck of dust.

After climbing over five floors of stairs, they finally reached the rooftop Hakyung had mentioned.

Hajo unconsciously let out an exclamation of awe at the magnificent garden and tiled house unfolded before his eyes.

“It’s really cool! Much cooler than the photos Hyung sent! Does Hyung take pictures with his feet or something?”

“No, I don’t! It looks exactly like the pictures I sent!”

Hakyung flinched at Hajo’s innocent criticism, which held no malice.

Regardless, Hajo was busy running around the spacious garden.

He looked more like a puppy than a Gang dolphin.

Hakyung, who had completely forgotten that he was just like Hajo a few months ago, shook his head in amusement.

After running around as much as he wanted, Hajo returned to Hakyung, panting.

Even that looked like a dog after a walk, so Hakyung laughed heartily.

Seeing his brother laugh, Hajo also joined in.

A sudden worry arose: could such a gentle kid really get proper lessons in the same academy as the ‘Seoul Kkakjaeng-i’ (a slang term for stingy, shrewd, or city-slicker types from Seoul)?

“Show me Hyung’s room too!”

“Alright. This way.”

“It’s even bigger and cooler up close! Hyung’s lover must be really rich!”

Hajo’s mouth hung open as he entered the tiled house.

Standing next to him, Hakyung felt his shoulders puff up, even though it wasn’t his own house.

Come to think of it, he hadn’t yet told his family that he had married the CEO.

Hakyung cleared his throat, feeling a little shy, and poked Hajo’s back.


“Hajo-ya, actually, Hyung registered his marriage with the CEO a few days ago.”

“Uh… huh?”

“Hyung’s a married man now, okay?”

Hakyung showed his left hand.

Hajo’s eyes filled with shock as he followed Hakyung’s hand and witnessed the ring on his finger.
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“A marriage registration for my brother? A married man?! So that’s what Mr. Geoung meant earlier when he called Hakyung ‘married’?”

Hajo’s brows furrowed further and further.

With his eyebrows scrunched up as much as possible, Hajo smacked Hakyung’s back.

“Even if Grandma allowed it, how can you just get married as you please?!”

Hakyung chuckled at Hajo’s childish words. 

Though his back stung from his brother’s fierce hands, making him writhe like a squid.

He knew this behavior and nagging came from a place of concern, worried his brother might have made too hasty a decision. 

That’s why Hakyung exaggerated his pain even more, clinging to Hajo’s arm.

Hakyung’s face was full of smiles as he spoke in a plaintive voice to his brother, who was a full head shorter than him.

Because he knew his brother wasn’t truly angry with him.

“Hajo, look, huh? Isn’t the ring pretty? I bought it. The CEO and I, it’s a wedding ring!”

“You bought it?”

“Of course! If you’re born a dolphin, huh? You have to buy a ring for the person you’re marrying!”

At Hakyung’s confident declaration, Hajo’s expression cleared. 

He examined the ring on Hakyung’s finger from all angles, then let out exclamations of awe.

He peppered Hakyung with curious questions, asking if the sparkling part was real diamond, and if it was truly made of gold. 

Hakyung explained everything without showing any hint of annoyance at his brother’s trivial questions.

Hajo, won over by the ring’s brilliance, finally declared that his brother was the coolest, and he too would buy such a beautiful ring for his future spouse.

Hakyung, who had become an incredibly cool “river dolphin” in his brother’s eyes, tilted his chin up, agreeing with Hajo.

“That’s right! So, what do you have to do to achieve that?”

“Raise my mock exam grades and go to medical school!”

“Good boy! As expected, my brother is smart.”

They were truly well-matched river dolphin brothers.

As the academy consultation time approached, Hakyung hurried with the house tour.

Both Hajo and Hakyung were unfamiliar with using public transportation in Seoul. 

This was because they hadn’t really gone anywhere after Hakyung was picked up by Muheon as soon as they arrived in Seoul. 

As a result, sweat trickled down both their foreheads as they barely arrived in front of the academy.

They had heard that famous academies in Seoul were on a different scale from those in the countryside, and it was true.

The entire building, over 10 floors high, was said to be classrooms for test-takers. 

Just looking at it from the outside was intimidating. 

It seemed Hajo, next to Hakyung, felt the same, as his hand gripped his bag strap tightly.

“Le-let’s go in.”

“Mmm.”

The two, highly nervous, entered. 

Fortunately, they immediately saw the information desk, making it easy to find the consultation room.

While Hakyung talked with the consultation staff, Hajo took a level assessment test. 

The staff maintained a bright smile throughout the conversation. 

Contrary to Hakyung’s worry that they wouldn’t give a proper consultation because of Hajo’s young age, the detailed and thorough explanation made him want to enroll Hajo in classes starting the very next day.

He was just nodding, mesmerized by the staff member, when Hajo, who had finished the test quickly, emerged.

“Oh my, your brother is really good! At this level, raising his grade shouldn’t be a problem, do you think?”

“R-really?”

“Yes. The only subject he’s not getting a first-grade in right now is language.”

A satisfied-looking instructor sat next to the consultation staff. 

As a bonus, they mentioned that if they utilized the rural admission track well, they could certainly achieve the desired results.

Hakyung felt proud to see his brother welcomed everywhere. 

Patting Hajo’s back, Hakyung quietly asked,

“Hajo, what do you think? Do you think this place will be good? Your brother listened, and they said they manage students well and even organize study groups for students aiming for the same schools.”

“Really? Yeah, yeah, I don’t think it’ll be bad.”

Hajo quickly nodded. Hakyung immediately paid the academy fees on the spot and received a pile of free gifts.

Even though his bank account was significantly lighter, similar to when he bought the wedding ring, he didn’t regret it at all. 

For his brother, he would even take out a loan. 

Although they registered at the very first academy they visited, there were so many things to do that lunchtime had long passed.

The hungry “river dolphin” brothers chose tonkatsu. 

After militantly devouring the large tonkatsu, they were patting their full bellies when, perhaps because it was a small shop, they overheard a conversation between two female students sitting nearby.

“Oh? This, do you know the singer?”

“Of course. But he’s completely disappeared now.”

“Right, and the rumors are crazy. He looked handsome when I saw his face back then… I wonder why he suddenly stopped his activities.”


The topic of the female students’ conversation was the song playing in the store. 

The problem was that the singer of that song was Kim Taeyoung, no, Kang Hakyung.

Hakyung felt the delicious tonkatsu get stuck in his throat and gulped down cold water. 

Hajo also scrunched his eyebrows, perhaps remembering Kim Taeyoung who used to torment his brother.

Regardless of what they were thinking, the female students hummed along, saying they never got tired of the song.

Although it was a song released under Kim Taeyoung’s name, Hakyung’s lips slowly curled upwards at the fact that they liked the song he sang so much. 

Hajo, who had witnessed every change in his brother’s expression up close, sighed deeply.

“Why, whyyy.”

“Are you happy?”

“What’s there not to be happy about… They like my voice and my song…”

“Oh dear, my gullible brother!”

“I’m not gullible.”

Hakyung replied in a meek voice. 

Even so, the fact that he had been Kim Taeyoung’s errand boy for almost 20 years hadn’t changed.

Hajo pouted in dissatisfaction and subtly leaned his upper body towards Hakyung.

“But Hyung, are you really not thinking of singing?”

“Huh?”

Hakyung’s eyes widened, as he awkwardly scraped at the remaining sauce on his plate.

Hajo continued, as if wondering why his brother was so surprised.

“Honestly, Hyung, you’re the best singer among the river dolphins. It’s such a waste to let that talent rot.”

He suggested that since the Kim Taeyoung who used to torment his brother was gone, Hakyung should sing whatever he wanted. 

These days, it was fine not to show your face, and Hajo was confident that even if Hakyung only used his voice, people would love it unconditionally.

Initially, Hakyung waved his hands, saying he was too embarrassed for something like that, but he gradually became engrossed in his brother’s logical words. 

By the end, he was so excited that his fontanel seemed to flutter.

Hajo rolled up his sleeves, suggesting they create a YouTube channel right away since things had come to this. 

Swept up in his brother’s enthusiasm, Hakyung began typing his channel name into the small screen.

“What would be a good channel name…?”

“Just use your name.”

“That’s too embarrassing…”

It wasn’t that the name Kang Hakyung was embarrassing, but rather the thought of putting his name out in public. 

Hakyung groaned as he pondered, then with a gasp of “Ah!”, he typed four characters.

Muilmui. Hajo tilted his head when he saw the characters Hakyung typed. 

It was different from the four-character idiom he knew. 

He gently tapped Hakyung’s finger, wondering if his brother had made a mistake.

“Hyung, isn’t it Yuilmui, not Muilmui?”

“Huh? No, this is correct.”

“Really? Is there such a word?”

“I… I made it up.”

“What does it mean?”

At the question, born of pure curiosity, Hakyung’s face turned beet red up to his neck, but he couldn’t give an answer.

He could never tell Hajo that “Muilmui” was the name he gave to the CEO’s two “peppers.”

Anyway, it was a story only he and the CEO knew, but wasn’t “Muilmui” a pretty word?

And there would be nothing in the world as lovely, firm, and passionate as that!

Unable to explain the reason, but insisting that Muilmui was correct, Hakyung didn’t change the channel name. 

Hajo simply shrugged. 

He figured there must be some profound meaning that only his brother knew.

“Okay, I get it. Now we just need to upload videos quickly. Since people won’t know your original songs right away, let’s upload cover videos of famous ones.”

“Huh? Really? Okay. What’s famous?”

Hakyung usually liked singing and listening to music, but he wasn’t particularly sensitive to trends. 

Especially in an era where rankings changed so quickly, it was hard to keep track of every number one song.

A sigh escaped Hajo’s lips as he looked at his clueless brother. 


To have received so much love with just his voice, without any information or preparation, truly spoke to his incredible talent.

Hajo, who was a bit more up-to-date than his brother, tapped on his phone screen. 

Before long, Hajo, having narrowed down some song candidates, took Hakyung and headed out.

Hakyung, oblivious, followed behind his brother blankly.

Anyone who saw them might mistake Hakyung for the one who had just arrived in Seoul today, given Hajo’s decisive movements.
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The place Hajo took Hakyung was a coin karaoke room. 

Hakyung had only heard about such places but had never been, so he kept looking around the hallway.

There were some people who sang well, but most were just excitedly shouting, lost in their own fun. 

Still, Hakyung’s spirits lifted with the simultaneous sounds of various tunes, and his lips curved upwards.

“Hyung, this way!”

***

The room was narrow, barely enough for two people. 

It was fortunate that they were both river dolphins and could squeeze in; if Muheon and his subordinates had come, it would have been impossible to even dream of multiple people fitting.

Despite its size, the booth was well-equipped with everything a karaoke room needed. 

Hakyung spent time pressing various functions on the remote control. 

Beside him, Hajo was still engrossed in choosing a song.

He was deep in thought about how to best showcase Hakyung’s singing talent. 

Because his brother was so serious, Hakyung couldn’t even show that he was bored. 

Then he found a song and, without realizing it, pressed the start button.

The song he chose was an old hit that perhaps today’s students might not know. 

But it was also a song Hakyung particularly loved.

The lyrics, about making a pizza for someone you love, blended with the bouncing melody, making him feel good just by singing it.

With the familiar intro, Hakyung’s hips wiggled.


The excitement was too much to suppress while sitting, so he stood up and swayed his shoulders along.

“For you, who loves pizza, I’ll make it beautifully with love.”

As he sang, he remembered the first pizza he ate with the CEO, and the thought of wanting to make him a truly delicious pizza one day also came to mind.

The more he thought of the CEO, the louder his singing became, and his clear voice filled the booth. 

Hajo, who had been diligently searching for songs, was mesmerized and turned on his phone camera.

He focused the camera to capture Hakyung’s plump lips and swaying movements, recording the video. 

He wasn’t just saying it because he was his brother; Hakyung was genuinely cute and sang well.

After finishing the short video, just over 2 minutes long, Hajo quickly showed his brother the song list. 

There were a whopping ten songs.

Hakyung could have complained about singing so many songs in a row that his voice might give out, but he just nodded, saying it was fine. 

As a river dolphin, born with strong vocal cords, he wasn’t particularly worried.

When he used to send songs to Kim Taeyoung, he would sing dozens of times a day because of all his nitpicking. 

Compared to then, how happy he was now to be able to confidently showcase his own voice.

Hakyung pressed the remote control buttons without a single complaint. 

Hajo was diligently searching for the best angle beside him.

“Phew…! I feel so refreshed!”

Hakyung smiled brightly after singing ten songs in a row.

Hajo agreed with him.

What made them happiest was seeing the surprised faces of the customers in the hallway peeking around when his brother sang.

It seemed they had reconfirmed that even someone with a terrible ear couldn’t help but be impressed by Hakyung’s singing.

They spent quite a long time at the karaoke room, and by then, the sun was setting.

The day was over just from the consultation and karaoke.

The two brothers quickly made their way to the dormitory.

***

When they arrived in front of the building, Muheon was just getting out of his car. 

As soon as Hakyung spotted the CEO, he scurried over to him like a dog meeting its owner.

“CEO! You’re back?”

“Yeah, are you just getting here?”

“Yes! Hajo registered for the academy, we ate, and we even went to karaoke!”

“Karaoke…?”

He had wondered where they’d been bustling about all day, and it turned out they’d even gone to karaoke.

Muheon imagined the river dolphin brothers excitedly shaking tambourines and chuckled to himself. It suited them too well. 

Not knowing why he was laughing, Hakyung just laughed along with the CEO.

“CEO, how was your urgent matter?”

“It went well.”

“That’s a relief.”

Hakyung sighed in relief and quickly clung to Muheon’s arm.

Then he lifted the CEO’s thick arm and sniffed it.

Muheon wondered what scent he was sniffing, as Hakyung wasn’t a canine-human hybrid.

Muheon didn’t drink or smoke, so there shouldn’t be any particular lingering smells.

When Muheon twitched an eyebrow in confusion, Hakyung shook his head, saying it was nothing, but in reality, he was checking to see if the CEO had the scent or trace of any other “suin” (human-animal hybrid).

Fortunately, there was no other scent on the CEO’s body.

Only the CEO’s unique refreshing fragrance lingered.

Hakyung’s lips curled up at the fact that no one else had been flirting with him.

For Hakyung, who still had thick “love goggles” for Muheon, everyone the CEO met felt like an enemy trying to target him. 

Since he couldn’t stick to him and monitor him like a guard dog, it was natural to feel anxious. 

Hakyung rationalized his behavior, which was no different from a stalker’s. 

He was quite unapologetic about it.

Hajo, watching his brother’s actions from the side, made an exasperated face. 

The usually docile and easygoing brother, who was a pushover, was gone, replaced by a very shrewd husband.

As Hajo just kept his brother company, unable to understand how much Hakyung must like the CEO to act that way, Muheon’s gaze shifted from Hakyung to Hajo. 

At his question, Hajo was startled and blurted out a dumbfounded, “Uh, um, yes!”

Without exaggeration, Muheon’s physique was as large as an orca suin in the sea. 

Though his brother hadn’t said it directly, Hajo was convinced that Muheon was definitely one of the largest species in the ocean.

He hadn’t realized it when they were just the two of them in the countryside, but seeing him here, Muheon looked much, much bigger and fiercer. 

Because of this, Hajo was terrified and didn’t leave his brother’s side, when Muheon suddenly spoke to him.

Hajo bit his lip at his clumsy answer.

He felt hot steam rising from his fontanel in embarrassment.

However, Muheon merely curved his lips as if pleased with Hajo’s answer and showed no other reaction.

Instead, Hakyung next to him was busy chattering about how well Hajo had done on the test and how many compliments he had received.

Muheon stroked Hakyung’s shoulder, responding with phrases like, “Really?” and “That’s amazing.” 

Only Hajo blushed bright red at Hakyung’s oversharing.

Dinner was prepared with the side dishes Grandma had sent up through Hajo. 

Hakyung was touched by his grandmother’s cooking, which he hadn’t had in a long time, and Muheon felt the same.

Hajo, on the other hand, was unenthusiastic, as he had eaten these same dishes last night and the night before. 

For him, steamed abalone or beef bulgogi tasted better. 

The river dolphin brothers continued their meal, bickering good-naturedly about what tasted better.

As they continued their lively meal, Hajo, holding an abalone in his hand, turned his head towards Hakyung.

“Hyung, isn’t that your phone? I keep hearing a vibration.”

“Oh? Um, no, it’s not a call…”

At Hajo’s question, Hakyung pulled out his phone from his pocket. 

Alarms had been coming from the video app for a while. 

Comments had started appearing on the short edited video that Hajo had uploaded earlier, saying they should just put it up first.

With a look that said he didn’t know what to do, Hakyung handed his phone to his brother. 

Even when they were huddled together on the subway on the way back, choosing and uploading the video, they hadn’t really expected any reactions. 

They had only uploaded it to check how the video looked and if the sound quality was okay.

Following Hakyung, Hajo also looked down at the phone with a bewildered expression.

The river dolphin brothers were like hot potatoes, unable to do anything.

“What’s wrong?”

Muheon, who had been quietly watching them, asked. 

Hakyung showed him the video they had recorded today.

Muheon watched all ten-plus videos without taking his eyes off the screen for a moment. 

From calm ballads to exciting dance songs, various melodies poured out of Hakyung’s mouth without a break.

Muheon was once again captivated by Hakyung’s singing. 

Even the spontaneous songs he only sang for Muheon were pleasant and beautiful enough, but with the accompaniment, it was truly a heavenly sound.

Even in the dimly lit coin karaoke booth where objects were indistinguishable, Hakyung’s voice and lips shone brightly. 


Muheon instinctively held Hakyung’s hand tightly and had him sit next to him.

He knew such thoughts were absurd and peculiar… but it felt as if Kang Hakyung might grow wings and fly into the sky at any moment.

Whether or not he was aware of Muheon’s anxiety, Hakyung, with one hand given to the CEO, read the incoming comments with his brother, a beaming smile on his face. 

He was just curious how people had managed to find his song.
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“CEO, look at this. They’re praising me so much, saying I could be a singer!”

“Indeed.”

Muheon agreed with Hakyung’s excited tone. 

Just as he said, the comments were all praises for Hakyung’s singing. 

The views weren’t enormous, but it seemed most of the people who watched left comments.

Muheon, checking if the comments contained interest in Hakyung himself rather than just his singing, let out a hollow laugh. 

How bold! 

To set such a channel name in a publicly open space…

Muheon leaned down and whispered into Hakyung’s ear.

“You’re so lewd.”

“Wh-what are you talking about…!”

When Hakyung flinched, Muheon pointed his finger at the channel name. 

Hakyung’s face turned pink as he saw where Muheon was pointing. 

Since it was the word he sang to the CEO every day, there was no way he wouldn’t know.

But the “lewd” river dolphin, Kang Hakyung, was unashamed. 

These were like his own children that he licked, sucked, and held, so he felt no shame. 

Just a little shyness.

“So, you don’t like it?”

Even with his face flushed pink, Hakyung asked brazenly. 

Muheon pleased Hakyung by answering, “No.”

Hakyung, smiling with the corners of his lips, rubbed his forehead against Muheon’s shoulder.


He then earnestly asked Muheon not to tell anyone the meaning of his channel name, saying it was a secret just between the two of them.

Even the selfish and brazen Muheon had no intention of blabbing about a channel name that could get him arrested for obscenity.

“Ahem!”

Hajo cleared his throat, wanting to stop the affectionate display between his brother and the CEO unfolding before his eyes. 

Only then did Hakyung realize his brother was present, and he slid his bottom off Muheon’s thigh back onto his chair. 

Muheon also neatly closed his mouth, which he had opened to nibble on Hakyung’s ear.

Hakyung awkwardly pushed various side dishes towards his brother’s rice bowl and then brought up the topic of the video.

“So, my video, is it, what’s it called? Algorithm? Did it go viral?”

“For that, the views don’t seem to be exploding dramatically…”

Hajo tilted his head, saying he wasn’t sure. 

Looking at the comments, it seemed fans of the song found the video while searching and started leaving compliments because he sang it so well.

Since most of the comments were about Hakyung and the group members, his guess seemed pretty accurate.

That’s because, unlike the initial comments, recent ones were filled with remarks like, “Came here after seeing it on XX. Is this the video with the amazingly good voice?” 

Hajo patted himself on the back, glad they chose an idol song.

Once word-of-mouth spread through the fandom, it was only a matter of time before it became a hot topic. 

Seeing Hajo more excited than his brother about uploading the next video quickly, Hakyung also smiled faintly at the better-than-expected response.

He felt validated, even though he had uploaded his voice to his own channel, not Kim Taeyoung’s.

“What do you think, CEO? Can I keep singing?”

“Of course you can. Oh, now that you mention it, that works out perfectly. You can sing our wedding song, Hakyung.”

“Wedding song…?”

A question mark appeared on Hakyung’s face. 

The wedding songs he knew were mostly sung at weddings… but he and the CEO had already registered their marriage.

Ah! So someone they knew must be getting married!

Hakyung, having reached his own conclusion, tried to recall songs suitable for a wedding. 

A few songs famous for their romantic lyrics popped into his mind. 

Even though it wasn’t his own wedding, his heart inexplicably fluttered. 

He was about to ask what kind of couple they were when…

“Yes, our wedding.”

Hakyung’s eyes, along with Hajo’s, widened at Muheon’s answer. 

They wondered what wedding he was talking about when they had already registered their marriage and even gone on a honeymoon.

Hajo was equally surprised. 

Earlier, when his brother said he was married, there was no mention of a wedding ceremony. 

So he had simply assumed they had just done the marriage registration.

As the river dolphin brothers looked confused by the word “wedding,” which they were hearing for the first time, Muheon elaborated.

“That urgent matter earlier was Hwang Ran coming from China. When he heard I was married, he said he couldn’t just let it pass and offered his hotel banquet hall. For a wedding.”

“Oh, that Yi from China…?”

Hakyung quickly shut his mouth, having been about to say “Imugi.” 

The river dolphin family was still too fragile for him to reveal the CEO’s full identity.

Especially since Hajo was now a test-taker; he shouldn’t be given any mental shock.

So, it seemed best to keep the CEO’s identity a secret for as long as possible.

Muheon, who had guessed what Hakyung was trying to hide, didn’t say anything more about Hwang Ran. 

However, the whining voice that had been beside him during the day still seemed to echo in his ears, causing his brows to furrow involuntarily.

Seeing Muheon’s expression harden as he talked about the wedding, Hajo subtly gave his brother a look. 

Hakyung shrugged in response to his brother’s questioning gaze. 

He didn’t really know much himself either.

“B-but isn’t a hotel banquet hall really big…? And it’ll cost a lot to prepare everything inside…”

Hakyung, whose bank account was practically empty after paying Hajo’s academy fees, spoke up. 

What good was just having a banquet hall?

 Filling it all up also cost money.

***

Hakyung, with “money worries” plastered on his chubby cheeks, looked at Muheon. 

His eyes, sparkling like stars, silently pleaded that the banquet hall marriage was just an offhand remark.

It was both amusing and pitiful to see such bright eyes conveying “money worries.” 

Muheon ignored Hakyung’s gaze. His contrarian streak popped out.

Muheon had thought he might politely decline if Hakyung disliked it, but seeing him fret over mere money made the thought of declining vanish.

Muheon made Hakyung gasp by replying that he had already made the reservation and it couldn’t be canceled.

Hajo, who had quickly searched for the hotel after hearing his brother and Muheon’s conversation, also gaped at its magnificent scale. 

It was such a large hotel that he wondered if he had heard wrong.

“Th-this, this is really the place?”

Hajo held out his phone screen to Muheon. 

Muheon simply nodded in response.

