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_______________________________________
Someone once said to me:
First impressions are everything. Conversations are the rest.

♥

(Introduction)

Where my heart still is, I admit I'm not too sure.
When the sky starts to cry, I become reminiscent and lonely. 
Although I like to think I've moved on, I can't help but think that
I shouldn't have let go, I should've held on tighter.

The beginning was so pure and pubescent, virgin and untainted. 
When a person is gone, should you miss him or remember him? 
If you miss him, do you look back at old pictures and cry?
If you remember him, do you think of the tone of his voice, his laughter?
Do you think back to the conversations between you and him?

Conversations between Us? 

*Sighs* I need another cup of coffee."
(Sweet Excerpt)

"Tell me a sweet story."


I laugh and pick up the coffee cup on the table. Steam is floating above it as I wave it gently under my nose to take in the bittersweet smell of just plain black coffee.

Choi SangWoo places his elbows on the table, and then rests his chin into the palm of his hands. He looks at me, his eyes glazing over. "Come on May. We have at least three more hours. You can't possibly just want to sit here and drink all that coffee without wanting to do anything else."

Actually SangWoo, I do. You see, there's just something about coffee I can't resist. I don't necessarily need to drink it all the time. It's just enough for me to have it around me. It reminds me of this guy . . . No. I can’t say all that. So, I just look around the little coffee shop which is surprisingly empty on a Saturday morning like this one, trying to find my reason.

"May," SangWoo pesters.

I turn back to look at him, and I become extremely sad. The sad, depression-like feeling overwhelms me. Too bad he doesn't know why we are sitting here. Too bad he doesn't remember why I am sitting across from him, feeling responsible for him – why I pity him, for lack of a better way to describe the nostalgia he brings to me. 

"Tell me a story. They only let me out so that you could take me somewhere, but all you want to do is sit here and drink coffee!" He crosses his arms across his chest like a defiant child.

A small smile crosses my lips. "Okay," I finally say, agreeing to something that has been long over-due. "I'll tell you a story." I lean forward in my seat, and look at him directly in the eyes . . . searching for the Choi SangWoo I had thought I knew many times over, but he has always managed to fool me. 

Taking a deep breath, I sit back in my seat and close my eyes allowing the scent of coffee to engulf my nostrils. I take SangWoo back through the memories, from this time and place. Back to Seoul, Korea. Back to how an innocent summer started out, when I became undone and then done again. Back to how I met this 'gentleman', and I use the term loosely. Back to where my heart still is – even though the doctors told me I shouldn't provoke his thoughts.

But before I tell my story, I introduce my eighteen-year-old self once again to Choi SangWoo.

(Chapter 1)

Maybelline Lee. Has a nice ring to it doesn't it?


I'm not entirely sure if the make-up brand Maybelline had been invented around the time I was born, but it was the name I was stuck with since birth. Although it was a name that spoke feminine and something out-of the pages of a magazine, it was nothing like that when it rolled down the tongues of evil school boys who would tease me constantly when I was still in school. So, I started telling everyone my name was just May – plain and simple, like the month. 

Little did I know, I still couldn't escape the evil tongue of this one guy who kept mixing up my name with another month. 

It was the first summer after I had graduated high school; I'll always remember it as the summer that I love and hate at the same time. I was trying to muster up all the money I could for college when it came around in the fall; I had hopes of majoring in psychology, I remember. I thought it was the greatest idea to examine other people when I had so many problems myself. Go figure.

It was the summer where I thought, "Ah, this is it – my eighteenth year. Time to be an adult." 

And the first step to being an adult is to stress yourself out. So I had my schedule filled for that summer; in the daytime I worked at a local convenience store, Sansachun, stacking products on shelves and cashing at the registrar. At night, I worked as a waitress at The Trax. It was not as glamorous as it sounds though. The Trax was an underground pub that could pass as a club with its huge dance floor, "bar", dimly lit lights, and loud thumping music. The Trax served all kinds of beverages – except alcohol, beer, or wine. That's why it attracted the teenagers; it resembled a club, but served you Pepsi. The joy of being 18 and having to work; I literally had to labor for the fruits. But it kept me busy, and I liked that. 

"The" Saturday, as I like to refer to it, started out like any other Saturday ever since summer had started. Nothing in particular. In the morning, I worked at Sansachun with my best friend Lina where we hung around, gossiping and flipping through magazines until Mr. Chun, the owner, started waving a broomstick and threatening to fire us if we didn't look more productive. That killed the rest of our leisure time. So after parting ways with Lina at the end of our shifts, I went home to take a quick shower and nap before arriving at The Trax around seven. For the next four hours, I served drinks, wiped tables, and eavesdropped on various conversations for the sake of not being bored to death. 

This was when my love-hate relationship with this summer began. 

After hearing a girl telling her friend that she was planning to break up with her boyfriend, who unbeknownst to her, was already cheating on her when he brought in a pretty blonde two days ago; I debated whether I should inform her as I headed back toward the "bar" ready to end my shift. However, as I passed the last booth hidden by deep, lush curtains all the way in the back, I saw someone sprawled out on the seat of the booth, mumbling to himself. He ran his hands up and down his hair, talking to himself. Even though it was amusing, it looked bad for business. I figured I should go over and make him leave. Had I known my world would turn completely upside down that night when I planned to play Super Chick, I probably wouldn't have done so. 

But I didn't. 

For some reason, I had forgotten that drunk people were not great conversationalists nor were they sober. Duh. At first I looked around, and when I couldn't find any of my fellow co-workers, I braved myself and walked in alone.

Immediately, the stench of alcohol radiated from his body, reaching my itchy nostrils. "Yah, you snuck alcohol in here?"

The drunk didn't respond to me; he kept lowering his head against the glossy table.

"Yah," I said again, leaning forward to tap on the table with my fingernails. 

Upon hearing the noise, all of a sudden, he sat straight up. He turned to see who had started the noise; when he saw me, he jumped as if I had intentionally scared him. As if it was a natural reflex, he grabbed the glass in front of him. 

It was too dark for me to see what was filled in the glass before it was on me. 

"I asked for warm, not HOT!"
*SPLASH!!!*

No he didn't. I looked down to see the liquid dripping from my face down to my white, uniformed blouse. As I reached up and wiped the liquid from my eyes, I grinded my teeth together. I have had it ENOUGH with these teenyboppers up in here!

"HAHAHAHA!" he burst out laughing, pointing at me, noticing what he had done. "YOUR FACE. OOOH WHOOO! YOUR FACE!!!"

"YAH! WHAT ARE YOU DOING?" I leaned over the table, before I realized what I was doing, for the other drink wanting to get him back. It was so instinctive!

"MAY! Don't do it!" I looked up to see Son-Seok, my fellow co-worker, who had seen what was happening from the "bar." He rushed over and grabbed onto my arm, reminding me, "He's a customer." 

"I don't care! He can't do that to me." 
"He's totally out of it."

"You think?" I looked back at the idiot in irritation; he had gingerly placed his head back down on the table. "It's root beer! It's not supposed to be warm or hot!"

"It's not root beer that got him buzzed," Son replied, thinking I was completely oblivious to reality. 

"I know that," I groaned, brushing wet strands of hair out of my face. "You deal with him. I'm going to get cleaned up." 

But just as I was about to back away from the table, the drunk stirred. He got up too quickly before Son and I could react. He stood and spun around to face me; his lips pouted and his eyes were half-open. His head snapped up suddenly – so suddenly that it was freaky, causing me to take a step back in caution. 

"Omo – what are you doing? Get off me!" I grabbed onto his arms, trying to get them off my shoulders when he held onto me, not wanting to let go. 

"Get off her," I heard Son say. He came over, trying to pry the guy's fingers off of my shoulders too. 

"Marina . . . ." He reached up and grabbed a handful of my face, bringing me so close to him that the alcohol was ready to knock me out. His eyes widened, peering into me. "Marina . . . ." My name was not Marina. In fact, I don't know any Marina. It's May – belline. 

Then all of a sudden, the drunk pushes ME off of him. I stumbled, falling back on my behind.

"OWERS!" The expression fell from my mouth before I could stop it; who the hell says 'owers?' Me, I guess. "WHAT THE HELL? WHAT DO YOU THINK YOU'RE DOING?!"

The drunk glared at me as I stood back up to him, shoving at his chest slightly. He tilted forward, but caught his balance. He looked like a bobble head with the body of penguin.