Hajo jumped up from his seat and smacked Hakyung’s arm repeatedly. 

Hakyung, still reeling from the mental shock, was too dazed to even feel the pain in his arm.

It was Muheon who stopped Hajo. 

He gently took Hajo’s wrist and lowered it.

“Your brother will get hurt.”

“Ah, yes. Not that… I’m sorry.”

Hajo quickly apologized to Muheon. 

Muheon, who hadn’t even been hit, subtly frowned upon receiving the apology. 

He was about to tell Hajo to apologize to his brother when, this time, Hakyung’s small fist pounded on Muheon.

“How, how could you decide such a big thing on your own!?”

“It was urgent…”

“Even so, it’s not like we’re living in the Joseon Dynasty; can’t you even make a phone call?”

“Ah…”

Hakyung’s eyes blazed at Muheon’s reaction, as if he hadn’t thought of it. 

His round eyes glowed fiercely. 

Muheon thought even an angry Kang Hakyung was pretty. 

In fact, Kang Hakyung’s very existence was beautiful.

Hajo tried to stop his brother from the side, but it was no use. 

Hakyung scolded Muheon with a ferocity greater than an orca’s.

Seeing the corners of Muheon’s lips slightly turn up as he was being reprimanded, it seemed to have no effect whatsoever.

Hakyung, huffing and puffing alone, eventually let out enough anger and slowly regained his composure.

With one last deep sigh, Hakyung, feeling thirsty, picked up a cup.

Muheon quickly poured water into it.

Hakyung gulped down the entire cup of water in an instant and asked again.

“Are we really having our wedding there?”

“Yeah.”

“Did the CEO agree?”

“Well… but I’m not done talking yet.”

Muheon took off Hakyung’s hat and fanned his hand over Hakyung’s steaming head. 

Hakyung, taking Muheon’s care for granted, nodded his head for him to continue. 

It seemed so ungrateful that Hajo’s heart sank once more.

How could he be so rude when Muheon was taking such devoted care of him!

Hajo’s heart was pounding. 

On the other hand, the CEO accepted all of Hakyung’s anger, and even provided water and fanned him in case he got hot from being angry. 

Seeing how accustomed he seemed, Hajo thought his brother had truly found a good husband.

Of course, since the CEO was the cause, he deserved to be submissive, but most people would get annoyed if they were scolded so one-sidedly.

The fear Hajo had felt towards Muheon moments ago shifted to his brother. 


Hajo watched the two nervously, wishing his brother wouldn’t get angry no matter what the CEO said.

However, contrary to Hajo’s small wish, Hakyung exploded once again.

“Hwang Ran said he’d take care of decorating the banquet hall too. Still don’t want it?”

It was because the CEO had only now brought up the most important part.
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“CEO, why are you only telling me the most important thing now! And why is your friend doing all this for us? Is it okay to accept it?”

To think someone twenty-four years old could be more suspicious than he, who had lived for hundreds of years.

From his words alone, he sounded like an old man who had been through countless hardships, which was absurd. 

But on the other hand, his cautiousness around his surroundings seemed quite astute and even admirable.

Muheon kept letting out chuckles, finding Hakyung’s nagging lips so endearing.

Muheon gently rubbed Hakyung’s furrowed brows, trying to soothe him.

“This level of consideration isn’t a burden for us. He’s doing it because he has the means. I can repay him just as much later.”

“I-I don’t have the means to repay that much.”

Hakyung pouted. 

Now that they were married, not only the CEO but he, too, would have to repay what they received, but it was out of the question for him.

Hajo, listening to their conversation, cocked his head. 

He wondered how much money the CEO, who married his brother, actually had. 

He also wondered if the CEO could release an album for his brother if he wanted to sing.

Hajo had always wanted to make his brother’s voice, which Kim Taeyoung had stolen, known to the world. 

For now, it was just uploading YouTube videos, but he had no doubt that his brother would become incredibly famous someday.

His initial apprehension towards Muheon was short-lived.

Hajo looked at him and grinned. Muheon’s eyebrows twitched at Hajo’s innocent smile, replacing his earlier terrified expression.

“Mae-hyung-su-nim! (Brother-in-law-sister-in-law)”

“Hmm…?”

“Hajo, what are you talking about?”

Both Muheon and Hakyung’s eyes widened at the unexpected title. 

Despite their bewildered reaction, Hajo just smiled brightly.

“Well, the CEO is married to you now, so he’s family. I just sorted out the title. I was thinking ‘Mae-hyung’ (brother-in-law) or ‘Hyung-su-nim’ (sister-in-law), so I just combined them.”

“Uh-huh. Is that so?”

“Yeah. Is it okay?”

Muheon’s lips curled up as he looked at Hajo, who was grinning affably. 

Confirming that the CEO’s reaction wasn’t negative, Hajo shifted his gaze to Hakyung. 

He then linked his arm through Hakyung’s and started acting cute, which he rarely did.

“Hyung, Hyung! Can’t we get married there? I want to eat a delicious buffet too… Huh? They say if you get married there, they give you expensive meat!”

“Really?”

“Yeah! Grandma would love it too, right?”

“Do you think so? Hawaon will like it too, right?”

“Of course!”

Hakyung’s ears perked up when Hajo actively supported the wedding. 

His eyes sparkled, especially at the mention that Grandma and Hawaon would also like it.

He might get nagged by Grandma about how a small bird trying to follow a crane will split its crotch, but deep down, she would be happy if her eldest grandson got married in such a magnificent place.

Hakyung’s heart rapidly swayed.

Hajo diligently fanned his brother from the side, helping Muheon.

Finally, when Hakyung’s permission came out as, “Then, should we at least go see it?” 

Hajo winked at Muheon.

Muheon, seeing the unspoken signal from his brother-in-law, shrugged. 

Unaware that Hajo was diligently laying the groundwork for his brother’s album, Muheon simply savored the word “Mae-hyung-su-nim.”

It seemed he would never be able to contend with the naming sense of the Kang dolphin family throughout his life.

Although it was Hwang Ran’s meddling, they decided to accept his goodwill and diligently proceeded with the wedding preparations.

Hakyung toured various bridal shops with Muheon and even went for food tastings to see what dishes would be served. 

He also visited several cafes, which were a must for those about to get married, and joined them with the CEO.

As he diligently prepared for the wedding, a post caught Hakyung’s eye.

“How do you all use the title for prospective bride/groom?”

The gist of the post was this: The poster visited their prospective spouse’s home and received advice from their future mother-in-law that now that they were getting married, they shouldn’t just call each other by name for convenience, but rather add “ssi” (Mr./Ms.) after the name or set a respectful title.

The comments below the post were a string of people saying they had also heard such things from elders and therefore used simple titles like “yeobo” (honey/dear) or “jagi” (darling) instead of names.

Hakyung’s mouth dropped open. 

Come to think of it, even though he and the CEO were already married, their titles were still “CEO” and “Kang Hakyung.”

Oh my goodness…! 

Even though the CEO and I are married!

Hakyung abruptly stood up and scurried towards Muheon’s study.

Even when he opened the door without knocking, Muheon welcomed Hakyung with a smile, showing no sign of surprise.

Hakyung, once again captivated by the handsome CEO’s face, snuggled into his embrace and rubbed his forehead against him.

“CEO, CEO.”

“Yes. What happened that you came running like this?”

Muheon gently removed the tangled hair from Hakyung’s forehead and asked. 

Hakyung no longer wore his hat at home. 

This was thanks to his realization that this house was a safe space with his beloved husband.

Because of this, Muheon could see Hakyung’s cotton-candy-like hair at any time. 

His heart ached, finding the pink hair, which swayed into his vision every time Hakyung turned his head, so endearing.

He needed to live long and healthily… such useless worries also crept in. 

He knew other Imugis or sea creatures would scoff at such a thought, but for Muheon, who had a young husband, it was an unavoidable concern.

Muheon, hiding his turbulent thoughts, tidied Hakyung’s hair and urged him with an “Hm?” 

Only then did Hakyung finally speak.

“I just saw a post in a cafe! Now we’re married, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Hajo even changed your title last time, and I think it’s time for us to change our titles too!”

***

Hakyung’s eyes suddenly blazed with an unknown passion. 

His fontanel even seemed to flutter, indicating he was thoroughly excited.

First, Muheon agreed with Hakyung.

Then, he showed curiosity about what the river dolphin would call him.

“So, about that…”

His words trailed off in embarrassment. 

Hakyung squirmed, twisting his body and wiggling his lips. 

Muheon kissed those small lips with a “smack” and then poked Hakyung’s side.

“Why are you taking so long to tell me what you’ll call me?”

“Oh, it’s nothing special…!”

“But I’m curious.”

Muheon smiled broadly, his hand moving from Hakyung’s side to his bottom. 

He subtly caressed Hakyung’s plump rear. 

Whether the bottom muscles, devoured by the large hand, tensed or not, Muheon urged Hakyung on.

Hakyung, nervous from Muheon’s teasing, chuckled softly and brought his face close to Muheon’s ear.

“Yeobo.”

The short two syllables traveled through his eardrum and settled in his brain. 

It was fleeting, but his body tingled. 

The fact that he had become Kang Hakyung’s “yeobo” was moving.

Muheon, who hadn’t realized he was such an emotional Imugi until now, nodded, thinking it was understandable when it came to Kang Hakyung.

“Heh.”

A breathy laugh escaped Hakyung’s lips. 

Perhaps it was because he had only called Muheon “CEO” since he met him, but it felt awkward and a bit clumsy.

And the CEO was the same.

If Hakyung said “yeobo,” shouldn’t Muheon respond with something more?

Just a short nod was all he got…


Just as a slightly disappointed Hakyung thought he should just stick to what he usually did, a low, ticklish voice fell into his ear.

“Yes, Jagi.”

Hakyung’s eyes widened, wondering if he had heard wrong, and he looked at Muheon.

Muheon looked directly into Hakyung’s eyes and repeated it once more.

“Jagi, how’s that?”

“Oh, uh… it’s the best.”

Hakyung gave a thumbs-up. 

A term of endearment from the CEO? 

Oh my, is this why people get married and keep rabbit-like… no, snake-like husbands by their side!

Hakyung, clinging to Muheon’s neck, pleaded for it one more time. 

His bottom, touching Muheon’s thigh, stimulated Muheon.

Muheon, who hadn’t expected Hakyung to be so delighted by just one word from him, chuckled softly. Hakyung even brought his ear to Muheon’s lips. 

He just wanted to hear it again and again.

“CEO, no, Yeobo, you would have been really good as a voice actor.”

“Me…?”

“Yes, but no, you can’t. Only I should hear this voice. No speaking in front of other people.”

Suddenly, Hakyung, filled with anger, covered Muheon’s lips with his hand. 

The river dolphin’s jealousy had popped out in an unexpected way again.

Finding even that cute, Muheon quickly nodded. 

He licked the palm of the hand covering his lips. The salty and sweet taste was very pleasant.


“Ugh!”

Hakyung flinched at the sudden tongue attack.

He looked down at his shiny, saliva-covered palm and bit his lip.

He had to hit that mischievous tongue with his own mouth.

Chop, Smooch.

The ticklish and sensual sounds of “Yeobo” and “Jagi” kissing continuously filled the study.
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It was only after Hakyung’s stomach growled that the two, who had been exploring each other’s lips and mouths for a long time, finally pulled apart. 

Even in such moments, the river dolphin was truly serious about eating.

Muheon, caressing Hakyung’s belly which had made the cute sound, rose to his feet. 

He put his arm around Hakyung’s shoulders and began to walk.

“What do you want to eat?”

“CEO. No, Yeobo?”

Muheon buried his nose in Hakyung’s hair and inhaled. 

He didn’t feel hungry just being like this…

Still, he knew that the gluttonous Kang Hakyung thought it was a big deal to skip even one meal, so he had to accommodate him. 

Muheon persuaded Hakyung, who was about to head to the kitchen, and they went out.

He wanted to ensure his husband didn’t have to lift a finger, at least in moments like these.

***

A few days later, on the weekend, Hakyung and Muheon took Grandma to a nearby Korean traditional restaurant. 

This was to inform Grandma that they had registered their marriage and would soon be holding a wedding ceremony.

Of course, Hakyung had already explained everything over the phone, but he felt it was proper to tell her in person.

Grandma smiled broadly at the wonderful restaurant, which she had never been to before. Though she was soon surprised by the prices…

“So, Grandma, we’re going to have our wedding in Incheon. Not a big one, just inviting close friends and our family.”

“Oh, really. That’s what you talked about on the phone the other day, right?”

“Yeah! The CEO’s friend is preparing it for us!”

Hakyung, still too shy to call Muheon “yeobo” in front of his family, reverted to the title “CEO.”

Muheon nodded at his words and continued to explain.

“An old friend of mine runs a small hotel in Incheon. It’s certainly not too much of a burden.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes. Grandma, just come and celebrate our wedding.”

Muheon spoke with a picture-perfect smile, causing Grandma’s nagging, which had been rising to her throat, to subside. 

She asked Hakyung with her eyes if it was truly so.

“Truly, truly!” 

Hakyung, answering with his eyes, also grinned. 

Only Hajo, sitting next to Grandma, muttered, “It wasn’t a small hotel at all…”

Everyone finished their meal, feeling full, and decided to go for a walk in a nearby park since they were already out.

It was the season when flowers bloomed beautifully, so there were vibrant flowers everywhere. 

Seeing his younger siblings and even Grandma enjoying themselves like young girls filled Hakyung’s heart with warmth and a touch of melancholy.

Thinking about how stifling it must have been for Grandma, who had spent her entire life in their small village, inexplicably brought tears to his eyes.

Hakyung felt a little down, despite witnessing a beautiful and happy scene. 

Muheon, who sensed his mood perfectly, firmly squeezed Hakyung’s hand.

“Isn’t the park pretty?”

“No, it’s very pretty.”

“Then why do you look so sad?”

Muheon’s fingers gently tapped around Hakyung’s reddened eyes.

Hakyung, shrugging as if tickled, managed to pull up the corners of his lips.

Seeing the obvious forced smile, Muheon gently shook the hand he held. 

At his comforting, yet not quite comforting, gesture, a small laugh bloomed from Hakyung’s lips.

“Because Grandma likes it so much. I feel so bad that she never really got to come to places like this before.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes, I was a really thoughtless and bad grandson.”

He was upset by the fact that he had been so swayed by Kim Taeyoung’s words all this time that he hadn’t been able to properly look after his family.

Even now that he was free from Kim Taeyoung, he felt sorry that he couldn’t care for them from nearby while being in Seoul. 

Hakyung’s expression darkened again due to the cascade of negative thoughts.

In Muheon’s eyes, however, there was no one who cared for and looked after their family as much as Kang Hakyung did.

“What kind of talk is that? If you tell Grandma that, she’ll scold you.”

“Still…”

“It’s not about what you couldn’t do until now, but about taking better care of them from now on. You’ve seen how much they like this, too.”

“Yeah. I thought Grandma only liked going to the river, but she really loves flowers, trees, and birds too.”

Hakyung enumerated the things Grandma liked, one by one. 

Muheon, watching those small, cute fingers, cautiously began to speak.

“If you wish to have Grandma live nearby, I can arrange a residence for her in Seoul.”

“What? Oh, no! That’s not it! Grandma would never agree to leave her hometown!”

“Then we can just visit her regularly.”

His simple conclusion melted Hakyung’s utterly gloomy heart.

It was always like this.

All the situations that were difficult, frightening, and hard for him became lighter in front of Muheon.

It wasn’t that his worries were easy for Muheon, but that Muheon willingly thought of the best solutions.

Hakyung kissed the back of Muheon’s hand, which was holding his tightly. 

Since they couldn’t engage in passionate displays of affection in a park frequented by families… he had to be satisfied with this much, regrettable as it was.

Muheon tilted his head, seeing Hakyung’s eyes suddenly light up, but he decided to just accept it, understanding that while one might know the depths of the ocean, one cannot know the mind of a river dolphin.

As the two were enjoying their pleasant park date, Hawaon, who was walking ahead, waved his arm.

“Oppa! Come here and let’s take a family photo! CEO too!”

“Uh-huh, okay!”

Hakyung quickly moved at his brother’s words, leading Muheon and stopping in front of a beautiful sculpture. 

It seemed to be the park’s main monument, as people wanting to take pictures were gathering and waiting for their turn.

Hawaon stood at the very back of the line with an excited face. 

Grandma and Hajo also looked thrilled, saying it was their first family photo in a long time.

“Since it’s the first photo with our new family, it’s okay to wait a bit, right?”

“Of course.”

***

When Grandma asked, Muheon nodded without the slightest hesitation. 

His unreserved answer made Grandma’s eyes crinkle even more with a smile.

After waiting for about 5 minutes, the river dolphin family and Muheon took their places in front of a large floral sculpture.

After handing their phone to someone standing behind them to take a picture, it truly felt like they had become one family.

Even though it was considered nearby, being in the countryside meant a considerable travel distance.

On the way back, Hajo and Hawaon fell asleep. Hakyung’s small head, sitting behind them, also swayed from side to side with the car’s movement.

Just as Muheon was worrying Hakyung might hit his head hard on the window, Grandma, who had been sitting quietly, began to speak.

“You two haven’t fought, have you?”

“No, we haven’t. Hakyung is very thoughtful despite his young age, so I actually learn a lot from him.”

An unreserved answer came from Muheon’s lips, as if he were a doll with a recorded message that would flow out if you just poked him.

Grandma chuckled, “Heh-heh,” watching Muheon, who with his seemingly stoic face, was busy praising her grandson. 

She felt that Hakyung had truly met the right partner.

Despite the significant age difference, this man showed no hint of subtly looking down on Hakyung. 

Not only that, but whether they went out to eat, to play, or even just stopped at a rest area, he always took care of Hakyung first.

Seeing her grandson take it for granted, she thought that Hakyung would be respected and loved throughout his marriage.

Why did she feel tears welling up at the sight of her grandson and his husband getting along so well? 

Grandma tried hard to act as if nothing was wrong.

“Even though Hakyung suffered a lot when he was young, he got that difficult certification on his own and has many talents.”

“Of course.”

“Mmm, Hakyung won’t cause the CEO any trouble. He’ll take care of himself just fine.”

Grandma worried that Hakyung, still young and possessing nothing, might somehow, just in case, be cast aside by Muheon.

No matter how well people got along, a person’s heart could change in an instant, like flipping a palm, couldn’t it?

Her heart fluttered between feeling relieved and worried.

Muheon, noticing Grandma’s concern, curved his lips into a smile.

“What do you mean, ‘can’t take care of himself’? I was the one who desperately begged him to marry me because I wanted to take responsibility for him and be with him. I actually wish Hakyung would rely on me more… but it’s not easy.”

Muheon chuckled softly. 

Hakyung was so capable that the times he asked for Muheon’s help could be counted on one hand. 

It was genuinely disappointing that it remained that way even after so much time.

Grandma agreed with his words. 

Hakyung was usually very charming and smiled easily, but he always drew a line and didn’t cross it, even with family. 

Knowing her grandson was so independent, she had just quietly watched him all this time.


However, she wished Hakyung would entrust everything to and rely on the CEO by his side. 

Her wrinkled hand patted the back of Muheon’s hand.

“Please truly cherish our Hakyung.”

It was a world where a brief encounter rarely blossomed into destiny.

Grandma only wished for her grandson to live happily with the precious connection he had found, even when she was no longer there.

It was Grandma’s last wish.



 
  Chapter 82: A Midnight Rendezvous at the Watermill





“Is this what the love of kin is…?” 

Muheon found it hard to comprehend her boundless love but reassured her by saying he understood.

Even without Grandma’s earnest plea, he already genuinely cherished and loved Kang Hakyung.

***

Grandma had urged them to go back to Seoul quickly before it got too late, but Hakyung insisted on staying the night. 

Unable to break Hakyung’s stubbornness that “these kinds of days you always stay over,” Grandma sighed and tidied up Hakyung’s old room for them.

Lying side-by-side in the small room that was just big enough for two, they held each other’s hands tightly.

“It’s so nice to be with the CEO in a space I used to be in alone every time.”

“You said it was a room you used alone?”

“Uh-huh, that’s right. I studied, recorded songs, and wrote in my diary too.”

In that tiny room, Hakyung had accomplished so much. 

Muheon, finding Hakyung admirable, ruffled his hair. 

Hakyung chuckled broadly at Muheon’s playful affection.

Muheon’s lips softened into a dreamy smile, wondering how Hakyung could be so cute, rubbing his head and asking for more.

After playing with his hands for a long time, Hakyung suddenly sprang up as if remembering something. 

Hakyung moved about easily in the pitch-dark room where all the lights were off.

Muheon, who had been lying down, subtly moved to Hakyung’s side, seeing him looking for something.

“What are you looking for? Should I turn on the light?”

“Oh? No! If you turn on the light, everything will be exposed!”

Hakyung grabbed Muheon’s wrist. 

Muheon, who had been about to get up to turn on the light, tilted his head to the side.

What on earth was he trying to do…?

Since Hakyung always acted unpredictably, an uneasy feeling arose. 

And that uneasy feeling was accurate. 

It was because Hakyung was carrying two large backpacks and gesturing to Muheon.

His appearance, burdened with large bags like someone fleeing, was adorable, but it was still frustrating not to know the river dolphin’s intentions.

Instead of approaching Hakyung, Muheon grabbed his wrist. 

Hakyung’s small body, wearing the backpacks, was easily pulled and landed neatly on his thigh.

“What’s going on?”

When Muheon asked in a low voice, Hakyung flinched. 

His voice was always chillingly cool, no matter when he heard it. 

He fell for Muheon once again. Hakyung wrapped his arms around him and kissed him.

Even though Hakyung initiated the kiss without answering the repeated questions, Muheon gladly accepted Hakyung’s kiss. 

The answer could wait until after the kiss.

The precarious kiss, threatening to break off at any moment, ended as Hakyung pulled back. Muheon, letting out a short sigh of regret, hugged Hakyung tightly around the waist. 

Hakyung, letting out a short breath while wrapped in his firm arms, finally answered.

“Hmph. So, this is what it is.”

“Yeah.”

“Sleeping bags.”

Even after hearing the answer, only more question marks appeared.

Hakyung began to elaborate, sensing that Muheon hadn’t understood his answer.

He could have spoken quietly, but he deliberately put his lips to Muheon’s ear and whispered.

“We’re going to the mill now to ‘make rice cakes.’ It’s just a short walk from the house.”

“Necessarily…?”

“What do you mean, necessarily?! It’s the best spot in our village, you know? Just thinking about the river dolphins born there…!”

“That’s enough, I get it…”

Muheon had no desire to know the private lives of other villagers. He took Hakyung’s backpacks and stood up.

Then, a chuckle escaped him. 

So, this was why Hakyung hadn’t gone back to Seoul despite Grandma urging him to. 

Wasn’t he truly a vigorous river dolphin? 

Of course, Muheon himself was also a vigorous Imugi.

Sneaking out of the house, the two walked along the footpath, using the moonlight as their streetlamp. 

As the soft crunch of dirt underfoot blended with Hakyung’s humming, the ordinary country road became more romantic than any other place in the world.

Muheon moved his fingers in time with Hakyung’s song. 

He wasn’t usually one to enjoy excitement, but after meeting the river dolphin, his tastes had changed.

Indeed, Kang Hakyung’s voice had a power that transcended taste. 

Others might call it being infatuated, but that was beside the point.

As they walked, listening to Hakyung’s song, a watermill truly appeared before their eyes. 

Unlike Muheon, who wore a bewildered expression, Hakyung welcomed it with a bright face and ran towards it.

His eyes were not just sparkling but practically glittering, as if he had been eagerly awaiting his return to the countryside.