"May!" I heard Son say before the drunk swung around and came back at me again. Even though Son got in the way, he reached out and pushed Son aside.

"I got one thing to say to you WOMEN!" the drunk growled. He grabbed my shoulders, and leaned in towards me again. For a moment, I thought this drunk fool was really going to kiss me, but instead he opened his mouth and . . . 

This was it.
This was the end to this bizarre night.
Right?

"You WOMEN! I –" 
*Bluh*

That's right, all over me. Sent with love and a letter; his puke. Yep, all the build-up to a suspenseful confrontation ended with the rancid smell of alcohol and whatever he had eaten for the last month on me!

What a summer this was going to be.

A marked one.

(Chapter 2)

My whole life I've been taught to help others. 


But this scene wasn't exactly how I pictured it. Eh, you can't get too picky can you? If the incident taught me anything, it was that I couldn't pick when I wanted to be a good person. 

The whole time this strange drunk was puking on me, he held me by the shoulders so roughly that I felt as though my shoulder bone would snap; his grip was undeniably strong. And I kept thinking, didn't I just read a statistic somewhere stating that three in five drunks throw up after excessive alcohol intake? Aigo, he must've one of the three's. Just my luck.

Anyhow, he continued to puke and puke and puke until I was a human replica of shit. Excuse my language. But that was how I felt at the time. If the world ever needed a human replica of crap, I probably would've qualified with flying colors at that moment.

Pretty soon, Son and some of my other co-workers gathered around and tried to get him off me, but they didn't come too close – afraid of getting puked on too. It was the most uncomfortable and nasty situation I have ever been in. 

Then heaving up one final time, after he was done, the drunk coughed and then collapsed on the floor.

Nice . . . Now what the heck was I suppose to do? I tried not to explode in disgust as I completely stopped breathing, frozen in my stance – shaking with anger from head to toe. 

"Go to the bathroom, I'll take care of him." Son made an ugly face at the scene. 

Thanks Son, I owe you one. Wanting to kick the drunk, I raised my leg and pretended to kick him as I turned to go. Everyone, who had been watching the scene, moved out of my way – making faces like I was the one who threw up. Holding my breath for a good minute, I pushed opened the bathroom door and ran over to the sink. Why? Why did this happen on my shift? Leaning over to the towel dispenser, I rolled out thick wads of it. I tried not to barf, myself, at the stench. This was definitely going down in my book as the most horrible and memorable experience of working. I better get a raise after this.

Then – it finally hit me, BIG. I GOT BARF ON ME! "I HATE THIS JOB!"

This was not good. My old, crazy compulsive-obsessive self was going to come out. I took a deep breath trying to calm myself down. It's okay May, besides it's just your work uniform. It's not like he got your clothes. The towels wiped the puke off, but the smears were still there. I looked towards the toilet inside one of the stalls. Was I really that desperate? No. I refuse to – my mind told me. But, you smell, the other part told me. NO. Walk away. I spent the next five minutes thinking about it as I continued to wipe the puke off of me. 

Deciding that I got as much of it off as I could, I finally left after another five minutes bathroom. Since my shift was over anyways, I didn't bother to go back out to the main floor. I headed into the employee room, got my bag, and thankfully changed into my regular clothes. I dumped my work uniform into a plastic bag and tied it to the strap of my hand bag, hoping that would help get rid of the smell for the time being.

Signing out, I left The Trax – walking past a couple of fellow co-workers who were cursing under their breath as they were now cleaning up the mess the drunk had made. 

The drunk was nowhere in sight. 

I took a deep sigh and inhaled sweet, fresh air once I was outside of The Trax; the music inside was still pulsating louder than ever. I started climbing up the steps that let out of the streets. Ready to think about what a strange day it had been, and how I almost lost control when the drunk puked on me, I heard . . . 

"Marina . . . ."

Turning around, I squinted in the darkness. There weren't any street lamps around The Trax; it was set far away from the streets. Hardly anyone lingers outside; they usually disappear into the shops or pubs immediately entering into this dead-end. 

But, I knew it was the drunk.

He was leaning against the side of the building; his silhouette attached to the shadows underneath the moon. "Marina . . . ."

Don't do it May. Mind your own business. You wanna get puke all over you again? Psh, no. I started to walk away. 

"Marina . . . ."

Would you believe it if I told you that there was something in voice that made me stop? A strange drunk calling out a name. But it plagued me, and I had had just enough of this guy. Just as I was about to turn and cuss him out for puking on me and calling me Marina, I saw how pitiful he looked. There, sprawled against the side of the building, he looked like crap and he smelled like crap. Literally, crap. Mistake number one. 

"Yah . . . are you okay?" Obviously he wasn't. I guessed the security in Trax had thrown him out here. From the way his shirt looked, I could tell that they must've pulled him by the shirt. 

"Marina . . . ."

Was this guy speech impaired? But, I couldn't leave. I was involved now. If he turned up on the news dead tomorrow, the police would come right after me; I was the last one to see him. 

"Move over." With no other choice, I made my way over to him. I grabbed his shoulders, and then maneuvered him to the side so I could reach into his pockets for his wallet. Making a nasty face at how much he reeked, I finally latched onto his wallet.

There was nothing in it. 

No I.D. No money. No credit card. But there was a picture; a really small picture of two people. It was dark, so I couldn't really see it even if I squinted. I placed everything back into his pocket, and then asked him, "DO. YOU. HAVE. A. CELL.PHONE?" I took a moment to laugh at how stupid I must've looked, doing an impression of Finding Nemo's Dory, trying to speak whale. The drunk was human – not a whale. 

I shook my head, regaining reality. When the drunk didn't answer me, I tried to get him to look at me, but his head kept on drooping to the side. As soon as I pushed it up, it would fall to the right. If I pushed it back up again, it would fall to the left. A broken bobble head. 

"Nah . . ." SCORE! A different word from Marina. But still, what was I going to do with him? "Um . . . if you need anything, you make sure you scream really loud okay?" I patted him on the shoulders and started to leave, giving up. I turned away, straightened up and started walking. 

As my footsteps echoed as I headed out of toward the streets, I turned back one last time. He looked so pathetic just curled up against the building. I just couldn't leave, and there was no way I could take him back into the club; they'll throw him out again. 

"Come on." I don't know why I did it. I just did. I turned back around. Reaching down and wrapping his left arm around my neck, I came back to him. I helped him up, leaning him against me. He was definitely a challenge to hold up. Since he was taller than me, his head kept on banging against mine. One time I felt his chin hitting my head – I wondered if he felt any pain because I did!

We walked down the street swaying against each other. I held my breath for as long as I could. When I spotted a Taxi, I used one of his arms to flag it over. His head was leaning against my neck, breathing down it. Hot breath tingled at my neck, until it reached my nose. Gulping, I breathed through my mouth the rest of the way. 

During the ride back to my apartment complex, I sat to the far side in the backseat. I didn't want to take any chances of him throwing up on me again. But, I didn't need to worry. He was fast asleep with his face pressed up against the window. Now and then the Taxi driver would turn around and give me a face that said, "You're stinking up my car," and I would just have a smile plastered on my face, helpless. 

When we arrived, the Taxi driver turned around and said, "No tip?"

"What tip?" I was standing there swaying with the drunk by my side and the guy had the nerve to ask me to tip him. I guess he meant for smell his car reeked now. 

"Sorry." I slammed the door unintentionally. 

Immediately, he gunned the Taxi sending smoke. People these days!

"OW! DON'T YANK MY HAIR!" I hollered when the drunk did, but little did that help me. I was too tired and irritated for this. 

I wrapped my arms on him and guided him towards the apartment complex. It was times like this when I wished I wasn't living on the sixth floor and that we had an elevator. During the whole time, walking up the stairs, he kept reaching up and pulling at my hair. When I pushed his hand away, he started pinching my cheeks. This guy gave a new meaning to acting like a fool when you're drunk.

When we reached my apartment landing, I breathed, thank god my umma wasn't home; she was still at work. It was definitely the drunk's lucky day. 

The apartment was completely dark except for the light coming from the fish tank with no fish inside. Ironic? Truth is, the fish started dying about two months before, and we haven't had time to buy new ones. I walked in, breathing heavily and was about to throw the drunk on the white couch when I realized my umma would freak if she came home and saw some guy on our couch. Plus, if he were to throw up, the white couch would no longer be white and we didn't have any money to buy a new one. 