Muheon quickly followed Hakyung, who had run ahead, worrying he might stumble. 

While his own vision wasn’t obscured at night, Hakyung, being an ordinary suin, would be different.

Sure enough, Hakyung tripped, and before his body could hit the ground, Muheon caught him. 

Hakyung’s heart, surprised after running excitedly, thumped loudly, a sensation Muheon could feel clearly.

“Be careful. Are you hurt?”

“No, I’m okay. You be careful too, CEO, it’s bumpy here.”

“Alright. Let’s hold hands and go.”

Muheon, after making sure Hakyung wasn’t hurt, held out his hand. 

Hakyung, placing his hand firmly in Muheon’s large one, once again led the way. 

The river dolphin was currently seeing nothing but his goal.

For a space that hadn’t been used in a long time, the watermill was surprisingly well-maintained.

Hakyung’s fontanel fluttered, knowing precisely why.

“Give me the backpacks!”

Hakyung spread his hands and held them out to Muheon. 

At his hasty gesture, Muheon chuckled faintly, as if Hakyung was incorrigible, and handed over the backpacks. 

With fumbling hands unaccustomed to the task, Hakyung laid the two sleeping bags side by side, a wide grin spreading across his lips.

To think he could do “this and that” with the CEO—no, his yeobo—in the watermill that was a legend in the village…! 

He was truly a happy river dolphin.

Overwhelmed with emotion, Hakyung quickly stripped off his clothes.

Muheon shook his head, seeing Hakyung become naked in the blink of an eye.

It wasn’t easy to be completely undressed and not look provocative, but Kang Hakyung proudly pulled off that difficult feat.

“What are you doing standing there? Hurry up, please?”

Hakyung sat cross-legged and patted the spot next to him. 

Muheon, who had secretly locked the door from the inside just in case, moved towards him.

As Muheon lowered himself to where Hakyung indicated, he noticed goosebumps prickling on Hakyung’s pale shoulders and furrowed his brows. 

He quickly took off his shirt and draped it around Hakyung’s shoulders.

Even though the weather had warmed up, it was still the middle of the night. 

The surrounding air was still chilly.

“You’ll catch a cold. You shouldn’t take off your clothes just anywhere.”

“It’s okay because this isn’t ‘just anywhere.’ And because the CEO, no, Yeobo, is here.”

Hakyung smiled softly and sniffled. 

Muheon clicked his tongue briefly and put his arm around Hakyung’s shoulders. 

He was genuinely worried Hakyung might catch a cold.

Hakyung chuckled faintly at Muheon’s overprotectiveness, which was even more extreme than Grandma’s. 

Unaware that Hakyung was intentionally sniffling louder because he enjoyed seeing the CEO flustered, Muheon was fidgeting as if Hakyung might collapse at any moment.

“Do we really have to do it here? The floor is hard; I think you’ll get bruises…”

Muheon moved as if he were about to leave entirely, worried sick about Hakyung.

Oh, did I act too hurt?

Hakyung, feeling a sting, quickly climbed onto Muheon’s thigh.

He had been waiting so eagerly to come to Grandma’s house for days; he couldn’t leave without doing anything.

“I’m fine now! I’m perfectly energetic, not a single sniffle!”

“Really…?”

“Yes!”

Fearing Muheon might actually get up, Hakyung gave him a sharp peck on the lips. 

Muheon, reading Hakyung’s determination to see this through, playfully flicked Hakyung’s forehead without hurting him.

“Next time, no doing things on your own like this.”

“Of course! Where else would I do it when we have our own home!”

Hakyung, speaking loudly, hastily placed his hands on Muheon’s waist. 

Muheon, feigning defeat, let Hakyung do as he pleased.

Hakyung, who had already slid off Muheon’s thigh, bent his upper body. 

His shirt, which had slipped down, fell to the floor with a thud. 

Hakyung quickly folded it, worried Muheon’s clothes might get dirty, and then continued what he was doing.

This time, however, it wasn’t his hands but his lips that headed towards Muheon’s waist. 

Hakyung parted his small lips and took the zipper into his mouth.

“…Kang Hakyung…?”

Where on earth did he learn this?

Muheon, pressing a hand to his forehead, tried to push Hakyung away, but the small head was resolute. 

In the end, Muheon, defeated by Hakyung once again, had no choice but to let him continue.

The moonlight filtering through the small window illuminated Hakyung’s fair skin, and even in that scant light, his skin sparkled.


Muheon, as if enchanted, placed a hand on Hakyung’s back. 

At the soft and warm sensation felt at his fingertips, Muheon’s breathing became slightly ragged.

The glimpse of Hakyung’s pink chest, subtly visible through his cascading hair, was tantalizing, making his mouth water repeatedly. 

Unlike just a moment ago, Kang Hakyung had become the most sensual being in the world, tormenting Muheon.
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His mouth watered, like a beast with delicious food before it. 

Whether Hakyung knew his state or not, he struggled to get the zipper down with his mouth. 

“Ugh, ugh, ugh.”

The guide clearly said it was easy… 

He just couldn’t understand what kind of talent one needed to be able to undress someone with their mouth. 

The position was awkward, swallowing saliva was difficult, and it felt like it would drool at any moment.

“Ugh!”

At the sudden contact, Hakyung’s belly hardened. 

Seeing Hakyung’s reaction, Muheon began to rub him more vigorously.

His round, small, berry-like nipples were pressed down, almost crushed, under Muheon’s fingers. 

Hakyung twitched his body at the relentless touch but couldn’t move properly because of what he was holding in his mouth.

“How long do I have to wait?”

Muheon spun his finger and curved his lips. 

At his question, Hakyung frowned and muttered something, but it didn’t come out as proper words.

Muheon could have leisurely enjoyed Hakyung’s new appearance. 

However, his center was getting increasingly firm, threatening to become so erect that it would be hard to pull down his pants.

Muheon carefully grasped Hakyung’s chin and lifted it.

Even without starting in earnest, the river dolphin’s face was beet red.

I knew it.

It was admirable that Hakyung was so enthusiastic that blood rushed to his face, but it was also true that it was a little pitiful. 

Hakyung’s small face followed Muheon’s movements. 

Muheon kissed various spots on that tiny face, wiping away the drool.

Hakyung felt disappointed that what he had ambitiously prepared didn’t even succeed and he was being treated like a child.

Hakyung, resolved to undergo special training when he returned home, smiled sweetly at Muheon’s kisses. 

He decided he would just do whatever his husband wanted for today.

After burying his lips in Hakyung’s face for a long time, Muheon took off his own pants and underwear. 

Hakyung pouted at Muheon’s instantly naked form.

I definitely need to do that special training. 

As Hakyung once again made that resolve, Muheon’s low, deep voice reached his ear.

Muheon, with furrowed brows, wrapped his arms around Hakyung’s knees.

“Look at this. I told you the floor was hard.”

He hadn’t been kneeling for very long, but the area around Hakyung’s knees was already dark red.

Hakyung looked down at his knees at Muheon’s words and was also surprised. 

He knew it wasn’t a bed, but he didn’t expect his skin to be so irritated.

Even in this darkness, the difference in skin color was obvious…

Hakyung gently rubbed Muheon’s forehead, which was full of wrinkles from worrying about him.

“It’s because the floor is hard. It doesn’t hurt.”

“Still, knowing your skin is sensitive… Come here.”

Muheon quickly sat Hakyung on his thigh.

Muheon’s smooth, cool skin against his bottom felt good.

Hakyung, like a puppy who had caused trouble, slyly rubbed his bottom against Muheon’s thigh while still watching him. 

His knees were his knees, but he still had to finish what he started.

Muheon, noticing the river dolphin’s cheeky trick, chuckled softly. 

Of course, he also had no intention of just leaving with his half-erect cock.

However, if Hakyung lay on the floor like this, muscle soreness would be a certainty tomorrow. In that case…

Muheon, deep in thought, rubbed Hakyung’s chest and lay down in his place. 

Hakyung, naturally sprawling on top of Muheon’s body, rolled his eyes.

“You’re not sleepy, are you? This sleeping bag isn’t that good…”

“Of course not. You’re lying on my cock; you know I wouldn’t be sleepy, right?”

Muheon chuckled softly in response to Hakyung’s suspicion. 

At that, Hakyung subtly shifted his bottom, which was on Muheon’s stomach, onto Muheon’s “pepper.” 

He felt inexplicably proud seeing it steadily increasing in size.

“Oh my, my beautiful Muilmui.”

Hakyung patted and praised the two “peppers” with his bottom instead of his hands. 

Muheon’s laughter grew louder. Hakyung also felt even better at his husband’s laughter.

The river dolphin’s spirit, which had been dejected after his ambitious plan failed, was resurrected by his bottom.

“Oh, right. Then why did you lie down…?”

Hakyung asked, gently touching Muheon’s firm chest with his small hand. 

Unlike his own soft chest, his husband’s hard, thick chest always felt good, clinging smoothly to his hand whenever he touched it.

He fully understood the people who discussed their ideal types on forum posts, saying “men are all about the chest.”

Hakyung focused solely on Muheon’s chest, forgetting even what he had asked.

It was pleasing that Hakyung liked his cock or chest, but he could at least look at his face. 

Muheon’s self-esteem, which had never been called ugly anywhere, deflated slightly.

He felt a strange blow to his pride, as it seemed Kang Hakyung liked a completely naked Lee Muheon much more.

Muheon, with a tiny hint of mischief, thrust his hips. 

At that, Hakyung’s eyes, which had been sent bouncing into the air, widened into perfect circles.

“To do this.”

“Uh, uh-huh, so…”

Hakyung, understanding why Muheon had laid down, turned red to his chest and squirmed.

“Are you worried about the bruise on my knee earlier?”

“Of course. I’m not going to ruin you just to have sex once.”

“It really didn’t hurt…”

“It hurts me to watch, so no.”

It was a firm answer. 

Every time Muheon took care of him like this, Hakyung felt tingles all over his body. Not only his fontanel, but his butt also tensed up.

Hakyung, overflowing with affection for Muheon, stretched out his arms and hugged his neck tightly.

Muheon curved his lips, looking at Hakyung clinging to him like a gibbon. 

His love for Hakyung, who had warmed his perpetually cool body temperature, welled up even more with each such moment.

In this way, their love for each other only grew each day, never diminishing.

***

Muheon’s long fingers delved into Hakyung’s opening.

Since it was his first time to receive him in this position from the start, Hakyung showed awkward movements.

Though Hakyung knew he needed to relax, his body remained stiff, constantly tensing up.

As Muheon’s fingers delved deeper, Hakyung’s knees also tightened around Muheon’s ribcage.

“Ugh… Th-this is weird.”

“It’s not weird. We do this all the time.”

“B-but… it feels deeper… now, ugh!”

Even with only two fingers, it felt incredibly deep. 

He wondered if gravity was truly this formidable. 

Until now, they’d always changed positions in the middle, so he hadn’t felt it in such detail, but good heavens… the sensation was entirely different.

Hakyung, breathing shallowly above Muheon, subtly voiced his opinion.

“First, if I lie down… Ugh! Ah, if I move…!”

“No. You’ll get hurt.”

Muheon, with an inscrutable expression, as if unsure whether he was genuinely worried about Hakyung getting hurt or enjoying Hakyung’s flustered state in this unfamiliar position, inserted another finger.

Hakyung let out a short yelp, his upper body slumping forward. 

Muheon, supporting him easily with his other arm, moved his fingers around, widening the inner walls.

Rubbing his forehead against Muheon’s chest, Hakyung groaned. 

Though there was a faint pleasure, it was still difficult.

“Ha, hah…!”

“I’ll loosen you up a bit more. If I just go in, you’ll tear.”

Unlike Hakyung, who was already panting as if he’d sprinted, Muheon remained perfectly calm. 

Hakyung, finding Muheon’s composed face irritating, bit his nipple firmly.

Muheon chuckled at the annoyance, which was no different from a tiny Maltese yapping, and gently stroked the back of Hakyung’s head.

As the familiar touch reached him, Hakyung’s fontanel, hidden between his pink hair, fluttered rapidly as if filled with anticipation.

Muheon, feeling satisfied with Hakyung’s unconscious reaction, exhaled languidly.

He wanted to live his life with Kang Hakyung’s entire body pressed against his own. 

His warm body temperature, his honest physique, his cute lips, and his plump bottom—everything about him was beautiful, without exception.

“Kang Hakyung, what do you eat to be so pretty?”

“Ah, what, uh-huh!”

“Yeah, you know you’re pretty?”

Hakyung, who had been gnawing on Muheon’s nipple, tried to protest at the sudden remark but failed. 

His head, which had been raised stiffly, instantly dropped.

It was because Muheon’s fingers had finally become four, exploring his opening. 

While his mouth showered Hakyung with compliments like “pretty” and “adorable,” the hand positioned between his buttocks was merciless.

Tears welled up in Hakyung’s eyes, overwhelmed by the autonomously moving fingers.

“Are you having a hard time?”

“Yes, it’s hard…!”


Hakyung shook his head vigorously, signaling him to stop. 

Muheon clicked his tongue briefly at his pitiful movements.

“What do we do? We’ve only just begun.”

Muheon licked his lips clean, and his hand withdrew from between Hakyung’s buttocks.

In its place, his cock, which Hakyung adored so much, took its position.
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“Haaah!”

Muheon gave no time for mental preparation. 

This time, Hakyung let out a sharp groan from a pain that felt like his butt was splitting in two. 

He was so surprised that his hunched upper body straightened stiffly.

Even though the space had been widened by fingers just moments before, it seemed it was still difficult to accommodate Muheon’s thick cock without resistance.

Hakyung’s thighs trembled, seemingly unable to put proper strength into his legs, and he almost fell backward. 

Muheon immediately moved his waist, pulling Hakyung’s upper body towards him.

Large teardrops fell from Hakyung’s eyes, which swayed back and forth on Muheon’s stomach.

Pain and pleasure intertwined, making Hakyung’s insides a mess.

“It hurts, no, i-it feels good…! Ooh!”

From the excessive stimulation, Hakyung frantically scratched Muheon’s chest. 

His weak gestures, unable to leave even a single scratch, only excited Muheon further.

Muheon held Hakyung’s side firmly and continued thrusting his hips.

“Where does it feel good?”

“I-I don’t know…! My stomach, my stomach…!”

Hakyung moved his hands to touch his stomach, feeling Muheon’s cock going much deeper than usual. 

Of course, he knew it wasn’t, but he wondered if it had perhaps reached his belly button.

Muheon rarely pushed him so intensely from the start, which made him even more afraid.

However, as his surprise grew, so did the pleasure. 

His own center was already dripping, no, practically gushing out.

If Muheon were to just touch him once at this moment, he would surely come.

Hakyung’s hand, after confirming his stomach was fine again, reached for his own cock, which was swaying in the air.

“Should I touch it for you?”

Muheon asked, perceiving Hakyung’s movements perfectly, even while thrusting his hips like crazy. Hakyung quickly nodded at his words. 

He thought it would be even better if Muheon’s large hand touched him.

At Hakyung’s permission, Muheon grabbed his cock. 

It was more than just moist; it was soaking wet, yet it still glowed a beautiful pink.

It would be perfect to swallow it whole, but it was impossible in their current position. 

Muheon, clicking his tongue in regret, grasped the hot shaft. Its size, fitting in one hand, was simply adorable.

He gently rubbed the glans with his thumb, observing Hakyung’s reaction. 

As expected, Hakyung’s furrowed brows were slowly returning to their normal position.

His tightly clenched lips, which had been holding back pain, now parted, exhaling hot breaths. 

Muheon, confirming the subtle changes, tightened his grip on Hakyung’s cock.

With a sudden, squeezing force, Hakyung gasped. 

It felt as if Muheon was going to tear it right off instead of just touching it.

“Ah, C-CEO…!”

“CEO? Call me something else.”

Hakyung, held tightly by Muheon from both front and back, shook his head. 

He couldn’t understand half of what Muheon was saying due to the overwhelming pleasure and pain.

The tears that had stopped now flowed again. 

Muheon, who would usually wipe away his tears, was mercilessly pushing him further this time.

“Huh? I’m not the CEO.”

“Uh-huh, you’re not…!”

“Then?”

Each syllable Muheon uttered with his thrusts carried force. 

Hakyung, groaning uncontrollably at the growling tone, gradually recalled Muheon’s question.

And soon enough, he found the answer Muheon desired. 

It was a word that still didn’t come naturally and he often forgot.

“Ye-yeobo…? Ugh.”

“Mhm, Jagi.”

“Heheheh.”

Hakyung chuckled softly at Muheon’s playful retort. 

Muheon praised his answer by tickling Hakyung’s side. 

Hakyung twisted his torso at the ticklish and gentle fingers. 

This caused Muheon’s cock to thrust deeper, making Hakyung scream out again.

Muheon held Hakyung securely so he wouldn’t fall, then grasped both Hakyung’s cock and his own simultaneously.

His hand, which had been loose when only holding Hakyung’s, now felt full with his own included.

Once again, Hakyung felt the difference between them. 

He shivered at the hot, bumpy sensation against his cock. 

Not only Muheon’s hand but Muilhui’s too… it was the best feeling in the world.

From whimpering with tears and snot, Hakyung now became even more proactive. 

He placed his hand on Muheon’s, trying desperately to go through this together.

“Ah, ugh…! I’m going to come now…!”

Soon after, Hakyung, his entire body flushed red, spoke. 

Reaching climax was quick, as he would have come much earlier if Muheon hadn’t been squeezing him so tightly.


Muheon nodded and vigorously rubbed the glans. 

Simultaneously, white, clear fluid splashed onto Muheon’s face.

Hakyung, having climaxed satisfyingly, exhaled deeply. 

A sense of release and emptiness washed over him. 

However, unfortunately, even before he could savor the afterglow of his orgasm, he had to groan as Muheon’s penis continued to pound against his inner walls.

Muheon wiped the semen from his chin with his hand and brought it to his mouth. 

The river dolphin’s semen tasted sweet too.

If Hakyung had even a little bit of sense, he would have stopped him, saying it was dirty to eat that, but his vision had turned white, and he couldn’t see anything.

Unlike Hakyung’s slightly shrunken penis, Muheon’s cocks were still vigorous.

“Ah! Wait, rest…! Ugh!”

“Rest? You need to come again…!”

Muheon, who had thoroughly licked clean Hakyung’s semen splashed on their bodies, grinned. 

He naturally ignored Hakyung’s request to go slower and take a break.

Hakyung, too weak to even stand properly, rested his forehead on Muheon’s shoulder. 

In response, Muheon gripped Hakyung’s shoulders tightly and moved his hips more fiercely.

***

Thwack, thwack, the sound of skin colliding echoed loudly. Hakyung’s raw moans mixed in, a pleasant sound indeed.

With satisfying sex, parts of Muheon’s skin began to turn black. 

This was now a natural change that accompanied every intimate encounter with Hakyung.

After all, what man wouldn’t be aroused when holding the one they loved?

Flames arose in his bottomless black eyes, gleaming.

He stared intently at Hakyung’s pink hair, swaying before him.

Kang Hakyung was the only light in his entirely black world.

Even though they were already pressed together so tightly that not a drop of water could seep between them, Muheon pulled Hakyung even closer.

A preposterous thought crossed his mind: he wanted to permeate Kang Hakyung and live within him.

The more Muheon poured his overflowing love into him, the more Hakyung, held in his arms, felt like he was dying.

The cock inside him was furiously thrusting everywhere, and the cock tightly pressed between his thighs was on the verge of ejaculating again from the intense stimulation. 

His genitals even ached from Muheon’s firm muscles.

“I’m gonna, I’m gonna…!”

Hakyung uttered the same words repeatedly. 

At his words, Muheon’s thrusts grew even faster.

Soon after, Hakyung groaned as if in pain, coming a second time, and Muheon also ejaculated, swallowing his own moan.

His stomach felt burning hot. 

Hakyung rubbed his stomach against Muheon’s.

“Ugh, it’s hot inside…! Ugh.”

Muheon wore a look of dismay at Hakyung’s whimpering and got up. 

Hakyung gasped, receiving unexpected stimulation as their position changed.

“Ah, Hakyung-ah. Are you okay? Look. Let’s pull out quickly.”

“No, don’t pull out.”

“Huh?”

Muheon, who had put his hands under Hakyung’s armpits to lift his small body, wore a puzzled expression.

Hakyung tightened his arms around Muheon’s neck, as if fearing they might separate.

“What if your stomach hurts, huh?”

“Just one more time. We can just pretend we put in more lube or something.”

“What…?”

Muheon shook his head, as if Hakyung, the “manly” river dolphin, was beyond help. 

Hakyung planted little kisses on Muheon’s temple, bobbing his hips.

Just a few minutes ago, he was whimpering from exhaustion…

But Muheon didn’t know how to resist Hakyung’s stubbornness. 

He complied with Hakyung’s wishes again.

The watermill, said to be the best spot in the river dolphin village and a place where love flowed, became a space full of affection for both of them.

***

Fortunately, the two returned home before the family woke up. 

They perfectly hid the incriminating sleeping bags and fell into a deep sleep, oblivious to the world.

When they didn’t wake up despite the bustling sounds of breakfast being prepared, Grandma sent Hajo to wake his brother.

“Hyung, wake up and eat. You too, Brother-in-law-sister-in-law!”

It was Muheon who woke first at the knocking on the door. 


Muheon, shaking off his sleepiness with a single blink, gently patted Hakyung. 

Hakyung, waking up to the soft touch on his shoulder, let out a big yawn.

Hakyung’s face was glossy, having had his fill of “rice cakes” at the watermill all night, just as he wanted. 

Although, dark circles had fallen to his chin from lack of sleep.
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“Mmm, I’m up. I’ll be out soon.”

“Okay!”

Thump-thump-thump, the sound of Hajo heading back to the kitchen echoed. 

Hakyung yawned widely once more and turned to Muheon. 

Then, he meticulously checked Muheon’s physical condition.

Muheon gave Hakyung a puzzled look as Hakyung sniffed around like a detection dog.

Hakyung lifted Muheon’s T-shirt, and a basinful of saliva collected in his mouth.

“Are you worried about me right now?”

“Of course, I’m worried! You moved so vigorously on the bare floor!”

“I’m fine. There’s nothing uncomfortable anywhere.”

It was a mouse worrying about a cat, or rather, a tiger. 

Muheon chuckled softly at the river dolphin’s cute concern and, in turn, reached out to lift Hakyung’s shirt.

Sure enough, a blue bruise had appeared on Hakyung’s side. 

Despite trying to be careful yesterday, he must have failed to control his strength.

Muheon clicked his tongue briefly, seeing that the bruise seemed like it would spread further with time. 

It was already pitiful to see a bruise on such a small body. 

Of course, if he could go back to dawn, he would do the same thing again.

Hakyung’s eyes widened in surprise as he saw the bruise on his side from Muheon lifting his T-shirt.

“Wow, this is the first time I’ve ever had a bruise like this.”

“Didn’t it hurt?”

“Not at all. It doesn’t even hurt now!”

Hakyung twisted his side this way and that, as if fascinated. 

There was no muscle pain or discomfort. In a way, couldn’t it be considered a huge hickey?

Since it was a mark left from intimacy, whether by mouth or hand. 

Hakyung, once again using his “manly” logic to dismiss it, grinned.

Muheon, whose lips had been curving up with Hakyung’s innocent smile, suddenly became serious. 

He painlessly pinched Hakyung’s round nostril, issuing a warning.

“Why are you smiling when you have such a deep bruise? Don’t suggest doing it in a place like that again. Let’s eat quickly and go to the hospital.”

“Huh…? No, why the hospital?”

“You’re bruised. You need to see a doctor.”

Even a mother hedgehog wouldn’t be this overprotective. 