Wanting to kick myself, I took him inside my room. For a drunk, subconscious guy, he headed straight for my bed. 

"Oh no you don't!" I grabbed the back of his shirt, and pulled him down on the floor.

He stumbled and fell, but didn't seem to feel the pain. 

I stood over, watching him curl up on the floor and falling back to sleep. After placing a pillow under his head and covering him up with a blanket, I left him on the floor of my bedroom and headed to the bathroom.

I nearly drowned myself, letting the water soak, hoping that when I came out, it was all a dream. I spent quite a sometime in there, relaxing after a hard day of work. Afterwards, feeling slightly better, I walked back into my bedroom twenty minutes later, ready for some sleep. I had managed to convince myself that it was all a dream until I almost stepped on him. 

"Gah!" I squeaked, missing his arm by an inch with my foot. AISH! What am I thinking? I don't know the guy and I let him in my house. In my room. Sleeping on my floor! What if he turns out to be a psycho? Why don't you ever think about the consequence so your actions? Better safe and sorry, yeah?

Keeping an eye on him, I walked to my closet and pulled out the softball bat. I remember I begged my umma for it when I was in high school thinking I'd join the softball team – it didn't work out that way, but I was finally putting it to use tonight. Umma would be so proud, wouldn't she? 

As I climbed into bed, all I could think was, if ANYTHING touches me during the night, I'll pick this up and hit him as hard as I can. With a content smile, I placed the softball bat onto my chest, crossed my arms around it and closed my eyes. 

I must've drifted off into sleep, due to tiredness, because the next thing I knew – I was on my side and had my face buried into my flowery-scented pillows. The sun was beaming through my bedroom window, and a loud voice was at the top of its octave range. 

"WHO ARE YOU?!!!"

I bolted up in bed with my softball bat still in my arms. I looked down to the floor in a flash. The drunk wasn't there anymore! No!

The door to my bedroom was wide open. 

Oh, umma's gonna KILL me! Without hesitating, I threw the covers off of me and ran outside. Almost falling, I ran into the living room breathlessly.

"MAYBELLINE LEE! WHO IS THIS?!!!" That's how stupid my name is heard when it's said aloud. But, I couldn't tell Umma to not call me that – trust me, I've tried. 

"Umma . . ." I tried to put on a smile. It was kind-of hard to have a 'refreshed' looking smile when you haven't brushed your teeth yet, and you're still in your baby boop pajamas. AND, the drunk looking at you and chuckling for no reason.

"He –" I stared to say, pointing. Then I stopped, in mid-sentence and motion. I hadn't had a good look at him last night because he was drunk and his neck wouldn't hold up his head; so now that I was staring up at a really hot guy all of a sudden, I froze. Whoa. He had the kind of face that one couldn't just take a look once, or even twice. With dark strands of hair falling over his light brown shimmering eyes, underneath dark eyebrows on a gorgeous bone-structured face, he resembled something mysterious and hypnotic. Needless to say, I kind-of went gah gah gah. After all, what girl wouldn't if she woke up to such eye-candy? 

Realizing I was at lost, the ex-drunk suddenly wrapped his arm around my shoulders and pulled me closer to him.

"Nice to meet you. I'm Choi SangWoo. Maybelline's best friend.” He bowed slightly to umma. 

I already have a best friend, and you’re not her! I thought. Snapping myself back to reality, I turned to look at umma with a plastered grin.

Umma's face softened. Instead of standing in that stance with her hands on her hips, she stood up straight even though she's shorter than me, which means she's MUCH shorter than this SangWoo. I couldn't help but smile at umma though. She's the prettiest old Korean lady I have ever seen. Her hair is always piled up on the top of her head in a bun; her skin is wrinkly, but soft and malleable. Despite appearances, she was much more welcoming. 

"May . . . you never told me you had a boy friend." Her eyes lit up, looking at him up and down; as if hearing the connection between me and him made the whole situation much better for her. 

What? Who said anything about a boy friend? I raised an eyebrow at her, still aware that this Choi SangWoo still had his arm around my shoulder. "Oh no umma – you misunder –“

"Well . . . I cooked breakfast. Would you like some?" umma offered.