Hakyung grabbed Muheon’s arm, which looked like it was about to run off right away.

It wasn’t a pain that prevented him from getting up, and if he went to the hospital for a mere bruise, it would obviously spread as gossip within an hour. 

“Oh, the river dolphin family’s eldest came to the hospital after ‘doing it’?” and so on…

No matter how confident Hakyung was, he couldn’t leave such a humiliating record.

“Do you really want to spread rumors all over town? I’m absolutely not going. Let’s stop talking about this now. Let’s go eat! Grandma will scold us!”

As Hakyung hastily got up, Muheon reluctantly followed. 

He wanted to buy medicine and apply it right away, but as Hakyung said, it was impossible in this village.

He made a plan that they absolutely had to leave for Seoul right after eating.

What greeted the two late sleepers was a lavish breakfast spread. 

Hakyung’s mouth dropped open as he saw the whole boiled chicken for a breeding hen, prominently displayed in the center.

“Grandma! What’s all this?”

“What do you mean, it’s breakfast.”

“Boiled chicken for breakfast?”

Grandma, who didn’t answer Hakyung’s question, tore off a thick chicken leg and placed it on Muheon’s plate.

“Go on, try it. It’ll be delicious.”

“Thank you.”

Muheon bowed his head slightly and picked up the chicken leg. 

Grandma also distributed a chicken leg to each of her grandchildren.

Hajo and Hawaon excitedly tore into their chicken legs.

“Wow, Grandma made something super delicious because we have a new family member, right?”

“Yeah! It’s not even a special day, and we have boiled chicken! Grandma, is there sticky rice with it?”

“Of course, there is. I’ll make you chicken porridge after you finish.”

Hakyung’s ears turned bright red at the conversation between Grandma and his siblings. 

It wasn’t like his mother-in-law doting on a son-in-law, but the family’s blatant fussing over Muheon, right from breakfast, made him feel embarrassed and awkward. 

Of course, he didn’t dislike it; he was just self-conscious.

Hakyung turned his gaze to Muheon. 

Muheon had already finished the chicken leg Grandma gave him in a flash and was now picking at the breast meat. 

Then, as if feeling Hakyung’s gaze, he raised an eyebrow.

“Is it delicious?”

“Yeah. Eat quickly. Should I debone it for you?”

Muheon, thinking Hakyung wasn’t touching it because it was inconvenient to eat, immediately began to debone Hakyung’s chicken leg.

The river dolphin family, watching from the side, interjected with exclamations of “Oh!”

Hakyung’s ear tips turned even redder.

Hakyung, who somehow ended up only eating the meat Muheon deboned, was able to finish his meal with the only clean hands.

It was while they were diligently eating fruit for dessert after the meal. 

Hawaon, who couldn’t tear his eyes away from his phone screen, poked Hakyung.

“Oppa, Oppa!”

“Huh?”

“Look at this. This video my friends shared, it’s your song video?”

A video of Hakyung covering an idol’s song was shared in Hawaon’s group chat.

Since the video was filmed in a coin karaoke room, the colors and everything were blurry, but his clear voice remained the same.

“Are your friends fans of this idol too?”

“Yeah! That’s why your video keeps getting reposted. I’m trying so hard not to tell them it’s my oppa.”

Hawaon’s shoulders puffed up to the sky. 

It was a reaction showing how incredibly proud he was of his brother, even if no one else recognized it.

***

Hakyung, feeling embarrassed once again, awkwardly forced a smile. 

He knew how much his siblings had lamented his inability to sing instead of Kim Taeyoung, so their current reaction was even more touching. 

He was also grateful for their consideration in not bringing up old stories in front of him.

“Just wait a bit. When I’m on vacation, I’m going to start uploading your videos seriously!”

“Really? Do you have more songs?”

“Yeah. You sang over ten that day. Right, Hyung?”

Hajo showed Hawaon the videos he hadn’t uploaded yet.

Hawaon squealed with delight, as if watching a real idol video.

Hakyung’s shoulders rose as he watched them. 

Praise always made the river dolphin dance.

Muheon gently stroked Hakyung’s hair. 

The talent to be loved by many purely through one’s voice was rare and precious.

“You like singing, and you’re good at it. That’s great.”

“Yes, yes. I feel really good.”

A hummed tune flowed from Hakyung’s lips. 

Muheon, listening to his song, burst out laughing. 

Even in the countryside, the nonsensical lyrics remained.

***

They successfully conveyed the wedding news to Grandma, and their life in Seoul continued smoothly. 

Now, with the wedding next week, the major tasks would be complete.

These had been the calmest and most peaceful days he had experienced so far.

“Happy, happy, our house river dolphin is happy! H, a, p, p, y!”

Hakyung sang joyfully while cleaning the stairs. 

His colleagues at the company had adapted enough that Hakyung’s singing had become their background music, making this possible.

He was singing happily when someone tap-tap-tapped him on the back.

If it were one of the Hyungs, they wouldn’t approach so cautiously… Who is it?

Hakyung quickly turned around. 

Sure enough, an unfamiliar face was looking up at Hakyung from the bottom of the stairs.

A small woman with short bobbed hair was smiling brightly at him.

Her hair was so red that he wondered if she might be another sibling of Bugeunrim.

“Hello.”

“Yes, hello.”

Hakyung returned the bright greeting. 

She seemed like a guest of his colleagues, but he didn’t know why she was on the stairs instead of in the office.

The customer’s smile widened as she saw Hakyung tilt his head. 

She looked at Hakyung’s lips with excessively sparkling eyes.

“That song just now, you sang it, right?”

“Me?”

“I mean, those weird lyrics. The ‘Happy, happy’ part.”

Hakyung flinched at the woman’s brazenness in calling his lyrics weird to his face.

W-was it that weird?

The person who had thoroughly deflated the river dolphin, who had been lost in song, blinked as if she had just paid him an exaggerated compliment.

“What? Is that right? You sang it, right?”

“Yes, yes. I did…”

“Oh my goodness! You sing so well!”

The woman clapped like a seal and extended her right hand to Hakyung, saying, “Nice to meet you!” 

Hakyung himself was quite prone to jumping from one topic to another, but this person’s topic-switching speed was as fast as lightning.

He had a feeling that if he took this hand, something big would happen. 

As Hakyung hesitated, unsure what to do, a large shadow fell over both of them from above.

“What’s going on? I told you to come to the CEO’s office. Why are you here?”

It was Muheon.


Hakyung quickly turned around and climbed the stairs, standing right next to Muheon.

He looked like a cautious dog when an unfamiliar guest visits.

Muheon, with a familiar gesture, wrapped his arm around Hakyung’s shoulder.

He looked like an owner comforting a startled dog.

The woman, who had been staring at them, made a bewildered expression, then burst out laughing.

Hakyung looked up at Muheon, perplexed by the stranger who kept reacting in unpredictable ways.

Who on earth…?
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Muheon, seeing the question marks filling Hakyung’s eyes, waved his hand carelessly towards the woman and said, “Hwang Young, she’s Hwang Rin’s older sister. She’s an Imoogi.”

It was a concise and clean introduction. 

If it was Hwang Rin, she was an Imoogi who owned a hotel in Incheon and was Muheon’s friend.

This person must also be quite old. 

Smaller and more delicate than him…

Hakyung bowed deeply in greeting. 

Hwang Young laughed heartily once more at Hakyung’s precise bow. 

It was because the child, whose eyes had been full of caution just 10 seconds ago, had quickly returned to a docile expression, which she found adorable.

“But are you only going to introduce me? Who’s this friend? Huh?”

Muheon frowned at Hwang Young’s endless curiosity. 

He was going to introduce him anyway, but seeing her expression so full of interest somehow twisted his gut.

As Muheon kept his mouth shut, Hakyung stepped forward first.

“My name is Kang Hakyung! I’m a Kang Dolphin therianthrope, and the CEO and I are married!”

Hakyung emphasized the word “married” the most, beaming. 

Announcing that he was Muheon’s husband was always thrilling. 

“I am the husband of this magnificent Imoogi, we’ve even registered our marriage and exchanged rings!” 

He felt like he wanted to go out on the street every day and shout it into a megaphone.

Hwang Young looked surprised at Hakyung’s bold introduction.

She knew that the therianthrope Muheon married was a Kang Dolphin, but such a cute and young friend…

This thief.

Hwang Young’s eyes narrowed. 

Muheon noticed the accusation in them but pretended not to, turning his head and wrapping his arm around Hakyung’s waist. 

Hwang Young let out a small snort at his shameless behavior and extended her hand to Hakyung again.

This time, Hakyung quickly reached out and shook her hand respectfully.

“Oh, I see. I’m glad I spoke to you. I was actually asked by Muheon to come here. So, is it true that Kang Hakyung sang the song?”

Her obsession with the song was immense. 

Hakyung chuckled awkwardly at Hwang Young’s question. 

The comment about the strange lyrics had remained a lump in his chest.

It was Muheon who intervened in the awkward atmosphere. 

Muheon pulled his hand away from Hwang Young’s continuous grip and explained to Hakyung, “Those Chinese Imoogi over there love singing and dancing. So, if they find a voice they like even a little, they go crazy. That means your song was that good.”

“Oh, ah, I see.”

Hwang Young also nodded enthusiastically, as if to confirm Muheon’s words. 

Only then did Hakyung’s expression relax a little.

It was always a pleasant feeling to be praised for doing something well. 

Muheon gently patted Hakyung’s subtly wiggling bottom. 

He thought about giving him a microphone so he could sing freely once they got home. 

But first, he needed to finish the reason he called Hwang Young.

“Even so, Kang Hakyung won’t be going to China, so stop it. Did you forget I asked you to come?”

Muheon waved his large hand dismissively in front of Hwang Young.

Hwang Young, who had been blankly waiting for Hakyung to speak, shook her head as if breaking free from a trance, saying, “Hot!”

She had been briefly captivated by the beautiful voice, but as Muheon said, she had come with a purpose. 

This was a request from Muheon, who hadn’t contacted her even once in hundreds of years. 

Because of that, she had enthusiastically rushed over in a day and almost completely forgotten.

“Right, let’s go quickly. You said to go to the CEO’s office, right?”

“Yeah, follow me.”

“The Imoogi must have something to talk about, I shouldn’t interrupt.”

Hakyung, for once setting aside his jealousy and thinking maturely, was about to finish cleaning the stairs when Muheon pulled him by the waist.

“Hakyung, you’re coming too.”

“Me too?”

Muheon nodded briefly and continued walking. 

Hakyung, holding a broom in bewilderment, entered the CEO’s office and rolled his eyes around as he sat on the sofa. 

He wondered why he was called too, as he wouldn’t understand difficult topics that only Imoogi could comprehend anyway. And that curiosity was resolved very soon. 

Thanks to the enormous gem that popped out of the small box Hwang Young brought.

“Muheon only introduced my name earlier, right? Let me reintroduce myself formally. My name is Hwang Young, and I make a living as a gem cutter in China. My preference is for shiny things, and I want to collect all of them, whether intangible or tangible.”

Hwang Young’s red eyes glinted as she spoke the last sentence. 

Even Hakyung, who had just met her today, could keenly feel how immense her desire for shiny things was.

“Is that why she was interested in my voice…? Hakyung, who always heard compliments about his singing wherever he went, already knew that his voice was the most brilliant thing he possessed. However, Hwang Young wasn’t a witch who stole voices like in a fairy tale, and he wasn’t a mermaid princess… There seemed to be no particular danger, so why did that gaze give him goosebumps?”

Hakyung swallowed hard as Muheon explained the reason.

“Why do you only say that much? You need to add more. You can infuse your power into gems and absorb what you like.”

“R-really…?”

“Yes, she was after your voice earlier too.”

At Muheon’s assertion, Hwang Young let out a strange, “Heh,” laugh. 

It wasn’t a joke at all. 

Hakyung, who had personally seen Muheon control the weather, knew that his words weren’t an exaggeration. 

A cold sweat trickled down Hakyung’s spine, as his voice had almost completely disappeared.

Hiccup! 

Hakyung, startled, hiccuped heavily, his shoulders trembling. 

Hwang Young found his reaction quite fresh and cute and laughed heartily, bending over at the waist.

The timid Kang Dolphin, who had witnessed the Imoogi’s eccentricity firsthand, looked at Muheon, his side, with a crestfallen expression.

“Want some water?”

“No, hic!”

Hakyung gripped Muheon’s sleeve tightly, as if asking where he was going without him. 

Muheon was also in a difficult situation, seeing his terrified expression.

Of course, he would always be by Hakyung’s side, and such a thing as another Imugi taking what belonged to him wouldn’t happen, but you never know. 

That crow-like Imoogi would always be eyeing even a bit of Hakyung’s voice if he let his guard down.

Though that Imugi was greedy and overbearing, her skill was top-notch. 

Because of that, he had called her without much thought, wanting to give Hakyung something good, but it was a wrong judgment. Indeed, letting Hakyung sing was not part of the plan.

He should have just told her to stay cooped up in China.

But it was already too late for regrets.

***

It was 10 minutes later that Hakyung’s hiccups, caused by fear, finally stopped. 

During those 10 minutes, Muheon brought up various topics to reassure Hakyung. 

Hwang Young, who was responsible for what happened but hadn’t said a word, merely grinned, enjoying the scene. 

Anyway, her personality was quite eccentric and strange.

“Then, Hwang Young-nim, why were you called here?”

Once Hakyung had calmed down somewhat, he expressed his fundamental curiosity. 

Given Muheon’s personality, he wouldn’t summon anyone without a clear purpose.

At Hakyung’s question, Muheon and Hwang Young looked at each other, as if finally about to start the real business.

“To ask for rings for our wedding.”

Muheon replied briefly and seriously examined the gems Hwang Young had taken out of the box. Hakyung also, along with him, began to examine the gems placed in Muheon’s hand.

The gems Hwang Young brought, that is, not a single one of them shone in just one color. 

With a basic base color, two or three colors blended depending on the light, making them subtly mysterious.

Hakyung focused on the gems without even blinking. Seeing his reaction, Hwang Young shrugged.

“How are the collections I specially selected? Your husband Muheon seems to really like them, too?”

“They are. What are their effects?”

At Muheon’s question, Hwang Young answered with utmost sincerity. 

These were gems she cherished like children and had infused her power into for a long time.

The gems, with abilities that would make them proud anywhere, were priceless.

Of course, she wasn’t a merchant who sold gems just because someone offered a lot of money.

She was a meticulous seller who only dealt with those who passed her aesthetic judgment. Given Hwang Young’s nature, the value of the gems she showed was beyond doubt.

***

“But, CEO-nim. We already have our wedding rings.”

Hakyung pouted, extending his left hand. 

He had emptied out months of savings to buy them…

Muheon chuckled softly, seeing the sadness in Hakyung’s face.

“We’re just adding more gems to the rings. These rings are our wedding rings, and we’re definitely not changing them.”

“Really?”


“Of course, so choose the ones you like.”

Hwang Young grinned, listening to the lovey-dovey couple’s conversation. 

Who would have known that the taciturn Imoogi of the West Sea, Muheon, would become so gentle? 

Indeed, it was a testament to living a long life.
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Muheon and his husband’s overly affectionate displays were intriguing but also annoying. 

Here they were, a couple of people who had never been in a relationship, and they just wouldn’t come out of their own little world.

Hwang Young, with a crooked smile on one side of his lips, tapped the table. 

Hakyung, recognizing his signal, finally turned his body back from Muheon’s direction.

“I get it, you two have a thousand-year love story. Now hurry up and pick something.”

Hakyung quickly replied and meticulously examined each jewel in the box. 

From perfectly round ones to geometric shapes, they were all unique and beautiful, making it hard to choose just one.

The fact that each jewel supposedly possessed a different ability made the decision even more difficult.

In contrast, Muheon picked a jewel instantly. 

Naturally, it was a pink jewel, similar to Hakyung’s hair color.

When Muheon held out a jewel smaller than his pinky fingernail, Hwang Young burst into laughter. 

It was quite amusing to see the outwardly and inwardly dark man present a pink jewel.

That jewel is really pretty, and my hubby has great taste…

Hakyung pouted, feeling that Hwang Young was laughing too openly, even for a close friend.

While the “dolphin” was upset about his husband’s taste being belittled, Muheon, who was the actual target of the mockery, didn’t care whether Hwang Young laughed or cried.

Instead of paying attention to Hwang Young, it was more productive to soothe Hakyung, who had a pouting lip.

“He’s just not very sensitive,” Muheon said, tapping Hakyung’s protruding lip.

Hwang Young made an incredulous face at being talked about so openly, not behind his back, but Muheon didn’t stop.


He didn’t even shy away from personal attacks, saying that Hwang Young lacked social skills because he’d never had a lover and only collected shiny things.

Hwang Young bit his lip tightly, feeling his blood pressure, which shouldn’t have been rising, actually rise.

In the now quiet CEO’s office, Muheon fussed over Hakyung, showering him with affection.

With his efforts, Hakyung’s lips returned to their normal position.

After pondering for a long time, Hakyung finally picked the one he liked best.

In his hand, a black jewel gleamed resplendently.

“I’ll take this one.”

“Well, you two are perfectly matched. Oh, you both picked things that don’t suit you at all.”

The black jewel Hakyung chose had a subtle red glow when it caught the light.

It didn’t suit Hakyung’s cute and refreshing image at all.

Though it seemed Hakyung and Muheon had both chosen jewels similar to their partners.

Hwang Young sighed deeply and handed them each the opposite jewel.

“This would be better. Even if it’s a job where we do what the client wants, I don’t want to force something that absolutely doesn’t suit them.”

“Oh… yes, I see. This pink jewel is fine too. Since the CEO picked it!”

“Alright, we’ll do that.”

At Hakyung’s affirmation, Muheon also quickly nodded.

Hwang Young looked at Muheon with soulless eyes.

Lee Muheon, you’ve become a complete romantic.

Muttering to himself, Hwang Young got up.

It had been amusing, but not something he could watch for long.

“I’ll send them to you on your wedding day. Now, put the rings here.”

“Please take good care of them.”

“Understood. Hakyung, please meet me separately later and sing a song for me.”

After giving a final reminder about the song, which he had momentarily forgotten, Hwang Young left.

Hakyung, who had unconsciously been clutching his neck, let out a sigh of relief.

Hwang Young didn’t look like the scary witch from The Little Mermaid, but his gaze somehow made him feel like his voice would truly be stolen.

Hakyung shivered once and leaned on Muheon’s shoulder.

“Your friend, the CEO, is really scary.”

“Well… what do the kids these days call it? An otaku? Anyway, it’s something like that.”

“Yeah, I know. That fanaticism. Because I’m a Lee Muheon otaku.”

Muheon chuckled at Hakyung’s out-of-this-world flirting.

At his laugh, Hakyung lifted his head quickly and bumped his lips against Muheon’s with a small laugh.

Those small lips were swallowed by Muheon in an instant.

***

Starting with Hwang Young, Muheon’s guests began arriving in Korea one by one.

While they weren’t figures known to the general public, at least the governments of East Asian countries, including Korea, had to react sensitively to their presence.

The Korean government, in particular, was extremely sensitive, worrying that imugis or shapeshifters from other countries might cause trouble on Korean territory.

Under the guise of treating them as state guests, they assigned numerous public officials to Muheon’s guests.

As a result, the number of unfamiliar faces in the company increased daily.

It was only natural for Hakyung, who had been happily working with a mere twenty or so “hyungnim” (older brothers/colleagues), to feel nervous.

Even when he was cleaning the stairs, unfamiliar eyes followed him, and while working on documents, he constantly felt a burning sensation at the back of his head.

The curiosity showered upon the husband of the West Sea Imugi made Hakyung’s stomach ache.

Hakyung’s face grew paler by the day from the stomach pain he had never experienced before.

Muheon, for his part, was also spending busy days attending to the guests who had come to congratulate him.

He had never sent out wedding invitations to anyone, so it was clear that Hwang Lin was the one who had spread the news of the wedding.

The annoying thing was that Hwang Lin, the mastermind behind this situation, was nowhere to be seen.

Clasping his aching temples, Muheon cursed inwardly.

“150 years ago, I turned back when I heard you were asleep, but then suddenly you’re getting married! This is truly something you’d expect to hear when the sun rises in the west, so I rushed over!”

“Ah, yes. Thank you.”

It was an unbelievably short reply compared to the other person’s lengthy explanation.

However, the other person continued to talk about his recent activities as if he hadn’t been affected at all.

The problem was that the “recent activities” covered 150 years.

Even though he was annoyed, this person had come all the way from the Middle East to congratulate him, so he decided he would listen for exactly three more minutes and then kick him out.

BANG BANG!

A frantic knocking sound was heard, and then the CEO’s office door burst open.

It was Ki Sang-oh who opened it.

“Muheon-nim! Hakyung-nim…”

“What is it?”

At Ki Sang-oh’s unusual expression, Muheon sprang to his feet.

Without any further explanation, Ki Sang-oh led the way, and Muheon followed with a rigid expression.

They rushed to the restroom. And in the innermost stall, he found Hakyung crouching in front of the toilet.

“Kang Hakyung!”

Muheon shouted, wrapping his arm around Hakyung’s shoulder.

Hakyung was trembling, his face pale.

“What’s wrong? Where does it hurt? Huh?”

“Ugh, my stomach hurts.”

His fluttering eyelashes were wet with tears.

Muheon, listening carefully to what Hakyung was saying, gently stroked Hakyung’s eyes.

Hakyung leaned his forehead against Muheon’s cool palm.

He must have had severe indigestion from breakfast; his solar plexus was throbbing, and his whole stomach felt tightly squeezed.

“I think I have indigestion…”

“Alright, does your stomach hurt a lot? Let’s go to the hospital quickly. Ki Sang-oh, call the hospital.”

“Yes, Muheon-nim.”

Outside the restroom, a crowd of company employees had gathered, unable to bring themselves to enter.

They all looked worried for Hakyung.

Hakyung had tried to say he was okay due to the worried gazes of his “hyungnim” who had followed him since he felt nauseous and ran to the restroom, but he could only manage a pained groan.

He wasn’t okay, not even as a formality.

He was trembling all over because he’d never felt this kind of pain in his life.

Even after throwing up everything in his stomach, the nausea hadn’t subsided.

He finally understood what the elders meant when they said acute indigestion was the scariest.

“Ugh…!”

Hakyung covered his mouth as another wave of nausea rose.

Seeing his eyes welling up again, Muheon placed his hand beneath Hakyung’s mouth.

“If you need to throw up, do it. Don’t hold it in. Huh?”

At Muheon’s words, Hakyung just shook his head.

No matter what, throwing up into someone’s hand was something he couldn’t do.

He was about to ask to be put down, thinking he should at least go to a toilet, but they had already arrived at the car.

Hakyung was carried to the hospital in Muheon’s arms without being able to move.

Thankfully, the mishap of throwing up on Muheon’s hand or in the car didn’t happen.


Still, he couldn’t smile because the pain was overwhelming.

Every time Hakyung groaned, Muheon’s brow furrowed deeper.

How he wished he could hurt in Hakyung’s place, but that was beyond his power.

“Just bear with it a little longer, okay? We’re at the hospital.”

Muheon whispered softly in Hakyung’s ear.

He was so pitiful, trying to nod at his words even while sweating profusely.

Muheon waited with an aching heart for Hakyung’s examination to finish.



 
  Chapter 88: From Stress to Serenade






After a simple examination, the doctor’s diagnosis was “stress-induced gastritis.”

Instead of explaining to Hakyung, who was lying exhausted in bed, the doctor explained to Muheon, who was his guardian.

“Have you been under a lot of stress lately? After examining him with X-rays and an ultrasound, we found his stomach is very swollen, and more seriously, it’s not moving at all.”