HUH? Suddenly, like music playing on a CD, everything scratched to a stop. This was NOT the umma I've grown up with. She just doesn't let something like this go like this! I looked up at SangWoo who didn't look at me at all. Instead, he was just smiling at MY umma. 

"Come on." She motioned for us to follow her toward the kitchen. 

"Hey." I pulled him back, letting umma enter the kitchen first. "What are you doing?" Brushing his arm off my shoulder, I looked up at him – questioning. 

"Saving you. I don't think your umma would like it if she finds out that you took a drunken stranger home." His facial expression was hard to read when he replied.

He made it sound sooooooooooo BAD! Would he rather I let him sleep outside and possibly get killed last night? I made a disgusted look at him. "Yah, I helped you. I was being a good Samaritan!" I whispered.

"Fine, why don't we just go tell her the truth then?" With a look, he started to approach the kitchen.

"Noooo, don't do that." I grabbed onto his arm to stop him.

He turned to look at me fully. That smirk. Those eyes. That face. He's not bad looking. What am I thinking?! I looked away for a split second.

"Come on. Food." Choi SangWoo looked at me up and down, smirked again, and then added, "I can tell you really like it."

Hey . . . was he saying I was fat? Before I could protest or even DEFEND myself, he had left me and was already walking into the kitchen, making himself at home.

Umma sat down across from him, beaming when he sat down across from her at our kitchen table. 

He grinned brightly at me when I took the seat next to him, trying to remember how much I weigh. "Sit down, Maybelline."

I closed my eyes and took in a deep breath, thinking, just go with the flow. Keep cool, but what did this guy want? Why can't I just kick him out of the house? 

"May never talked about having a handsome friend like you," umma was saying, passing him a plate of food that she had cooked. 

I rolled my eyes. That's because he's not my friend – I don't even know him.

SangWoo looked at me and laughed, "Really? She talks about me all the time to our other friends."

What? I looked at him to see him smiling back at me. 

"So, how did you two meet?" umma asked as she ate. 

"At school."
"At work."

We both stopped and looked at each other. Why did he have to open his mouth at the same time I did? Aish! 

Umma looked at us, confused. 

"Uh . . . May means we met at school and then at work." SangWoo quickly recovered our lie. 

Wow . . . smooth. What a terrible liar! But, I went along with it, nodding my head.

Luckily, umma had this sly look on her face as she looked from SangWoo to me. 

For the rest of breakfast, I kept nudging SangWoo to eat faster, but he took his time. He and umma sat talking about everything. From the weather to politics to TV shows, but not once did umma bring up the question about why he was sleeping in my room. I didn't know if that's a good thing or a bad thing. The two of them would talk, ignoring me – as if they were old friends. 

When breakfast ended, SanWoo asked to borrow the phone. Then, he said his salutations to my umma at the front door later. "Thank you for such a lovely breakfast. I am sorry if I had bothered you.” He bowed respectively to her.

She reached up and touched his shoulder like they've known each other forever. "No problem. Make sure you come around here more often SangWoo."

"Thank you for your invitation.” Like a gentleman he bowed again before stepping out of the front door. "Uh May . . . can you walk me out?"

Huh? I had been so used to not talking that I was lost. 

"Go!" Before I could say anything, Umma shoved me out the door.

What is she doing?! Umma – I don't know the guy! I stumbled out, almost falling on my face. I regained my balance quickly, and bit my lip from overreacting. 

"Thanks," SangWoo said when we started towards the stairs leading down the apartment complex. Umma was still watching us until we were out of her sight. "Thanks for letting me stay at your place last night. I hope I wasn't too bad." 

"Uh . . . no you weren't." I had to admit I was kind of surprised by the sudden change in him ever since we were sitting at the table. I wiped a strand of hair out of my eyes, following his steps. 

We walked in silence all the way to the bottom floor. Occasionally, he would look at me causing me to feel even more conscious. 

"There's my ride," he announced when we descended on the landing. 

My jaw dropped open. This 'ride' was a long stretched black limo. I looked at the limo, and then back at him in surprise. 

He laughed at the look on my face. "I don't look like the type?"