“Ah…”

“Yes, I understand. Thank you.”

Following the prescription, a IV drip was attached to Hakyung’s left wrist.

Seeing the needle pierce his pale, thin arm, Muheon’s heart ached.

After the medical staff left, only Hakyung and Muheon remained in the hospital room.

Muheon touched Hakyung’s pale lips and asked,

“Was wedding preparation really that hard?”

“No, not really hard, but…”

Hakyung’s mouth drooped as he mumbled.

To be honest, it had been a little tough lately.

The biggest stress Hakyung had ever experienced in his life was Kim Taeyoung.

However, that was something he had lived with since he was very young, so it hadn’t affected his health to this extent.

But lately, receiving unwanted attention and facing a significant event like a wedding seemed to have been too much for his body to handle.

It was even more upsetting that Hakyung just rolled his eyes, unable to frankly say that he was struggling.

Muheon immediately wanted to grab Hwang Lin, who had caused all this trouble, by the collar.

Hakyung’s shoulders flinched at Muheon’s chilling expression.

Muheon must have a lot on his mind too, and Hakyung felt sorry as if he had added another burden.

“I’m sorry…”

“What…?”

“It’s not like it should have come to the hospital… You must have been surprised.”

Hakyung’s apology, delivered while incessantly fidgeting with his fingers, made Muheon’s head spin.

He gently poked Hakyung’s lips, which he had been softly stroking.

It was a small punishment for the hurtful words that came from those pretty lips.

However, he couldn’t hurt the boy who was lying ill, so there was no force in his fingers.

“What are you sorry for? I’m the one who’s sorry for not managing things better. Let’s call it all off right now. I can’t let you get this stressed.”

“No?!”

Hakyung was startled by Muheon’s words about canceling the wedding and tried to get up.

If Muheon’s large hand hadn’t pressed down on his shoulder, he would have truly sprung up and rolled off the bed.

“No! We’re having the wedding!”

“What kind of wedding can you have when you’re so sickly? It’s just two days away.”

“That’s exactly why we have to! It’s the wedding in two days, how can we cancel it?!”

Was he really that serious about the wedding?

His expression suggested that if Muheon said he wouldn’t have the wedding two more times, Hakyung would burst into tears.

But as Hakyung’s health was at stake, Muheon found it difficult to give in.

They stood off for a long time, their eyes not avoiding each other.

And the winner of that staring contest was Hakyung.

It was only natural to lose when looking into those sparkling eyes, which made him feel like he had to do everything for Hakyung.

The Imugi, weakest to the “dolphin” (Hakyung’s nickname) in the world, shook his head slightly and made one request.

“Alright. Let’s have the wedding. But all the guests, we’re sending them back.”

“Oh, really?”

Perhaps it wasn’t a bad suggestion, as Hakyung didn’t object this time.

Muheon chuckled, forgetting the seriousness of the situation, at Hakyung’s transparent reaction.

Hakyung didn’t know why Muheon was laughing, but he also followed suit, turning up the corners of his mouth.

“Can you be alone for a bit?”

“Of course!”

“I’ll be right back.”

Perhaps because of the IV drip, Hakyung, whose complexion looked better than before, answered spiritedly.

Muheon kissed Hakyung’s forehead briefly and left the hospital room.

Ki Sang-oh, with a hardened expression, followed him.

He, too, had heard about Hakyung’s condition from the doctor and was filled with worry.

“The wedding is in two days, will he be okay?”

“That’s exactly why, for the wedding, we’ll only invite family and company staff as originally planned. As for the rest, send them back without offending them.”

Ki Sang-oh’s face lit up at Muheon’s command.

It had been upsetting to see the fragile “dolphin” (Hakyung) suffering from stress, but here was a solution.

Ki Sang-oh thought he would mobilize all his connections to fulfill all the guests’ wishes, no matter what.

Anything to ensure Muheon and Hakyung could finish their wedding in good health.

Meanwhile, after Muheon left, Hakyung’s sighs filled the quiet hospital room.

Was I such a weak “dolphin”? It was embarrassing to even say it out loud.

Moreover, it wasn’t even bad attention, but well-wishers who had come to celebrate a happy occasion, and yet he got gastritis from the burden…

He felt incredibly sorry and embarrassed, but he truly wanted to have a small, joyful wedding with his familiar family and “hyungnim” (older colleagues/brothers), just like they had initially planned.

He was grateful to Muheon for understanding his feelings and suggesting it first.

As soon as the big worry before his eyes was resolved, his stomach immediately felt better.

It was truly a strange thing.

Having thrown up everything inside, Hakyung soon looked down at his rumbling stomach and let out an embarrassed laugh.

As a result, the guests who ended up coming to Korea for tourism instead of attending the wedding fortunately didn’t complain.

They merely requested that Muheon’s wedding be livestreamed on “YourTube.”

It wasn’t a particularly pleasant sight to see hundreds-of-years-old elders pestering them for a “YourTube” livestream, but it wasn’t something difficult to grant either.

Muheon once again asked Hakyung for his opinion first. 

Hakyung enthusiastically said “okay,” and it was decided that the wedding would be livestreamed.

***

Contrary to what the doctor said about being uncomfortable for a few days, Hakyung’s physical condition improved by the hour.

A single day was enough for his pale face to return to its clear, bright complexion.

Still, Muheon strictly warned Hakyung not to take a single step out of his room.

Because of this, Hakyung was confined to his room until the wedding the next day.

Normally, he would be enthusiastically cleaning the stairs, but just lying around on the soft bed made his whole body feel stiff for no reason.

Just as he was thinking of doing some stretches, he got a call from Hajo.

“Oh, Hajo!”

“- Hyung! I got what you asked for.”

“- Really? Wow, that’s a relief! Thank you!”

Hakyung’s face brightened at the news Hajo delivered.

In fact, Hakyung hadn’t taken Muheon’s joke about singing a congratulatory song at the wedding as just a joke.

He secretly prepared a congratulatory song, which was also a proposal song, for Muheon.

He put so much effort into it that Hajo, who was checking Hakyung’s song, said he was stunned for a while, as if he had been proposed to himself.

‘Hyung is truly the best among the “river dolphins”.

Hajo’s words still echoed in his ears.

Kang Hakyung, the best singer among the river dolphins.

Wouldn’t Muheon shed tears of emotion upon hearing the congratulatory and proposal song that he had diligently prepared?

He chuckled to himself, imagining such a scene.

There was a moment of crisis with the gastritis, but fortunately, the wedding itself wasn’t canceled.

He had even managed to get the hardest-to-find accompaniment, and now all that was left was the actual performance.

“You have to move early tomorrow morning… Won’t that be hard?”

“- No, it’s fine. What’s hard about being given a ride? I just need to go to bed a little early tonight. Aren’t you the one who’s so nervous you can’t even digest your food, Hyung?”

Hakyung flinched at Hajo’s smiling words.

Just as his brother said, Hakyung had been taken to the hospital due to wedding stress.

Indeed, the intuition of family who had been together for a lifetime couldn’t be ignored.

“What! I ate two bowls of rice this morning, you know?!”

“- Alright, alright. It’s good that you’re eating well. Anyway, I’ll bring it tomorrow.”

“Uh-huh. Thank you.”

“- See you tomorrow, little groom.”

Hajo, who teased Hakyung thoroughly until the very end, hung up the call.

Hakyung, who was about to yell that he wasn’t a “little groom,” huffed belatedly at the quiet screen.

Among the “river dolphin” family, he was taller than average.

Hakyung, who had been staring idly at his black phone screen, quickly got up.

He had almost sung a cappella, but now that the accompaniment was secured, he needed to practice for an even more perfect congratulatory song.


Hakyung opened the door, confirmed that no one was in the dorm, and cleared his throat.

He had been sick all day yesterday and couldn’t sing a single line of the song, so he planned to practice much more today.

In the dorm, which lacked proper sound facilities, the bathroom was the best place.

If he closed the door and went inside, he could even get a natural echo effect.

Hakyung took his toothbrush as a microphone and began to sing.

The quiet bathroom was soon filled with Hakyung’s clear singing.

And a certain person, who happened to hear that singing, sat in the rooftop gazebo, smiling quietly.



 
  Chapter 89: A Wedding Serenade






He had been sneaking off to corners for days, trying to be inconspicuous, and this must have been the reason.

Muheon enjoyed the clear, sky-matching voice for a while. 

Of course, at the wedding, he intended to act as if he was hearing it for the first time, just as Hakyung wished. 

He didn’t think hearing it beforehand would diminish the deep emotional impact.

He didn’t think he was the type to anticipate such events or ceremonies, but with Hakyung…

He worried that if he left it for too long, he might change his mind.

Muheon deliberately made a lot of noise as he entered the dorm.

It was loud enough for Hakyung to hear, even though he was engrossed in practice.

Sure enough, the naturally flowing melody abruptly stopped, and Hakyung tumbled out.

“CEO!”

“Oh, were you resting? Why are you out? I told you not to leave the room.”

Muheon put on a stern expression, wrapped an arm around Hakyung’s shoulder, and guided him back into the room.

Hakyung’s lips pouted in displeasure as he found himself lying on the bed without much say.

“My back hurts from lying down too much, and it feels more uncomfortable.”

“No. You won’t be able to sit all day starting early tomorrow morning, so you need to conserve your energy.”

“I’m not that weak, you know?”

“I’m not saying you’re weak; I’m saying you’ll be tired, so rest while you can.”

Hakyung no longer retorted and simply nodded, touched by the concern expressed as Muheon gently stroked his pink hair.

Hearing such a gentle voice expressing worry made his whole body tingle, and warm breaths puffed from the top of his head.

Hakyung expressed this affection to Muheon without hiding it.

He sprung up from his lying position and planted enthusiastic kisses all over Muheon’s handsome face.

It was an exaggerated display of affection, like a puppy showing joy to its returning owner.

Muheon smiled and accepted Hakyung’s kisses.

Just as Hakyung felt boundless affection for him, Muheon also felt boundless affection welling up for Hakyung.

***

As Muheon had said yesterday, Hakyung had to be up and moving from 4 AM.

He had thought the preparations would be light since his hair was short and he didn’t need color makeup, but it turned out to be much tighter than expected.

“Groom, please don’t close your eyes.”

“41, 41!”

Was it called dressed up but looks casual, or natural makeup?

Shading and highlighting the face to look good under lights and in photos without appearing overly done was incredibly delicate.

What was even more upsetting was that while they meticulously made up his face, Muheon only had some tone-up cream applied.

The makeup director shyly smiled, saying that Muheon was already perfect and touching him further would make it look excessive.

Of course, compared to Muheon, his own face was rather plain and round, but it was still upsetting.

As the initially cheerful Hakyung gradually became sullen, Muheon, who was beside him, tried to cheer him up.

He held Hakyung’s hand, played with his fingers, and showered him with endless compliments.

The makeup director, noticing Hakyung’s low spirits, also chimed in.

“Groom, your skin is so fair and clear that it would all wash out under the lights. So, I’m just adding a little shading!”

“I-is that so?”

“Of course! You’re the best groom I’ve worked with recently! You must have been up since dawn, but you don’t have any puffiness at all!”

Hakyung’s butt would wiggle with excitement even at empty compliments, so compliments based on facts were, needless to say, even better.

“And your pink hair color really suits you. You look like an idol.”

“Oh, an idol…?”

Hakyung blinked his eyelids shyly and squirmed.

His mood, which had sunken when compared to Muheon, now floated high in the sky.

Muheon chuckled softly at Hakyung’s rapidly changing mood, like a pancake being flipped.

No matter what, Kang Hakyung was still a child at heart.

The rather challenging makeup and dressing were finally done.

Just when he thought he could catch his breath, Hwang Young and Hwang Lin were waiting.

“This way, hurry up and try it on. We need to check if it fits well!”

Hwang Young impatiently grabbed Hakyung’s hand and put a ring on him without explanation, saying time was short.

After confirming it fit roughly well without any awkwardness, she did the same for Muheon’s hand, giving it a quick look.

Hwang Lin, standing nearby, apologized repeatedly for his meddling.

With multiple voices flying at once and everything happening in the blink of an eye, Hakyung didn’t even have time to see how the gems were added to the rings.

“We’ll give these to you when you have the ceremony.”

This was because a hotel staff member, who had appeared out of nowhere, collected the rings with a kind smile.

The next step for Hakyung, who had his ring taken away so anticlimactically, was greeting the guests.

Even though it was a wedding attended only by company brothers and family, the cameras live-streaming the event had been following their every move since earlier.

The equipment was so professional that it felt quite embarrassing.

“Hakyung-ah!”

“Grandma!”

Just as he was smiling awkwardly, unable to look directly at the cameras, his grandmother and younger siblings called out to Hakyung from a distance, waving their hands.

Hakyung and Muheon immediately went to them and hugged them.

Everyone was dressed so stylishly for the eldest’s wedding, making it clear that this was a “river dolphin” family event.

His grandmother, seeing Hakyung without his hat, didn’t spare any praise, saying, “Oh, my dear child, so pretty, so pretty!”

His siblings also gave Hakyung thumbs-up, complimenting him.

Hakyung, among his “river dolphin” family, looked like the happiest person in the world.

Naturally, they also showered Muheon with effusive praise, perhaps even more than they had given Hakyung.

Muheon smiled awkwardly beside Hakyung and bowed in greeting.

He had the expression of a newlywed groom.

“Now that you’re having the ceremony, live well, okay?”

“Yes, I will.”

“Oh my, he’s truly handsome! I don’t know whose husband he is, but still!”

Hakyung’s grandmother, wearing a brooch Muheon had given her on her hat, smiled brightly.

At her smile, Hakyung and his siblings also laughed and looked at Muheon.

Muheon had wanted to express his gratitude and promises in a grander way, but his lack of eloquence made it quite difficult at moments like these.

However, his grandmother understood Muheon completely.

Her own husband, Hakyung’s grandfather, had also been taciturn and a man of few words, yet trustworthy.

She had learned early on that it was better for him to act silently rather than speak.

“Alright, alright, you’re busy, go on. They said we can go that way, didn’t they? And Hakyung, be careful not to bump your head!”

“Yeah. Grandma, there’s a lot of food in the hall. Please sit down and eat. Make sure Grandma is well taken care of, okay?”

Hakyung’s siblings, answering loudly to his earnest request, entered the hall with excited expressions.

Seeing the backs of his family at his wedding made his nose tingle and his heart swell.

Sniff, Hakyung gave a small sniff. Muheon, standing beside him, wrapped his arm around Hakyung’s shoulder.

Hakyung leaned on his broad shoulder and sniffled, “It’s just because I’m so happy.”

Muheon looked down at Hakyung with a surprised expression at his tearful voice.

“It hasn’t even started yet, and you’re already crying…?”

“You really don’t have an ounce of sensitivity, do you?”

“No, I’m not criticizing, I’m just curious…”

“Never mind.”

Hakyung removed his head from Muheon’s shoulder and walked ahead.

Muheon, with a puzzled expression, trotted after the little river dolphin.

***

Despite the lavishly decorated venue, the guest list was incredibly sparse, almost empty.

The staff managing the ceremony had never seen such a extravagant wedding.

This hall typically hosted large weddings with over 500 guests.

But to have fewer than 50 guests, let alone 500…

They couldn’t fathom how the wedding costs would be covered.

Rumor had it that the couple were acquaintances of the hotel owner, but even so, this was excessive.

And so, their wedding, attracting the full curiosity of the staff, began.

Rather than making it complicated, they decided to simply exchange rings and then make their wedding vows.

Despite already being a married couple, perhaps due to the special nature of the wedding, both Hakyung and Muheon looked incredibly nervous.

They put rings on each other’s hands and met each other’s gaze.

They were deeply moved seeing their own reflections in each other’s eyes.

They stared quietly, as if entranced, and occasionally, muffled sobs could be heard from among the guests.

These were the sounds made by the sea shapeshifters, moved by Muheon’s wedding.


Conversely, Hakyung’s family, the “river dolphins,” were continuously smiling broadly, shouting “Kiss!” and whistling.

Thanks to them, the atmosphere lightened considerably.

With just the wedding vows, the ceremony, simple despite its lavishness, would be over.

And then, a sweet melody filled the wedding hall.

Everyone looked bewildered, glancing around, when Hakyung, holding a microphone from who-knew-where, tightly grasped Muheon’s hand and began to sing.

Hakyung’s lips curved into a wide smile as he met Muheon’s gaze, which was solely fixed on him.

It was a serenade of love for his other half.



 
  Chapter 90: The Post-Wedding Serenade






Hakyung constantly racked his brain, trying not to forget the lyrics he had practiced for so long.

It was his first time singing a pop song live in such an important setting, so his hand, gripping the microphone, trembled.

Fortunately, practice didn’t betray Hakyung.

His tongue effortlessly moved, pouring out beautiful phrases.

As he sang the lyrics about being together forever, about creating their own path, his entire heart poured into the song.

Hakyung closed his eyes and briefly caught his breath.

He lowered his lips to Muheon’s ring, which was on the hand he firmly held.

The cold metal touched Hakyung’s lips, absorbing their warmth.

At the beginning of the song, the guests had been excitedly cheering, but by the time it approached the climax, they all fell silent.

They were moved by the sincerity in Hakyung’s voice and the love brimming in his sparkling eyes.

Some of the sea shapeshifters, who had just managed to stop crying, burst into tears again, and Hakyung’s family’s eyes also reddened.

“From now on, for a lifetime, continuously, forever, I will love you.”

Hakyung lifted his bowed head and grinned.

He had wanted to say much prettier and better things, but as soon as he felt he had successfully finished the congratulatory song, his mind went blank, and only conventional words came out.

“…Me too.”

Muheon, who had heard Hakyung’s beautiful serenade and his cute, lovely confession, responded gruffly with just two syllables.

Actually, when the intro came on, he chuckled softly to himself.

Ah, I get to hear that passionate singing again from yesterday.

How should I react then?

He listened to Hakyung’s song with such light thoughts.

However, once the song started and he met Hakyung’s eyes, nothing came to mind.

The song this little dolphin was singing, the way he looked directly at him, the slight trembling of his lips due to nervousness…

It was so lovely that it brought tears to his eyes.

Because of that, “Me too” was the best uninspired answer Muheon could give.

But Hakyung only showed an even deeper smile at the man’s reply. Hakyung had already noticed the trembling in Muheon’s firm expression and answering voice.

“Then quickly kiss me.”

Hakyung closed his eyes and puckered his lips.

It was then that Muheon raised the corners of his lips and kissed Hakyung’s lips.

It was a long, long kiss that lasted until the guests told them to stop.

***

After Hakyung’s surprise congratulatory song ended, the two of them, with swollen lips, exchanged their wedding vows.

As they exchanged vows with voices trembling like goats, another wave of laughter rippled through the guests.

The wedding, where the kissing time was longer than the actual ceremony duration, finally ended.

Since there was no separate reception, the two walked among the guests, offering their thanks.

They also waved to the cameras, which they were now used to.

“Hyung, you sang the best you’ve ever sung. Can I edit this and upload it to YouTube?”

“Huh? My English pronunciation must be weird…”

“No, it was completely native-level.”

“R-really?”

As Hajo gave a serious thumbs-up, Hakyung’s lips twitched upwards.

The effort of practicing until his tongue twisted to perfectly mimic the original pronunciation paid off.

“Honey, your eyes were practically dripping honey, it made me so embarrassed! How can you look only at the CEO without even blinking once!”

“I was nervous, that’s why!”

“I know that’s not true!”

Hawon giggled and teased Hakyung.

Even at his youngest sibling’s mischievous words, Hakyung didn’t frown and just beamed.

Beside them, Hakyung’s grandmother, quietly watching the cute antics of the “river dolphin” brothers, also had a face full of smiles.

“Where’s your husband, honey?”

“Oh, over there!”

“You go too, quick! You two should greet together!”

“Okay, I will. I’ll be right back.”

Hakyung waved to his grandmother and scurried towards Muheon.

Hwang Lin and Hwang Young, the Imugi siblings, were sitting there, and with Muheon added, the atmosphere looked endlessly dark.

In fact, they were in the middle of a rather serious conversation.

Especially Hwang Lin’s expression, usually adorned with a light smile, was quite grave.

Hakyung carefully sat next to Muheon and gauged the Imugis’ moods.

“Huh, really! You tricked me? A mere human…?”

Hwang Lin let out a bewildered scoff and clenched his fist tightly.

He was already gone, but Hwang Lin vowed to find him and punish him without fail.

Not knowing what they were talking about, Hakyung tilted his head, and Muheon whispered the situation to him.

“Kim Taeyoung, that bastard, just found out he stole your voice and used it.”

“Ah, aah…!”

Only then did Hakyung understand why Hwang Lin was so furious.

Hwang Lin, an Imugi filled with pride, seemed to be boiling with rage simply at the fact that he had been tricked by a human.

It was natural for Hakyung, who had been partly involved in that deception, to flinch.

Hwang Lin, who had been in the middle of a heated outburst, quickly composed himself upon seeing Hakyung shriveling up.

“K-Kang Dolphin (Hakyung’s nickname) is innocent, you know that. Uh-huh, he sang really well… Are you interested in the entertainment industry, by any chance?”

“Hey, I claimed him first. Don’t even think about it.”

Hwang Lin subtly hinted at his desire to recruit Hakyung into his entertainment company.

The response to that question came from Hwang Young, who was sitting next to him.

She accurately chopped Hwang Lin’s Adam’s apple with the side of her hand and growled.

Hwang Lin didn’t back down and slapped his sister’s back.

Hakyung gasped, witnessing the fight between the Imugi siblings, which was 180 degrees different from the cute squabbles of the “river dolphin” brothers.

“Let’s go.”

Muheon, accustomed to their sibling squabbles, wasn’t bothered, knowing that other Imugis wouldn’t dare lay a hand on what was his.

He put an arm around a startled Hakyung and rose from his seat.

In contrast, Hakyung, who had been debating whether to break up their fight, was led by Muheon towards the lobby before he could even utter a sound.

***

Unlike the bustling hall where the ceremony took place, the lobby was quiet.

Muheon held Hakyung’s hand tightly as they strolled slowly through the lobby.

A relaxed and gentle atmosphere enveloped them.

In this happy, dream-like situation, a song naturally flowed from Hakyung’s lips.

It was a verse from the congratulatory song he had practiced hundreds of times over the past few days.

A hum of Hakyung’s song also flowed from Muheon’s lips. 

Hakyung looked back at Muheon with surprised eyes at the low note added to his singing.

“Did you just sing!?”

“Hmm… Can you call this singing?”

“If this isn’t singing, what is it?! Wow! Honey, I knew your voice was good, but hearing it like this, it’s amazing!”

Hakyung hopped up and down in place, freely expressing his delight.

Muheon let out an embarrassed laugh at Hakyung’s more enthusiastic reaction than he expected.

Even though it was just a hum to fit the mood, Hakyung was as happy as if he had heard a magnificent performance.

It must be these honest reactions that made him fall so helplessly for the “river dolphin.”

“Just one more time! Should I show you the lyrics if you don’t know them? Huh? Let’s sing it together!”

“No…”

“There you go again, getting shy!”

Hakyung poked Muheon’s side and laughed heartily.

Muheon shook his head as if he couldn’t help but smile at Hakyung’s excitement over a single hum.

Singing properly in front of Hakyung was embarrassing, even as a husband.

It felt like trying to show off in front of an expert.

“Then I’ll just sing it twice, I guess!”

Once his lips were sealed, they didn’t open again.

Hakyung sighed briefly in disappointment but soon filled himself with energy again and sang another love song to Muheon.

It was one of the candidate songs for the congratulatory performance.

Like a musical performer, Hakyung twirled around Muheon, letting out beautiful melodies.

Muheon, unable to resist Hakyung’s cuteness, pulled him into a tight embrace.

“Why are you so cute?”

“Me…?”

“Why are you so cool?”

“Hmm…”

“Why are you so adorable that it makes me anxious?”

Hakyung blinked, hearing Muheon’s murmured words.

He didn’t understand his remarks.

It was Muheon who was cute, cool, and adorable, not him.

Hakyung opened his mouth to correct the facts, but he was immediately cut off by a kiss.

Even though they had moved to a corner, it was still a public space, and a kiss… it felt so good.

The perverted river dolphin gripped Muheon’s waist tightly and diligently moved his tongue.

After a long, long kiss, as passionate as the one at the wedding, their lips were not just moist but damp.

Hakyung licked away the saliva dripping from the corner of his mouth, then stood on his tiptoes to pepper Muheon’s lips with quick pecks.


“Let’s kiss like this every day when we go to the sea for our honeymoon!”

“Of course.”

Muheon quickly nodded at Hakyung’s suggestion.

The two were planning to go on their honeymoon and vacation to Muheon’s family home for a week starting tomorrow.

They had heard that preparations for a feast were in full swing there to welcome their marriage.

Hakyung thought of Muheon’s family members he had met at the sea before and happily swayed his shoulders.



 
  Chapter 91: Forever Young, Forever Loved






He’d been married for a while now, and the wedding was over, but would he always appear so young and cute?

Muheon once again gazed at Hakyung with eyes dripping with affection, as if he were looking at the most adorable creature in the world.

The warmth emanating from his endlessly dark eyes made Hakyung’s cheeks flush red.

“Honey, you really… Do you like me that much, even after seeing me so much? You’re going to stare a hole through me.”

His lips twitched.

He glanced around to see if anyone was nearby, then, with a playful “wah-ang,” he “ate” Muheon’s lips.

Muheon, who would never refuse a kiss from his “river dolphin,” opened his mouth to welcome his husband.

Their lips, which had seemed inseparable all day, finally parted due to the abrupt intrusion of the Hwang siblings.

“Oh my, look over there! Public indecency!”

Hwang Young pointed a finger, her face showing no surprise, while Hwang Lin also pointed at them and chuckled identically.

Even engrossed in kissing Muheon, Hakyung’s ears were open. 

He made a tsk sound with his lips at the mischievous teasing of the Imugi siblings and pulled away from Muheon’s embrace.

Hakyung’s cheeks puffed out in annoyance at the unintentionally ended kiss.

Muheon gently stroked his pouting cheek, as if to appease him, then glared at Hwang Lin and Hwang Young.

He, too, had a face full of displeasure.

“What do you want? If you’re done eating, leave.”

At the unreserved, accusatory tone, the siblings looked flabbergasted, huffing and frowning.

They wondered if it was right to be treated so coldly, considering they were the ones who had prepared the wedding and gifts for the two.

Of course, being Imugis, they were naturally ill-tempered, so any offended feelings quickly vanished.

They then began a lengthy explanation, saying they were about to leave anyway and had just come to say goodbye.

“Are you going straight to China?”

“We have to. We’re busy Imugis, you know.”

“Of course! You run such a big hotel, and you’re involved in the entertainment business too, right? Oh, right! I also looked up your brand, Hwang Young-nim. It’s really, really famous…! Thank you so much for preparing our wedding and for coming in person!”

Instead of Muheon, who showed no interest in whether they stayed or left, Hakyung, who had been clinging to him, continued the conversation with them.

Hakyung sincerely thanked both Hwang Lin and Hwang Young.

Even if he hadn’t had a wedding with Muheon, it wouldn’t have mattered, but actually having such a wonderful wedding filled him with inexpressible emotion.

He was especially happy to receive sincere congratulations from his beloved family and friends.

Perhaps that’s why everyone put so much effort into their once-in-a-lifetime wedding.

The siblings looked at Hakyung, whose small lips moved ceaselessly, with adorable expressions.

With his pink hair, he truly was a child who perfectly suited the description “cotton candy.”

Hakyung, who had been expressing his gratitude to the two for a while, smiled awkwardly at their benevolent gaze.

It was because he saw a resemblance to his grandmother in the siblings.

“Oh, now that I think about it, did I explain about the jewels?”

“I think I heard about it when you first showed them to me…”

Hakyung replied with an unsure voice. In truth, he had been captivated by the jewels’ splendor at the time, and so much information had flooded him at once that it was difficult to match the jewels with their effects.


Seeing Hakyung’s unsure demeanor, Hwang Young’s gaze shifted to Muheon.

He, too, conveyed his ignorance with a shrug of his shoulders.

It was the first time she had seen such a lack of sincerity from anyone who had received the jewels she had crafted.

Hwang Young clutched his temples, as if troubled.

“I brought it just in case, and it was a good choice.”

She handed them a booklet that looked like a pamphlet.

The paper was so luxurious that he felt he should wash his hands before touching it.

Unlike Hakyung, who was deeply humbled by receiving the pamphlet, Muheon nonchalantly flipped through the booklet.

Faced with such polar opposite reactions, Hwang Young turned his back on Muheon without hesitation and looked at Hakyung.

As Hakyung vaguely remembered, the pink jewel was for affection and love, and the black jewel was for power and effectiveness.

“See? It’s not too difficult. Just keep it on your body, and the effects will gradually appear.”

“So, I shouldn’t take the ring off?”

Hakyung twirled the ring on his finger, his eyes sparkling.

“That’s right. You understand well.”

“Yes!”

Hakyung nodded vigorously, reaffirming that he would never take it off.

It was then, as Hwang Young raised his hand to stroke Hakyung’s hair, seeing the “river dolphin’s” commendable behavior.

Muheon, who had been standing idly with a disinterested expression, swiftly reached out and slapped Hwang Young’s arm away.

Thwack, with a sound, Hwang Young’s hand stopped in mid-air.

Surprise appeared on everyone’s face except Muheon’s.

Both Hwang Young, who had been about to praise him, and Hakyung, who had been about to receive her pat, merely blinked.

“Don’t touch him.”

“Huh? Hey! Am I going to stroke him all day? I just wanted to touch him for a second! Will he wear out if I touch him? Huh?”

“He’ll wear out. That’s enough, I told you to leave.”

Muheon, not bothering to hide his annoyed expression, waved his hand dismissively.

Hwang Young’s face turned red and then purple, as he was instantly treated like a fruit fly swarming around fruit.

Seizing this moment, Hwang Lin laughed boisterously for a long time and led Hwang Young away.

“Whenever you want to set the mood, come to the hotel! Just give your name, and they’ll prepare it for you!”

“Ah, yes! Thank you!”

Watching the siblings disappear as silently as they had arrived, Hakyung relaxed his tense shoulders.

Then he whispered in Muheon’s ear.

“I couldn’t ask Hwang Young-nim earlier, but my grandmother once bought a germanium bracelet and an jade heated mat. This is similar to that, right?”

“What…?”

***

“Grandma also said that if she wore a bracelet, good energy would come out of her body, and all her pain would disappear.”

Hakyung continued his explanation, recalling the things his grandmother had brought back from the market a few years ago.

A small chuckle escaped Muheon’s lips as he listened intently to the “river dolphin’s” words.

The added thought was that it would have been quite a sight if Hwang Young had heard this.

“It’ll be much better than a germanium bracelet.”

“Of course it will! I have eyes, you know!”

Hakyung stomped his foot, looking at the sparkling pink jewel on his hand.

It looked newly beautiful every time he saw it.

The same went for the ring on Muheon’s hand.

His heart swelled as if they shared the most special ring in the world.

***

Together, Muheon and Hakyung meticulously checked the contents of the pamphlet and then returned to the hall.

Guests, patting their full bellies with satisfied expressions, crowded around Muheon and Hakyung to say their goodbyes.

“We’ll be leaving now! Muheon-nim, please have a wonderful time on your honeymoon! And you too, Hakyung-dongsaeng!”

“Don’t worry about the company. I’m an Excel master now.”

While Hakyung earnestly replied to each of their farewells, his family, who had finished preparing to leave, also approached.

“Oppa, we’ll be going now too.”

“Already leaving?”

“We have to. If we stay longer, it’ll be too late.”

Hakyung looked disappointed at Hawon’s answer.

Seeing his siblings also look crestfallen, his grandmother stepped forward.

She started nagging, patting Hakyung’s back vigorously.

“You’re not going to be separated forever, so why the long face! On such a good day! Your husband made it so comfortable for us to come and go in a really nice car, so don’t you worry about it being hard at all!”

“I know, but I can’t help feeling sad, can I?”

Hakyung, who had instantly transformed from a newlywed groom to a “poop pig,” whined, holding his grandmother’s hand.

Muheon was the only one worried if Hakyung’s back hurt from his grandmother’s pats.

Hakyung spent more time seeing off his family than he did at the actual wedding ceremony.

Beside him, Muheon also exerted his social skills to the fullest, diligently comforting the siblings who had become “worry dolls.”

Thanks to Muheon’s efforts, the siblings left with much lighter expressions.

Hakyung also looked much better than before.

“We should probably get going soon too.”

“Yes! Should we go change first?”

Hakyung grabbed his shirt collar and moved it around, as if his neck felt stuffy.

Muheon stopped Hakyung’s abrupt movements and personally unbuttoned his shirt.

Every movement was so careful, lest his nails scratch him and cause a wound, that Hakyung felt a tingling sensation throughout his body.

“You know, I told you this before, but even though I look like this, for a river dolphin, I’m actually tall and have a large frame.”

“Yeah, I know. Kang Hakyung is big and cool.”

“But every time you take care of me like this, I feel like I’ve become incredibly delicate, precious, and fragile.”

Hakyung rubbed his forehead against Muheon’s broad chest and smiled sweetly.

Seeing Hakyung like that, Muheon felt a surge of nervousness, wondering if being treated that way made him uncomfortable.


He lowered the hand that had been touching Hakyung’s collar and touched his pink hair, asking,

“So, you don’t like it?”

“No. I didn’t even know my own preference, but I really, really like this.”

Seeing Hakyung rub against him even more, clearly wanting more petting and affection, Muheon couldn’t help but laugh heartily.



 
  Chapter 92: Lingering Affection and Playful Teasing






Even after returning to the changing room to switch clothes, they were so engrossed in playfully holding hands that it took much longer than expected to finally emerge.

The staff, who had been waiting for them, also found their lips curving into smiles upon hearing the laughter from inside.

“Congratulations on your wedding today, grooms! Especially the congratulatory song, it was so wonderful and amazing!”

“Thank you. Thanks to your perfect preparations, it was a truly happy day.”

He seemed completely unaware of their emotions.

The staff, who had been chattering like young fans in front of an idol, slowly retreated under Muheon’s piercing gaze.

Hakyung, who sent his final thanks to the quickly disappearing staff, poked Muheon’s side.

“Were you jealous?”

“No.”

“You were, though? You were glaring a hole through the staff members’ faces!”

“You saw that?”

Muheon’s eyes widened as if asking how Hakyung knew, not having eyes in the back of his head.

Hakyung chuckled at his transparent reaction.

Of course, he didn’t see it with eyes in the back of his head; it was thanks to the staff’s reactions changing in an instant.

And it wasn’t the first or second time Muheon had been jealous like this.

If the roles were reversed and Muheon were talking sweetly with the staff, Hakyung was certain he would also shoot them with burning eyes.

“Would I have feelings for anyone else when I have my husband right next to me? You worry too much.”

“Not you, but humans, generally, cannot pass by something shiny and precious. Even if it already has an owner.”

Muheon leaned down and kissed Hakyung’s forehead.

His hand, deprived of the soft hair due to Hakyung putting his hat back on, wandered aimlessly.

Hakyung took Muheon’s wandering hand and brought it to his own lips, planting kisses on each of his fingers.

“That’s right. Humans and shapeshifters alike, they’re so greedy… A river dolphin with a handsome Imugi husband worries every day, you know.”

He deliberately let out a big sigh.

Muheon chuckled at Hakyung’s exaggerated agreement.

“So, wherever you go, show your ring first, and don’t follow anyone who offers you delicious food. Got it?”

“Who’s saying that to whom?”

Just as the newlyweds, who had just finished their wedding, were fretting over each other, a clearing of the throat was heard from behind them.

Startled, Hakyung turned around to see Ki Sang-oh standing there with a sour expression.

Sang-oh, who had been waiting nearby to escort them to the sea, finally lost his patience and sent a signal. Sang-oh deliberately tapped his wrist-watch and said,

“Muheon-nim, it’s time to get going.”

“Right.”

“Yes, let’s go quickly! There might be traffic!”

Hakyung linked his arm through Muheon’s and hurried his steps.

Even though Ki Sang-oh was Muheon’s closest aide, it was a little embarrassing to have had such intimate conversations overheard without filter.

The earlobes exposed beneath his hat turned red.

It was so cute that Muheon couldn’t resist reaching out his hand.

Ki Sang-oh, walking ahead, unconsciously shook his head at the whispers he heard from behind.


They say old habits die hard, but who would have known Muheon-nim would become such a doting fool?

***

By the time they arrived at the sea connected to Muheon’s family home, the sun was already setting.

Still, Hakyung, having done it once before, was able to step into the sea without hesitation.

Of course, he still clutched Muheon’s clothes until they stretched from sheer nervousness.

Again, in the blink of an eye, they were underwater.

Even though he knew he didn’t have to hold his breath, Hakyung kept puffing out his cheeks.

Muheon gently poked Hakyung’s cheek.

Every time his finger poked his cheek, hot breaths puffed out from Hakyung’s lips.

“I said you can breathe.”

At Muheon’s words, full of amusement, Hakyung exhaled with a “Poo-hah” and protested with an aggrieved expression.

“I know that. But I just instinctively hold my breath.”

“Hmm… Is it really uncomfortable?”

“It’s not uncomfortable… Anyway, I’m okay now!”

Trauma from a childhood incident wasn’t something that disappeared easily.

It was fortunate enough that he felt fine after just a very short period of adjustment, so he wasn’t scared or afraid.

Muheon’s face, which had lost its playful demeanor, was now filled only with concern for Hakyung.

Looking at him like this, his once red lips seemed to have paled, and the fair skin beneath his eyes seemed to have darkened.

Seeing the worried Muheon, Hakyung stamped his foot in place.

“I’m really okay! I can even run a long distance here!”

“Alright, alright.”

Muheon quickly calmed Hakyung down, as it felt like he might actually run a lap around the West Sea.

Meanwhile, Hakyung’s lip color gradually returned to normal.

Only after confirming that he truly was okay did Muheon take Hakyung’s hand and move towards the family home.

As the grand gate opened and they stepped inside, they were greeted by flower petals scattered all over the floor.

“Wow, wow…!”

Hakyung’s mouth opened wide at the sight of a flower path appearing underwater.

Muheon also seemed surprised, wearing an unfamiliar expression despite it being his own home.

The servants, successful in surprising the newlyweds, appeared from all directions, smiling brightly.

“Muheon-nim, Hakyung-nim. Congratulations on your marriage!”

“Congratulations!”

***

The servants offered their congratulations, one after another.

They scattered flower petals, blessing the couple’s future.

Hakyung’s face bloomed into a wide smile, touched by their welcoming gestures.

Muheon also showed a rare smile.

It was a worthwhile reaction for all the nights and days he had spent traveling across the sea, sleepless, collecting flower petals from various countries.

The celebratory event prepared by the West Sea family didn’t stop there.

They led Hakyung and Muheon to separate rooms, where they were adorned from head to toe in outfits they had prepared.

Having just finished a wedding, the two were about to have another one less than a day later.

Muheon’s durumagi (traditional Korean overcoat) was embroidered with more elaborate patterns than his usual black dopo (scholar’s robe), while Hakyung’s durumagi was white with silver embroidery.

The pure white durumagi suited Hakyung’s fair and cute face so perfectly that it filled those who prepared the attire with pride. 

Hakyung, who had secretly envied Muheon wearing his dopo during their previous visit, was thrilled with the perfectly fitting durumagi.

He had worried that the traditional attire might look like he was wearing his dad’s clothes, but since the size was just right, it didn’t look that way at all; he looked like a prince from some country.

When he took off his hat and put on the samo (traditional hat for officials) that was prepared, he truly looked like a newlywed groom.

Seeing Hakyung joyfully bouncing with excitement, the family members were also delighted.

They praised Hakyung’s singing skills, saying they had thoroughly enjoyed the live-streamed wedding.

Hakyung’s face flushed red, having received more compliments than he expected.

He knew the wedding was being broadcast live, but he hadn’t known they would be watching from the sea as well.

The family members giggled again, enjoying Hakyung’s embarrassed fidgeting.

***

How much time passed like that?

A dark silhouette appeared from beyond the jangjimun (traditional paper door).

Judging by the size of the shadow, it was clearly Muheon, so Hakyung darted out like a puppy greeting its owner.

“Oh, oh! Just a moment!”

The family members belatedly reached out to grab Hakyung, but he had already opened the door.


The plan to keep them from seeing each other before the wedding ceremony was ruined in the blink of an eye.

Leaving the disappointed family behind, Hakyung flung the door open, and as expected, Muheon stood there.

Muheon, clad in a jet-black durumagi with his hands clasped behind his back, looked literally like a painting.

It was another moment where Hakyung, who had already fallen for him for the 4,255th time, fell for him yet again.

Hakyung immediately stretched out his arms, embraced Muheon, and showered him with an endless stream of compliments.


“Wow! You’re really cool! You looked great in a suit too, but now it’s just… Wow! Words fail me! My goodness, whose husband is this cool, I wonder?”

Originally, Muheon was the one giving compliments, and Hakyung was the one happily dancing along.

But now, the situation was reversed.

However, Hakyung knew Muheon would never budge, so he complimented him and danced by himself.

Muheon chuckled at Hakyung’s enthusiastic reaction.

He had found the formal attire cumbersome, but seeing his husband like it so much made him feel like he could wear it many more times.

After praising Muheon and clinging to him for a long time, Hakyung finally stepped back.

At that, Muheon frowned at Hakyung’s elegant figure, which was now fully revealed.



 
  Chapter 93: A Jealous Gaze and Hidden Desires






To whom was he trying to look so handsome?

He suited it much better than Muheon, who had worn dopo his whole life.

Muheon sent a disapproving look to the family members standing behind him.

They were bewildered, not understanding the meaning of Muheon’s gaze.

Hakyung, too, seeing Muheon say nothing, felt his greatly swelled heart deflate.

Hakyung, unable to tolerate curiosity, continuously bombarded Muheon with questions.

His tone was full of conviction that he looked quite splendid at the moment.

Muheon swallowed silently and nodded.

He replied to Hakyung, his murderous gaze still fixed.

“Kang Hakyung, you’re too handsome. That’s why I’m a little uncomfortable right now.”

“Me…?”

“It means I want to take you to a place where no one else is, right this instant. I don’t want to show this beautiful and handsome sight to anyone else.”

As the man’s reply grew longer, Hakyung’s lips curved upwards, endlessly reaching for the sky.

The family members who were also listening to their conversation blushed, murmuring “Oh my…!” as if embarrassed.

Hakyung grabbed Muheon’s sleeve and stood on his tiptoes.

Then he secretly whispered into his ear.

“You’re not just going to look at clothes when we go somewhere private, are you?”

Muheon chuckled at the “river dolphin’s” cute provocation and, like Hakyung had done, bent down to give a secret reply.

“Of course, I’ll take them off.”

Hakyung couldn’t help but laugh loudly.


Conversations with Muheon were indeed fun.

Even though he didn’t give long replies, he picked out exactly the words Hakyung wanted to hear, which was simply delightful.

As soon as he heard Muheon’s answer, Hakyung also felt an urge to pick Muheon up and go to a secluded spot, wanting to be alone with him.

However, thinking of those who had worked tirelessly day and night for them, he had to maturely suppress his momentary impulse.

He was now a grown “river dolphin,” having even completed his wedding ceremony.

***

The sweet conversation between the newlyweds ended, and the wedding ceremony finally began.

The wedding prepared in the West Sea was a traditional one.

The West Sea shapeshifters sat in a row at a long gyojasang (traditional low table), awaiting the couple.

In front of them were generously arranged makgeolli (rice wine), buckwheat pancakes, galbitang (rib soup), and janchi guksu (feast noodles), all filled with precious abalone, octopus, and various seaweeds from the sea.

The preparations for the wedding were also perfect.

Hakyung continuously exclaimed in admiration, looking at the lavishly set table, just as he had seen in movies and dramas.

In contrast, Muheon looked over the preparations with little emotion, when suddenly he felt a poke in his side.

“Quickly, say thank you for their hard work.”

“Huh?”

“They prepared such a tremendously wonderful wedding for us, didn’t they? Of course, you have to greet them! Hurry!”

At Hakyung’s urging, Muheon shifted his gaze to his family members.

Hundreds of sparkling eyes, solely fixed on him and Hakyung, followed him.

Up until now, he had only considered the sea shapeshifters bothersome, but hearing Hakyung’s words, they looked a little different.

A thought, albeit fleeting, crossed his mind: he was grateful for their unwavering affection and interest, which expected nothing in return.

Of course, more than that, it was still troublesome.

Even as he was re-evaluating his thoughts about the West Sea shapeshifters, Hakyung’s side attacks continued without cease.

Although it wasn’t an attack that inflicted great damage, he worried that Hakyung’s fingers would get hurt before his side did.

Muheon’s every thought revolved around Hakyung. He quickly opened his mouth.

“You’ve worked hard preparing. Thank you. It seems like it will be a special day for the two of us.”

It wasn’t loud.

It wasn’t an overwhelming tribute.

But it was more than enough of a greeting to move the West Sea shapeshifters who were circling him.

They pondered Muheon’s words, some reddening their eyes, others blinking with bewildered expressions.

“It truly, truly is a joyful day, Muheon-nim.”

“It feels like a lifelong wish has come true.”

“Be happy!”

Congratulations for their happiness poured in from all directions.

Hakyung smiled and thanked them, instead of Muheon, who had already said more than his share today.

Although it was a traditional wedding, the atmosphere wasn’t overly solemn.

They exchanged deep bows, shared haphanju (a ceremonial drink for couples), greeted the guests, and then it was over, but still, a sense of fulfillment lingered.


What he liked best was the haphanju. 

As soon as it touched his lips, the scent of flowers filled his mouth, making him feel as if he was in a flower garden.

With wide eyes because it was so delicious, Hakyung looked up at Muheon. 

Muheon also looked satisfied, as if the taste wasn’t bad. 

Hakyung sipped the alcohol, which was meant to be drunk only once, several times.

Those who saw him earnestly drinking laughed heartily.

***

Hakyung, having gone through two wedding ceremonies in one day, flopped face down onto the soft bed.

The West Sea family’s meticulous preparation meant their newlywed room was already completely finished.

The only difference from a typical newlywed room was that the embroidery on the duvet wasn’t a pair of mandarin ducks, but an Imugi.

After rolling around in the duvet for a long time, Hakyung suddenly got up, took a photo of the cool Imugi embroidery, then flopped back down again.

No matter how tired he was, he had to capture how cool Muheon was.

Muheon, watching Hakyung’s actions, chuckled softly.

Then he gently patted the only prominent bulge on Hakyung’s flat body—his rear.

When he told Hakyung, who was sprawled out, to wash up and go to bed even if he was tired, Hakyung shot up once more.

“Sleep?”

“Huh?”

“It’s our first night as newlyweds tonight. Are we just going to wash up and go to sleep?”

Hakyung snorted indignantly, blowing out hot air.

At his incredibly flustered reaction, Muheon unconsciously apologized.

Despite his apology, Hakyung didn’t lose his displeased expression.

Even with dark circles reaching his chin from exhaustion, his determination not to let their first night pass by was immense.

Muheon gently rubbed Hakyung’s darkened eyes, a sympathetic expression on his face.

“This isn’t our actual first night, is it? Didn’t we already have a grand one?”

“Oh, really! That was the day we registered our marriage!”

“So… you want to have a grand one tonight too?”

“Of course! Since the stage is set like this, it’s only right to have a wonderful night that matches it as a form of appreciation!”

Truly, he was a “river dolphin” of the land of courtesy.

It was unclear whether he was genuinely trying to show appreciation or fulfill his own desires, but it wasn’t a bad thing for Muheon, either way.

Despite his words, Muheon gently lifted Hakyung, who was still floppy with exhaustion, onto his lap.

He carefully removed Hakyung’s crooked samo (traditional hat) and stroked his exposed pink hair.

The soft, fluffy texture tickled his palm, causing the corners of his lips to naturally turn up.

He stroked Hakyung’s hair for a long time when he heard a purring sound near his ear.

Hakyung, sitting on Muheon’s lap, had already drifted off to dreamland.

“Oh dear.”

Muheon clicked his tongue briefly, then carefully embraced Hakyung and patted his back.

Cradled in the warm embrace, Hakyung stirred for a moment, then fell into an even deeper sleep.

Muheon stood up, still holding Hakyung, and lifted the duvet.

As he gently laid Hakyung down in the heavy blanket, Hakyung’s lips slowly curled up even in his sleep, seemingly pleased with the warmly heated floor.


He was truly too cute.

It wasn’t a word to describe a “river dolphin” who was now a full-fledged married man, but cute was cute, nonetheless.

Muheon squatted beside the sleeping Hakyung and admired his fair face, losing track of time.

The thought that he might be the happiest Imugi on Earth, with about 100 layers of infatuation, was a bonus.

Any other Imugi hearing this would probably collapse from laughter.

***

How much time passed like that?

Sounds of bustling movement were heard from outside the newlywed room.

Muheon’s brow furrowed instinctively, wondering who it could be, as he had instructed no one to come near this area.

He first checked that Hakyung was still sleeping soundly, then strode outside.

“Who’s there?”

At Muheon’s low voice, the noisy movements ceased.

Then, several shapeshifter heads popped up from amidst the seaweed thicket.

They faced Muheon with embarrassed and awkward smiles.

And then they handed him the things they held in their hands.

“We apologize! We didn’t mean to disturb your time, Muheon-nim. We were just bringing what you might need tomorrow morning, and…”

“Yes, yes…! We absolutely were not curious about Muheon-nim, we just… Gag!”

The one who stopped his friend from blurting out their true purpose awkwardly rolled his eyes.

Even though it was from beyond the thicket, peeking at Muheon-nim’s first night was, even to him, an incredibly audacious act.


Their hearts pounded, unsure what scolding would descend upon them, but surprisingly, Muheon said nothing much.

“My husband is sleeping inside, so just go back quietly.”

“Y-yes…?”

“Can’t you tell by his clothes still being on? I’ve been rejected.”

Those who had gathered were aghast at Muheon’s words.



 
  Chapter 94: The Misunderstanding and the Morning After






“Grandma also said that if she wore a bracelet, good energy would come out of her body, and all her pain would disappear.”

Hakyung continued his explanation, recalling the items his grandmother had brought back in abundance from the market a few years ago.

A small laugh escaped Muheon’s lips as he listened intently to the “river dolphin’s” words. 

The added thought was that it would have been quite a sight if Hwang Young had heard this.

“It’ll be much better than a germanium bracelet.”

“Of course, it will! I have eyes, you know!”

Hakyung stamped his foot, looking at the brilliantly shining pink jewel on his hand. 

It seemed newly beautiful every time he looked at it. 

The same went for the ring on Muheon’s hand.

His heart swelled as if they shared the most special ring in the world.

Muheon and Hakyung meticulously checked what was written in the pamphlet together, then returned to the hall. 

Guests, patting their full bellies with satisfied expressions, gathered to greet Muheon and Hakyung.

“We’ll be leaving now! Muheon-nim, please have a wonderful time on your honeymoon! And you too, Hakyung-dongsaeng!”

“Don’t worry about the company. I’m an Excel master now.”

While Hakyung diligently responded to each of their farewells, his family, who had finished preparing to leave, also approached.

“Oppa, we’ll be going now too.”

“Already leaving?”

“We have to. If we stay longer, it’ll be too late.”

Hakyung looked disappointed at Hawon’s answer.

Seeing his siblings also look crestfallen, his grandmother stepped forward.

She started nagging, patting Hakyung’s back vigorously.

“You’re not going to be separated forever, so why the long face! On such a good day! Your husband made it so comfortable for us to come and go in a really nice car, so don’t you worry about it being hard at all!”

“I know, but I can’t help feeling sad, can I?”

Hakyung, who had instantly transformed from a newlywed groom to a “poop pig,” whined, holding his grandmother’s hand.

Muheon was the only one worried if Hakyung’s back hurt from his grandmother’s pats.

Hakyung spent more time seeing off his family than he did at the actual wedding ceremony.

Beside him, Muheon also exerted his social skills to the fullest, diligently comforting the siblings who had become “worry dolls.”

Thanks to Muheon’s efforts, the siblings left with much lighter expressions.

Hakyung also looked much better than before.

“We should probably get going soon too.”

“Yes! Should we go change first?”

Hakyung grabbed his shirt collar and moved it around, as if his neck felt stuffy.

Muheon stopped Hakyung’s abrupt movements and personally unbuttoned his shirt.

Every movement was so careful, lest his nails scratch him and cause a wound, that Hakyung felt a tingling sensation throughout his body.

“You know, I told you this before, but even though I look like this, for a river dolphin, I’m actually tall and have a large frame.”

“Yeah, I know. Kang Hakyung is big and cool.”

“But every time you take care of me like this, I feel like I’ve become incredibly delicate, precious, and fragile.”

Hakyung rubbed his forehead against Muheon’s broad chest and smiled sweetly.

Seeing Hakyung like that, Muheon felt a surge of nervousness, wondering if being treated that way made him uncomfortable.

He lowered the hand that had been touching Hakyung’s collar and touched his pink hair, asking,

“So, you don’t like it?”

“No. I didn’t even know my own preference, but I really, really like this.”

Seeing Hakyung rub against him even more, clearly wanting more petting and affection, Muheon couldn’t help but laugh heartily.

***

No, why on earth, what was wrong with Muheon-nim…?

The West Sea shapeshifters were aghast, forgetting they’d been caught secretly peeking.

Whether they were dumbfounded or not, Muheon waved his hand, as if to say, “If your curiosity is satisfied, then leave.”

One of them, who somehow understood the meaning, led the rest backward.

“Wait a minute…”

“Leave that.”

Muheon pointed to the water in a brass basin.

The startled individual, causing the water to slosh, hesitated and stood before Muheon.

He took the basin, and as Muheon gestured with his chin, he scurried away.

Muheon had just been wondering if he should go get water to wash Hakyung, but it was convenient that they brought it themselves.

Muheon slowly opened the door to avoid making noise and peered inside.

Fortunately or unfortunately, the newlywed was sleeping soundly and hadn’t woken up.

Muheon exhaled a laugh mixed with a sigh, then gently removed Hakyung’s clothes, soaked a towel, and wiped him down.

Since Hakyung had some makeup on his face, he had to wipe him even more carefully.

To think he would be tending to someone’s every need daily.

And doing it willingly, with all his heart. It was a change he couldn’t believe himself.

It was only possible because it was Kang Hakyung.

Finally, after gently wiping Hakyung’s round, pretty forehead until it was dry, Muheon settled down beside him.

The soft silk duvet warmly embraced his body.

And in his arms was Kang Hakyung, whom he couldn’t bear to harm.

He felt that falling asleep so quietly and peacefully wasn’t bad at all.

***

The next morning, Hakyung woke up from a deep sleep, having not dreamed at all, and there was no trace of dark circles or fatigue on his face.

However, despite his refreshed appearance, Hakyung’s mood was currently very bleak.

This was because he realized that on their historic first night, he had passed out flat on Muheon’s lap.

As Muheon said, they had spent their first night on the day they registered their marriage, and love-filled days had followed since.

But this was their wedding night!

Hakyung felt tears welling up, so unjustly did last night feel wasted.

He was so surprised when he saw the sunlight streaming through the window as soon as he woke up…

The absurdity of his first night being gone quickly turned into anger.

The empty space beside him made him even angrier.

Hakyung stomped his foot, furiously hitting the duvet.

He seemed ready to grab Muheon immediately and get down to business.

However, Muheon’s family home was several times larger than his dorm in Seoul.

Unless Hakyung was a dog shapeshifter, finding Muheon in such a vast place would be, to exaggerate slightly, harder than finding a 500-won coin on a sandy beach.

Just as he was wandering around, trying to find Muheon, he heard hushed voices somewhere.

He doubted Muheon would be part of that conversation, but hoping to get a clue about his whereabouts, Hakyung approached them.

As the scattered words became full sentences, a strange phrase caught Hakyung’s ear.

“…You were rejected.”

“That’s strange, they seemed to get along so well.”

“Isn’t it because Hakyung-nim is still uncomfortable with the sea?”

“I didn’t believe it at first either, but Muheon-nim himself said so, and seeing him alone this morning…”

Hakyung’s mouth dropped open, unable to believe what he was hearing.

What was this “rejection” Muheon had experienced, and what did it mean that Hakyung was uncomfortable with the sea?!

There wasn’t a single truth in their conversation.

Hakyung brazenly burst in among the sea shapeshifters.

“It’s not true!”

The West Sea family members cried “Oh my!” in surprise at the sudden appearance of the “river dolphin” in the middle of their secret conversation.

Hakyung flinched because they were so startled, but his sense of injustice came first.

“It’s not that I rejected my husband…! I just fell asleep while talking on his lap, and he didn’t wake me up, he just let me sleep! I mean, I was so dumbfounded…! And then when I woke up, he wasn’t next to me! Wait, isn’t this me being rejected?!”

As he spoke, his anger surged again.

The sea shapeshifters, who had been listening intently to Hakyung’s rapid-fire words, empathized with the “river dolphin’s” injustice and chimed in.

They were so startled that they had forgotten their hats, which they wore like a second skin, and were now earnestly trying to calm Hakyung’s anger.
***

Hakyung, having somewhat calmed down with the comfort of the West Sea family, finally asked what he was curious about.

“But where is my husband?”

“Oh, Muheon-nim! He said he’d go look around the forest over there before Hakyung-nim woke up.”

“I see. Can I go there?”

“Yes, of course!”

Hakyung bid them farewell, saying he would go ahead, and walked towards the forest, as they readily nodded.

He had felt it last time too, but it was a dense and magnificent forest, so much so that it didn’t feel like they were underwater.

Hakyung admired the scenery, where green seaweed and trees still intertwined, and slowly walked deeper inside.

How long did he walk? 

He saw a familiar silhouette. 

It was Muheon, wearing the black dopo he frequently wore.

He had one arm raised and his eyes closed, and it wasn’t hard to imagine how the inside of his arm, hidden by the dopo, had transformed.

Just like he had seen on the rooftop before, black scales must be shining brilliantly. 

Hakyung stopped moving where he was. 

He later heard from the Bugunrim that Imugis were extremely sensitive to being disturbed when performing their tasks.

That’s why he was surprised that Muheon had let Hakyung go gently when Hakyung had disturbed his task on the rooftop.

Ever since hearing that story, Hakyung had been careful not to disturb Muheon while he worked. 

It was the same now.

If he had known that “looking around the forest” meant Muheon was performing his task, he wouldn’t have come looking for him.

He was debating whether to back away and leave the forest right then.

“Why aren’t you coming closer?”

Muheon said, turning his gaze precisely towards Hakyung.

Hakyung blinked in surprise, wondering how Muheon knew he was there, even with his eyes closed and being quite far away.

“Come here.”

Muheon gently waved his hand. Drawn by the gesture, Hakyung slowly approached him.

Then, he awkwardly scratched his cheek and tapped his toes.

“You should have rested more. You’re already awake.”

“How can I sleep more when you’re not next to me, honey?”

In truth, Muheon had been out for well over two hours, but he simply replied, “Is that so?”

Hakyung quickly nodded and nestled into Muheon’s side.

Muheon also lowered his head and wrapped his arm around Hakyung’s small shoulder.

Only when they were clinging to each other like one body did he feel at ease.

It seemed Muheon felt the same, as his stern expression visibly softened.

After enjoying Muheon’s embrace for a while, Hakyung lifted his head to look at him.

“I’m sorry for disturbing you. If you’re not finished yet, I’ll go back first.”

“You’re not a disturbance. What could be more important than you?”

At the answer that came without an ounce of hesitation, Hakyung chuckled, “Heh.” 

Seeing his foolishly cute laugh, Muheon playfully ruffled Hakyung’s hair.

“You came out without your hat. Is your head okay?”

“Oh, now that you mention it…!”

He hadn’t even realized he wasn’t wearing his hat until then.

Muheon’s large hand firmly enveloped Hakyung’s head.

Hakyung, squirming his fingers in embarrassment at Muheon’s overprotectiveness, gasped and snapped back to reality.

He suddenly remembered why he had rushed out without his hat.

***

A cold wind whipped around the “river dolphin,” where pink hearts had just been fluttering.

Muheon tilted his head at the sudden change in atmosphere, as if a switch had been flipped.

“What’s wrong? Do you have a headache?”

“Haah, yes! I-I have a headache!”

“How bad is it? Is it because your head was exposed? Should we go back to the land?”

Muheon, startled by Hakyung’s words, rushed as if he would take Hakyung to a hospital on land immediately.

Whose fault do you think this headache is?!

Hakyung thumped Muheon’s oblivious back.

However, Muheon didn’t seem to feel Hakyung’s “marshmallow fists” at all and only anxiously checked Hakyung’s condition.

Eventually, Hakyung had no choice but to confess, “I’m not hurting.”

“You’re not hurting? Then why…?”

“This is all because of you, Muheon-ssi!”


“Me? Why me?”

Muheon’s expression, still completely clueless, was infuriating.

Hakyung, with narrowed eyes, passionately ranted about how he was left alone in the room this morning, how Muheon’s words from yesterday were distorted and spread, and finally, how upset he was about completely missing their most important first night.

How hard must he have been talking?

Hakyung’s cheeks were flushed red after his long speech.

He shouldn’t laugh.

If he laughed now, it would only anger Hakyung more, but he simply couldn’t hold it back.

It was truly amazing how adorable a “river dolphin” so obsessed with lewd acts could be.



 
  Chapter 95: Curiosity and Consent in the Imugi’s Lair






“You’re laughing now?”

A huh sound, a puff of exasperated air, escaped Hakyung’s lips.

Muheon quickly shook his head. 

But even that couldn’t escape Kang Hakyung’s eagle eye, especially when it came to Lee Muheon.

To prevent Hakyung from truly sulking, Muheon quickly hugged Hakyung tightly and apologized.

“I’m sorry, I should have woken you up instead of just letting you sleep peacefully. My bad.”

Thanks to Muheon, who unconditionally admitted his fault and pampered him, Hakyung’s sharp gaze quickly softened. 

He wrapped his arms around Muheon’s back, embracing him in return.

Since Muheon had just finished his task, his body was warmer than usual. 

This warmth was rare, so Hakyung had to enjoy it in many ways while he had the chance.

Hakyung, whose anger melted away with a few words from his husband, was truly an easy-going “river dolphin.”

“But didn’t your fatigue completely disappear? Look, your dark circles are gone too.”

“I… I had dark circles?”

Hakyung, surprised by the comment as Muheon brushed under his eyes, looked for a mirror. 

But, of course, finding a mirror in the middle of a forest was impossible.

Oh, how embarrassing…!

Anyone would be worried and dumbfounded if told they had to spend a passionate night with dark circles under their eyes. 

To think he had enthusiastically gone for it without even knowing how he looked…!

Hakyung let go of Muheon’s back and quickly covered his face with his hands.

“I said you’re fine now, right?”

“But still. Of course, I’m quite curious and passionate about marital relations, but hearing that I went at it with a dark, haggard look makes me so embarrassed.”

“You didn’t have a haggard look. You just looked a little tired. And there’s nothing to be embarrassed about between a married couple.”

“Married…?”

“Yes, married.”

Hakyung, whose ears perked up at the two words, lowered the hand covering his face.

Muheon, not missing that fleeting moment, took Hakyung’s hand and intertwined their fingers.

Then he peppered kisses all over his small face.

At the light, tickling touch of his lips, Hakyung let out a soft chuckle.

They say a married couple’s quarrel is like cutting water with a knife…

It was true.

Although it was his unilateral sulking at the moment, Hakyung properly let go of such minor issues.

Playful kisses continued for a while.

They were the only two in the wide, quiet forest.

That fact encouraged Hakyung’s actions to become even bolder. 

What had started as merely pressing lips together soon turned into intertwining tongues and mingling breaths. 

Heated moans escaped his lips, and warmth bloomed throughout his body.

Muheon was the same as Hakyung. 

His still-warm body was getting hotter and hotter.

The two, who had been kissing with their eyes closed, opened them simultaneously. 

Just by exchanging glances, they understood what the other wanted.

“Shall we go back to the room…?”

“Just a moment.”

Muheon looked around and led Hakyung a little further inside.

Hakyung followed him, his face flushed.

Passing by colorful flowering trees and seaweeds, a cave filled with brilliantly colored coral reefs appeared.

Hakyung’s eyes widened even further at the sight, something he had only seen in documentaries.

To think there was such a space within the forest…!

“It’s a place that only appears for a few days a year. It seemed like the time had come, so I came to check it out. Lucky us.”

“Only a few days a year…?”

It had such a distinct presence, how could it disappear and reappear?

Was it the mystery of the sea?

It was a phenomenon difficult for Hakyung, a river dolphin who had only lived in small rivers, to comprehend.

Muheon also only knew the reason why this place came into being; he didn’t know enough to explain it to Hakyung.

In truth, he hadn’t been particularly curious about it, so he hadn’t bothered to investigate it for hundreds of years.

Still, it was a place within his territory, the West Sea, so he felt he should say something and opened his mouth.

“Imugis sometimes return to their true forms to perform tasks or rest, and it’s a good place to enter then. There usually aren’t any shapeshifters who come this far, and even if they do, they’re hard to find.”

“Uh… ‘True form’ means real Imugi, like from books, right?”

“That’s right.”

Muheon also returned to his true form occasionally.

Compared to Hwang Lin or Dokgo Jin, who often transformed, Muheon’s frequency was like finding a bean in a drought, and even that was bothersome, so he hadn’t transformed at all recently.

Therefore, the only times his body changed even slightly lately were when he performed his task or when he had sex with Hakyung.

Anyway, it had been 20 years since he woke up, so he figured he should return to his true form and look around sometime soon.

As he was quickly organizing his schedule, he felt a gaze poking his cheek.

Muheon turned his head towards Hakyung.

Just a few minutes ago, his eyes had been filled with lust, but now they had changed to a remarkably sparkling brilliance.

At the same time he thought something was strange, Hakyung exclaimed,

“Can I see your true form too?”

As expected, the mention of “true form” seemed to have pressed Hakyung’s curiosity button.

And no wonder, Hakyung loved Muheon’s black scales immensely.

They were cool, smooth, soft, and moist. They were a collection of all the good things in the world.

If even touching the scales sometimes felt so good, then his true form would be full of them!

Moreover, it meant that the true form of an Imugi, only seen in folk tales, actually existed!

Hakyung pressed his chest, where his heart was pounding with anticipation.

Generally, shapeshifters only possessed characteristics of their species; they couldn’t return to their true form.

Hakyung also had the characteristics of a river dolphin, but he couldn’t transform into a river dolphin itself just by swimming in a river.

But an Imugi was an Imugi.

Was it because they were beings similar to gods, having lived for hundreds of years?

They could transform into their true form if they wished.

If so, then someday he might be able to see his jet-black, sparkling true form.

He had found yet another reason to live a very long life.

“Do you want to see it?”

***

“Of course! How beautiful your scales are, honey! If you turn into your true form, can I touch you? I feel like I’ll want to just stroke you!”

“Hmm, I thought you were just saying that when you were distracted during sex… I guess my scales really are beautiful.”

Muheon covered his mouth shyly.

It was incredibly touching that Hakyung accepted the evidence of his non-human, alien existence without any rejection.

Beyond the lack of rejection, he was even more surprised that Hakyung seemed to like it more than he expected.

It was a rare sight to see Muheon looking so bashful.

Hakyung beamed even brighter at his reaction.

A handsome face looking so shy had a tremendous impact.

With affection for Muheon that felt like it would burst, Hakyung hopped up and down in place.

It was to plant a kiss on the back of Muheon’s hand, which was covering his mouth.

Hakyung had transformed from a river dolphin into a rabbit.

After receiving a few hopping kisses, Muheon lifted Hakyung and had him wrap his legs around his waist.

Hakyung, with a satisfied expression at the stable position, “ate” Muheon’s lips.

This time, Kang Hakyung was a wildcat, true to his hunting instincts.

The long kiss ended when their lips were not just moist but plump and swollen.

Hakyung pressed his chest, which was rising and falling roughly, against Muheon’s and rubbed his lips against Muheon’s sternocleidomastoid muscle.

Muheon’s neck, made of thick muscle and sinew, didn’t budge no matter how much Hakyung clung to it. And Hakyung liked that.

“Shall we go inside now?”

It was a question that showed he hadn’t forgotten why they came all the way here.

Muheon chuckled softly at the tickling sensation around his neck and replied.

“You have two choices.”

“Two choices?”

He had only expected one option, and Hakyung tilted his head at the increased choices.

Muheon pulled Hakyung’s body closer once more and whispered low in his ear.

His voice alone was intimate and seductive enough.

“One is to go into the cave now and have crazy sex. The other is to see my true form and then have crazy sex.”

Both options Muheon presented were appealing. 

But, if he had to choose the more attractive one, it was definitely the latter. 

After all, having crazy sex was a given anyway.

Hakyung chose his answer decisively after seconds of deliberation.

“See your true form and then have sex! Crazy sex!”

Muheon laughed heartily at the resounding answer, which sounded like something from a public speaking contest. 

Hakyung also broke into a wide smile, mirroring his laugh.

So, Hakyung was now kneeling inside the cave, gazing intently at Muheon. 

He flatly refused the offer to sit comfortably.


***


From ancient times, Imugis were sacred and magnificent beings.

There were still villages that held rituals for Imugis before going out to sea for fishing or before major events.

Of course, he loved Muheon as his husband and revered him, but… he felt it wouldn’t be right to act presumptuously.

Swallowing dryly with an unknown tension, a light so strong that he couldn’t open his eyes poured from all directions.

Hakyung closed his eyes. Yet, everything before him was stark white.

After a few seconds, the dazzling surroundings darkened again.

He cautiously lifted his tightly closed eyelids, and an unbelievable sight unfolded before him.



 
  Chapter 96: A Glimpse of the Galaxy






The Milky Way.

Yes, it was the Milky Way.

Hakyung could only think of that word as he gazed at the symphony of light filling his vision.

His kneeling posture, which he’d maintained for a while, straightened on its own.

He moved his feet, inching closer to Muheon.

With each step, his own mysterious and beautiful Milky Way grew closer.

Just as Hakyung was mesmerized by the light flowing against the black backdrop, he came to his senses and found a colossal eye right before him.

Hakyung, so timid that he even hesitated to breathe in front of Muheon’s true form, slowly moved his fingers.

His fingertips touched the familiar black scales he knew so well.

The black scales that occasionally appeared were now all around him.

He gently moved his fingers, feeling a strange sense of emotion, and a light resembling the Milky Way shimmered along with his touch.

It was as if it was following Hakyung’s fingers.

Not just the scales, but the eyes holding a black universe, were also following Hakyung.

Hakyung chuckled softly at that devoted reaction, then lowered his head and pressed his lips against the scales.

A jolt ran through him, all the way to his toes, a sensation completely different from touching them with his hands.

A low growl, like an animal’s rumble, resonated from above his head.

It seemed to mean that Muheon was pleased.

When Hakyung kissed him again with a soft “mwah,” the growl rumbled once more.

“Can’t you speak?”

「Mm, I can do this.」

Hakyung gasped, “Hmph!” as Muheon’s voice resonated directly in his head.

To experience telepathy or psychic communication firsthand, something he’d only read about in novels!

He’d certainly lived long enough to see everything.

If Muheon, who had truly lived long enough to see everything, knew Hakyung was thinking this, he’d probably make an exasperated face, but even Muheon couldn’t read other people’s minds.

Anyway, Hakyung clutched his temples, feeling as if his head was ringing.

「Is it uncomfortable?」

“No! It’s not uncomfortable or painful, but it’s amazing, and my head feels like it’s buzzing!”

「It’s probably your first time experiencing it like this. Tell me immediately if it gets even a little difficult.」

After speaking, Muheon gently nudged Hakyung’s cheek with his snout.

In his own way, it was the most peaceful and smallest display of affection, but to Hakyung, it felt like being gently bumped by a compact car.

And why was the breath from his nose so strong?

Hakyung’s fluffy pink hair fluttered wildly, as if caught in a fan.

Both Muheon, who had made the affectionate gesture, and Hakyung, who had received it, were flustered.

“By the way, your true form is huge! Wow, I really didn’t know you’d be as big as this cave.”

「Too big?」

“Too big? Don’t you know what’s popular these days? ‘The bigger, the cuter.’ You’re perfect.”

「Why is that popular?」

Muheon, who preferred “river dolphins” to be small and thus cuter, found this trend incomprehensible.

His head tilted sideways.


Even just a slight change in the angle of his head caused a loud rumble, like thunder, to echo through the cave.

It was a clear difference in impact compared to when he was in human form.

It was an unbelievable transformation, even as he witnessed it directly.

Yet, it didn’t feel unfamiliar or frightening.

This was unusual for Hakyung, who tended to be timid.

In fact, before he opened his eyes, he had resolved not to be too scared or surprised, for fear of hurting Muheon’s feelings.

But that resolution itself was meaningless; even seeing Muheon’s true form, larger than a house, he felt nothing but awe and wonder.

Hakyung now openly embraced Muheon’s massive body, rubbing his cheek frantically against the scales.

“This way, you’re so cute and huge that I don’t have to worry about wearing you out by rubbing! That’s why being big is good.”

「Good grief.」

Hakyung belatedly offered evidence to support his “the bigger, the cuter” hypothesis.

It was a quite subjective and messy piece of evidence, but Muheon brushed it off with a chuckle.

He didn’t want to nitpick when someone was calling him cute.

***

Hakyung thoroughly admired and touched Muheon’s house-sized true form.

「I’m going to take a tour now… Want to come along?」

“In your true form?”

「When I’m in my true form, I can survey more places than when I’m human. So I thought, why not take a quick tour? You can rest here if you want.」

“I’ll go too!”

There was no way he would refuse to go with Muheon.

Hakyung quickly clung to Muheon’s side, fearing he might disappear alone.

In truth, he wasn’t sure if it was Muheon’s side or thigh.

Anyway, he just wanted to cling to Muheon.

Muheon replied with a low growl and lifted Hakyung’s rear with his snout.

With a whoosh!

Hakyung was lifted into the air and, in the blink of an eye, placed somewhere on Muheon’s back.

When he first climbed onto Muheon’s back, the elevated view made him dizzy, but he quickly adjusted to the broad back that could easily support his body and the smooth touch, allowing him to settle in comfortably.

Only after confirming multiple times that Hakyung was comfortable did Muheon move his long, large body and emerge from the cave.

He began to leisurely swim through the West Sea at a calm pace so that Hakyung wouldn’t be scared.

The jet-black, colossal Imugi, cutting through the calm current, was quickly spotted by the inhabitants of the West Sea.

Those who hadn’t seen his true form in hundreds of years, and the shapeshifters who were seeing him for the first time, all prostrated themselves, overcome with emotion.

Hakyung, riding on Muheon’s back, lowered his head further in embarrassment.

Even though they were too far away for anyone to notice his presence, it felt uncomfortable, as if he was receiving respect meant for Muheon.

「Looking at them do that, sometimes I feel like I’ve become a deceased ancestor.」

Showing respect to the one who governed their territory was natural for the sea shapeshifters, who were creatures of that domain.

However, Muheon, who was treated like a totem every time he appeared, was displeased.

Even if the sea was slower to modernize than the land, what era was this that they were still bowing?

Even being treated with such extreme deference was a minus for his twisted personality.

Hakyung chuckled softly, hearing his grumbling.

It was like watching his siblings during puberty, grumbling despite secretly enjoying something.

“Why? I’m so grateful and happy to see the West Sea family respect you, honey.”

「Really…?」

“Of course! How grateful! These days, there are so many people, whether they’re adults, CEOs, or family, who act disrespectfully without any regard for status. Wouldn’t you be upset if they ignored or cursed you?”

Sometimes, Hakyung would nag more old-fashionedly than Muheon.

It seemed to be a natural value system he had absorbed from spending more time with elders than his peers.

Muheon rumbled in his throat at Hakyung’s continuous chatter.

Was this what nagging sounded like?

He couldn’t understand why humans hated it.

It just sounded pleasant to him.

Thinking such an utterly doting thought, Muheon carried Hakyung on his back and swam in circles.

Hakyung laughed heartily, feeling like he was on the safest amusement park ride in the world.

His clear laughter echoed throughout the sea.

As he had mentioned before leaving the cave, the time it took to tour the area Muheon governed was not long.

Still, not being able to move freely and staying in one position had made his joints stiff.

Muheon lifted Hakyung, who was stretching in place, with his snout.

Again, with a whoosh, Hakyung landed on the ground and chuckled softly.

“Wow, it really feels like getting off an amusement park ride!”

「Amusement park ride… Which one?」

“Which one? Oh, um, I’ve never actually been on an amusement park ride, so I can’t really compare it, but…”

Muheon, seeing Hakyung’s embarrassed smile, hinted slyly.

「Humans say they go to amusement parks a lot on dates, should we go too?」

“Huh? Really?”

「If you want to.」

“Do you think I’d say no?”

「Never.」

Hearing the firm answer, Hakyung chuckled sweetly, thinking that couples really know everything about each other.

He was going on an amusement park date after marriage, a place he hadn’t even been to for school picnics.

Just imagining it felt so good.

His mind was already filled with picnic menu ideas for when they went.

The two shared conversations that others might find trivial and boring, but they were filled with affection.

The cave, meant for the Imugis’ rest, was incredibly cozy and comfortable, perfectly suited for its purpose.

Hakyung leaned against Muheon’s massive true form and let out a languid sigh.

He shouldn’t fall asleep here too, but his eyelids were getting heavy.


“Hyaaawn.”

Hakyung, yawning widely, eventually drifted off to sleep.

In a situation no different from last night, Muheon let out a big huff from his nose.

If he let him sleep comfortably even here, he’d probably get scolded again, wouldn’t he…?

While Hakyung’s sharp anger was intimidating, Muheon also didn’t have the patience to endure it repeatedly.

Muheon, having transformed into his human form, bit Hakyung’s earlobe with his lips.

It was a lustful nip.



 
  Chapter 97: A Merman’s Tale






Despite that, when Hakyung showed no sign of getting up, Muheon’s lips moved next to his small mouth.

He kissed and caressed Hakyung’s red, plump lips.

If he still didn’t wake up after that, it was safe to assume he was pretending to be asleep.

Thankfully, before Muheon’s mood could sink further, Hakyung opened his eyes.

“You’re completely like Sleeping Beauty.”

Even in his groggy state, Hakyung corrected him.

“Not a princess, a prince.”

“Right, a prince.”

“Oh, not a serpent…”

While his original form was good, being able to talk while looking into each other’s eyes like this was better.

Hakyung gently stroked Muheon’s bare chest.

The cool, soft sensation was refreshing every time it touched his palm, like touching a cool-touch sheet.

Right, cool-touch sheet.

Ah!

Speaking of sheets, I want to lie in bed.

Hakyung, who subconsciously thought of soft bedding, yawned again.

“I don’t know why I’ve been so sleepy lately.”

Hakyung rubbed his eyelids, still heavy with sleep, then shook his head as if he was finally trying to wake up.

It made Muheon’s lips curve up a little more, seeing him like a puppy shaking itself awake to fix its fur.

“You probably overdid it preparing for the wedding.”

“What did I even do? Hwangrin-nim prepared our wedding for us.”

“You did the most important thing. The celebratory song.”

For Muheon, the wedding venue, the guests, or the lavish food weren’t important.

Only Hakyung’s beautiful appearance, singing wonderfully for him, mattered.

Hakyung, hearing Muheon’s compliment, puffed out his chest.

Then he wiggled his bottom, burrowing further into Muheon’s embrace.

“You know, which did you like better? The song I made myself, or the pop song like the celebratory song?”

“Would saying ‘both’ sound insincere?”

“A little…?”

“But I liked both. You’re singing it with your voice. Anything you sing sounds good.”

At the unreserved expression, Hakyung squirmed.

He was really glad he sang.

Buoyed by Muheon’s praise, Hakyung immediately composed a song on the spot.

Muheon laughed loudly at the lyrics that popped out of his head again, but knowing it wasn’t a mocking laugh, Hakyung raised his voice even more.

Muheon kissed his cute and lovely husband, who had put on a concert just for him, and Hakyung gladly accepted the sweet kiss he gave.

The kiss, which started on their lips, moved lower and lower.

When Hakyung regained his senses, his penis was completely engulfed by Muheon’s lips.

“Ha, mmph…”

Hakyung let out a small moan, twisting his waist.

Muheon’s black robe, spread on the floor, wrinkled with his movements.


Muheon stared intently at Hakyung’s aroused face, continuing his head movements.

He had tasted countless cocks, but each time he took it in his mouth, it was delicious.

As he spread his tongue wide and licked up the shaft, Hakyung’s stomach spasmed.

Muheon placed his hand on Hakyung’s flat stomach, stroking it as if pressing down firmly.

Hakyung shivered at the coolness pressing against his belly.

He tried to pull away the hand on his stomach, but due to the difference in strength, Hakyung ended up looking more agitated instead.

“Ahhh…! It hurts, no, it’s too strong…!”

The suction power was so great that he wondered if his dick would be pulled off.

The excessive sensation was similar to pain.

They say it stings if you masturbate too much…

Wouldn’t it be similar to that feeling?

Of course, it wasn’t just painful.

The pleasure was immense, proportional to the pain that felt like his penis was being torn off.

Hakyung, who was moaning louder than usual, soon released his pure white semen.

Muheon happily swallowed the sweet fluid that filled his mouth.

Gulp, he distinctly felt the thick, hot fluid go down his throat.

“Haa… Ah, again…!”

Preoccupied with ejaculating, Hakyung again failed to stop Muheon from eating his semen, and he furrowed his brows.

It doesn’t even taste good, so why is he so desperate to eat it?

Hakyung sometimes tasted Muheon’s as well, but to put it nicely, it wasn’t a taste he wanted to eat every time.

Hakyung, who had been lying sprawled for a moment due to the loss of energy, got up and thoroughly wiped away the semen remaining on Muheon’s lips.

“Is it that delicious?”

“Enough to drink instead of water?” “Pervert…”

Hakyung muttered, glaring at Muheon, at the answer that was more extreme than he expected.

But it was okay.

He too was a pervert, but only for Lee Muheon.

***

As if making up for their spectacularly failed first night, Hakyung accepted Muheon multiple times.

Needless to say, the feeling of being outdoors, even if not truly outdoors, excited him even more.

Muheon felt the same.

He hugged Hakyung’s wet body tightly, repeatedly thrusting his hips.

Muheon’s penis, still fully inside, showed no signs of cooling down; it was as vigorous as ever.

He could see Hakyung’s stamina draining in real-time, and it was such a shame.

If they were at home, he could at least put something in his mouth.

Here, there was only coral.

“Can you please stop now… just pull out and hold me?”

Hakyung pleaded with Muheon, his voice hoarse.

It was less a request and more an almost desperate plea.

Muheon gently removed each strand of hair stuck to Hakyung’s forehead and replied, “Is it hard even when it’s just in?”

“No…! Of course it’s hard! Look at yourself!”

Hakyung retorted, turning his head to glare at Muheon.

Even that small movement seemed to stimulate him, as a nasal sound was mixed into his last word.

‘Even an angry Kang Hakyung is cute and sexy.’

Muheon leisurely pulled his hips back, causing Hakyung to let out another moan, as expected.

By the time they returned to the main house, bringing the exhausted Hakyung with them, the sky was already dark.

They had spent the entire day having sex without eating.

Muheon was regretting not having prepared food, when Hakyung, smelling food, stomped his feet impatiently.

However, since he was still in Muheon’s arms, he couldn’t run out, so his heart just pounded with eagerness.

“Not there, the kitchen, let’s go to the kitchen!”

“Right away?”

At Muheon’s response, Hakyung looked down at his own body.

He was starving, but he really needed to wash up first.

There was no point in feeling wronged about not being able to eat with food right in front of him.

It was his own fault for giving in to pleasure.

Hakyung, with his eyebrows deeply furrowed, leaned against Muheon’s shoulder and said,
“Then let’s go to the bathroom first.”

“Alright. I’ll wash you quickly.”

At Kang Dolphin’s command, Muheon moved swiftly.

The gazes of the West Sea Merfolk followed them intently from behind.

Even pretending not to look or listen, all their attention was focused on the Muheon couple.

As soon as Muheon disappeared into the inner quarters, laughter erupted from here and there.

“Did you see? Honey was practically dripping from Muheon-nim’s eyes!”

“Oh! I know! It made my whole body tingle!”

“Ahem, ahem! Should we boil some more abalone for Hakyung-nim’s recovery?”

“Good idea, let’s go catch some octopus and cuttlefish too.”

They set out to procure good ingredients for Hakyung’s well-being.

It was time to show off their skills after a long time.

While the West Sea family bustled about excitedly, Hakyung was luxuriating in a warm bath, attended to by Muheon.

“I didn’t know there were hot springs in the ocean too.”

“Things on land also exist in the sea.”

“Oh, right. That’s true.”

Come to think of it, there were cases where land emerged from the sea.

Hakyung nodded, recalling the geography lessons he’d heard as a child.

“But did this appear recently? I don’t remember it being here last time.”

“They probably made it while preparing for our honeymoon. It’s nice for a married couple to enjoy.”


Muheon’s face, seen through the steam rising from the hot spring, looked even handsomer.

Hakyung quickly moved to his side and peppered kisses on Muheon’s cheek.

No matter whose husband he was, he was exceptionally handsome.

They say soaking in a hot spring while looking at the sky is wonderful, but enjoying a hot spring in the water was also quite good.

He was probably the first merfolk to ever experience a hot spring like this.

No, not just merfolk, but perhaps the first among all those living on land.

“Love heats up warmly too. Soft and smooth, just like my husband’s…”

Hakyung hummed a tune, splashing his feet playfully.

Even with the suggestive lyrics that would make others blush, Muheon moved his fingers to match Hakyung’s rhythm, splashing water.

Being in sync like that, without needing to say anything, truly showed they were a married couple.
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The honeymoon at sea was incredibly satisfying.

When Hakyung wasn’t with Muheon, he spent his time helping the West Sea family with their work.

Unlike his job at the company, working by the sea involved a lot of physical activity.

It felt even more comfortable because it was similar to catching shrimp in the countryside.

“Is this how I do it?”

“Yes, that’s right. I only showed you once, how did you learn so quickly?”

‘It’s much easier than catching freshwater shrimp and putting them in a basket…’

“I’ve been catching shrimp since I was little. So using these tools is familiar to my hands; it’s not difficult!”

“Oh, really? You caught shrimp?”

“Yes! There are river shrimp. Fermented, they’re really delicious. I’ll bring some next time I come!”

Hakyung’s mouth watered, recalling the taste of freshwater shrimp paste after a long time.

He looked so pretty and cute, as if he’d never done a day of hard labor, yet he’d caught shrimp…

Everyone’s eyes widened at this unexpected side of Hakyung.

“You don’t like fermented seafood…?”

Hakyung cautiously asked, misinterpreting their reaction.

The merfolk quickly waved their hands, saying they were very excited and to definitely bring some next time, making Hakyung’s spirits soar again.

Helping them hang fish, make gim-bugak (fried seaweed snacks), and collect rock salt from the sea made the day pass quickly.

Hakyung arrived at the inner quarters with light steps.

Muheon had said he’d be late today due to separate work, so it seemed he could just rest and wait for him.

Hakyung lay on his stomach on the blanket with the Imugi embroidery and tapped his phone.

He had been so busy that he hadn’t even checked the video Hajo had edited and sent him, but now he finally had some free time.

In the video Hajo sent, Hakyung was truly a little groom.

Perhaps he looked even smaller next to the towering Muheon.

Still, his expression looked so happy that the emotion from that time made Hakyung’s heart pound once again.

Hajo’s editing skills had improved greatly by consistently uploading videos to Hakyung’s channel.

Now he even knew how to add glitter effects to the surroundings.

Hakyung had wondered if it was right to let his brother, who was facing the college entrance exam, do this, but Hajo convinced him, saying it was perfect for relieving his exam stress.

Thanks to that, Hakyung’s channel was growing day by day.

Now he had loyal subscribers who loved his voice, and a few days ago, he even received a sponsorship email.

Hakyung felt only a sense of wonder at the subtly but surely changing circumstances around him.

Nevertheless, he could feel his self-esteem, which had hit rock bottom, slowly rising.

So, lately, Browse his channel was another joy for Hakyung.

Of course, his very first joy was admiring his husband’s face.

While he was Browse the channel, enduring the slow Wi-Fi speed, he heard the sound of the door opening.

Along with it, Muheon’s scent reached his nose.

Hakyung, who had been lying on his stomach, sprang up and ran to hug Muheon.

A relaxed smile also appeared on Muheon’s face as he embraced the small body rushing towards him.

“You said you worked all day today.”

“Me?”

“Yeah. They said you helped a lot with this and that?”

“I don’t think I was a big help… but it was fun! I talked a lot with the sea family too!”

Muheon felt both good and bad about the fact that Hakyung had spent his time well without him.

He himself had been finding fault with everything on the way back, simply because Hakyung wasn’t by his side.

However, he couldn’t show such a petty side to Hakyung.

He nonchalantly agreed with everything Hakyung said.

With a promise to himself that he would never leave Hakyung alone from tomorrow until the day they returned.

***

Saying goodbye to the sea family, with whom they had grown very close over the past week, was not easy.

Hakyung and they prolonged their farewells so much that Muheon’s eyebrows twitched at the poignant scene, which couldn’t be watched without tears.

He shed annoyance instead of tears.

The sea merfolk, who were very accustomed to reading Muheon’s mood, quickly returned Hakyung to Muheon’s side.

Hakyung, who still had things he wanted to say, looked at them with a regretful expression, but the West Sea family quickly waved their hands.

They exhaled a sigh of relief after confirming that Muheon’s expression had relaxed.

Just as entering the sea was quick, coming out onto land was also quick.

Hakyung stretched languidly, breathing in the subtly different air.

Muheon, standing beside him, also stretched his neck muscles.

“Here we are.”

Kiseong-oh, who had arrived first, bowed to Muheon in greeting.

Hakyung, standing next to Muheon, bowed twice in place of Muheon.

“Did you have a good time?”

“It was wonderful! Right?”

“Yes, it was good.”

Hakyung answered Kiseong-oh’s question, and Muheon answered Hakyung’s question.

It was an ideal conversation among the three of them.

Hakyung reported every detail of what had happened at sea.

From his words alone, it sounded like he’d been at sea for a month, not just a week.

All the way back to Seoul, Kiseong-oh was busy driving safely and interjecting with comments.

Thanks to him, drowsy driving was avoided.

The company, which he returned to after a week, was still busy.

Hakyung was sought out from all directions, and he carefully listened to his hyungs’ requests.

After a busy morning, it was finally time for the much-anticipated lunch break.

Hakyung chatted with Bugeun-rim over an iced vanilla latte at their favorite cafe.

“Hakyung, Hakyung! Look at this!”

“Huh? What is it?”

“Your video popped up on the algorithm!”

Bugeun-rim, who was Browse YouTube on his phone, exclaimed with a surprised look.

Algorithm…?

Isn’t that something really good?

It was a word he’d been hearing frequently lately because Hajo would sometimes lament, ‘I wish it would get on the algorithm soon.’

And now, his video actually appeared on the algorithm?

Hakyung, looking half-dubious, examined the phone screen.

There, a video edited with scenes of Hakyung singing the celebratory song appeared, titled, “The Sweetest Celebratory Song in the World, Sung Directly by the Groom!”

“Uh, this is really me?”

“Right? Look! All the comments say they came because of the algorithm!”

His words were true.

Comments @Ghytggjjk It’s been a while since the algorithm really hit the mark.

Wow, if I heard a celebratory song like that live, I’d probably lose it!

@fgvvu3231 Self-sung celebratory song is insane!

@i_i_0212_ds I’m a fan of the original artist, and this is the best cover I’ve ever heard!

If you disagree, you’re still right.

@arianaaa You’ve been blessed by the algorithm!

Comments saying the algorithm recommended it appeared frequently.

What was this, a sudden jackpot out of nowhere!

The vanilla latte that had already gone down his esophagus felt like it was going to come back up.

It was that surprising.

As Hakyung stared blankly at his video, his pocket vibrated.

Hakyung fumbled for his phone and pressed the call button.

At the same time, a shout that threatened to burst his eardrum erupted.

Hyung-ah!

It happened!

It happened!

“Hajo? Aren’t you at school right now?”

It’s lunchtime.

No, that’s not the problem!

Did you see your YouTube, hyung?

Huh?

“Uh-huh. I’m looking at it now.”

At his calm tone, Hajo bristled.

He lectured him about not knowing how big of a deal this was, how it could change his hyung’s life, and so on.

‘Our Hajo, he must be solving his college entrance exam problems with this much passion too, right?’

A fleeting worry about his brother’s studies came to mind, but anyway, as Hajo said, that wasn’t the problem right now.

Hakyung asked Hajo in a trembling voice,

“So, am I going to get more famous?”

Of course!

But this time your face is also up there, what if people start recognizing you, hyung?

As Hajo worried, the difference between this video and others was that Hakyung’s face was fully exposed.

He’d uploaded the video thinking it wouldn’t matter since he usually wore a hat, so no one would recognize him, and it was just his face dressed up.

There was also a slight desire to show off the wedding scene to someone.

He just didn’t expect this video, of all things, to hit the algorithm.

‘Still, I wear a hat every day, so it’ll be okay, it has to be okay… it’s strange, though…?’


Th-that’s right!

Since you’re at the company every day, it’ll be fine, hyung?


The timid Kang Dolphin brothers, upon being chosen by YouTube, simultaneously got scared and trembled.

Hakyung even asked if he could delete the video and got scolded by Hajo.

Hakyung, who had agreed to call again in the evening as Hajo said he had to go to class, lowered the phone from his ear and blinked.

“Hakyung’s brother, the views are going crazy…?”

Hakyung’s and Bugeun-rim’s eyes uncontrollably shook as they watched the views and comments steadily climb with every refresh.
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