"Uh . . . well . . . I didn't say . . ." I mumbled, glancing back at the limo and then him again. 

He reached out and placed both hands on my shoulders. "I guess I'll talk to you later."

"Uh . . . sure?" What else could I say? I tried to smile, but I felt awkward.

Everything about this guy was different to me; I guess shock is when you just stand there like a fool.

He smiled and then started walking towards his limo. But then he stopped, and turned around. For the longest time he looked at me. I don't know why though. Could he be thinking I'm pretty? I thought, just like any other girl. When a guy pauses and looks at you the way Choi SangWoo was looking at me, I couldn't help trying to picture what he was seeing. I don't consider myself pretty – I guess, I'm just average. I'm slightly taller than the average Korean girl at 5'6 with long, layered black hair. My eyes, my mother's gift, were very large and round with thick lashes. Some people would swoon over it, but it's not a big deal when you've seen through them. My face was a little rounder than I would like it to be, but my nose evens out my features – making me look like I will have this baby face until forever. This was what SangWoo was looking at. 

His eyes lingered on me for a couple of seconds before he added, "You know . . . you look like this girl I used know."

I stared back at him, not sure of what to say. SangWoo didn't give me any room to say anything else though. With a quick wave, he opened the limo door and got inside. 

And just like how he entered my life, he quickly vanished as the limo started up and left down the street. 

There was a reason, that night, when Choi SangWoo entered my life. Had I known he was at The Trax to purposely watch me, then maybe I wouldn't have brought him home. 

But at the time, SangWoo began to dominate my mind after that day. 

Had I known that this was the beginning of everything, I would've avoided it at all costs. My heart knows that I would've saved myself a few tears.

(Chapter 3)

I watched the limo disappear around the corner, and then hesitantly walked back up to my apartment. It had been such a strange ordeal. Yet, as soon as I entered the apartment, umma was standing by the door; her questions detonated like a bomb. 

"You never told me you know this boy SangWoo."
"What did you two do in your bedroom last night?"
"Did you sleep on the same bed?"
"Is he rich? He looks rich."

"Umma . . . he's just a friend," I told her, pushing her aside to go get ready for work. "And by the way you talk, you seem to only care about money."

"It wouldn't hurt to have money. Besides, he's just a friend huh? Not the way he was looking at you. I have to say, he might the first boy I'm okay with you dating," she said, following me. "Don't you think it's about time you find yourself a decent boyfriend?"

"Umma . . ." I turned back to look at her. "I'm not going out with him. He's just a friend."

She narrowed her eyes at me, "Maybelline Lee. I was a teen once you know?"

I stared at her, letting out a laugh, "Mom, you were a teen when 'going out' means playing bingo all night long for fun."

"Are you making fun of me?" umma asked in disbelief. "That was the best thing in world"

"I gotta get ready for work." I left her standing in the hall. 

"Just make sure you don't say anything foolish when he brings you home to meet his parents!" she shouted after me. 

I couldn't help but laugh at umma's assumptions. I didn't even know if I would ever see this Choi SangWoo ever again, so I highly doubted that I would ever meet his parents. What had gotten into me last night?

But, it was the most eventful thing that had happened to me in a long time. I shouldn't be questioning it; I should just thank God he wasn't some kind of pervert or serial-killer who could've killed me last night in my sleep. I hate to say it, but there was something I trusted in Choi Sang-Woo in the beginning. 

And so, a week went by and like I expected, I didn't see or hear from SangWoo. It was as if he had never existed, as if he was just a figment of my imagination from overworking. An illusion.

Until the following Saturday . . . 

I had woken up late that day. I hurried to Sansachun with fifteen minutes late hanging over my head. While running like no tomorrow, I hoped that Mr. Chun wasn't at the store today. Thankfully, he wasn't.

Just as I entered, catching my breath and doubling over my side pain, my best friend ever since High School, Kim Li-Na, was already standing at her usual place behind the counter. Lina and I both work the morning to afternoon shift at Sansachun, a small convenience store on the busiest street in Seoul. The irony is that hardly anyone shops at this store.

"Lina, is Mr. Chun here?" I grabbed onto my counter as I breathed, brushing strands of hair out of my face.

"Shhh!" Lina shushed me; her eyes were glued to the tiny T.V. above a shelf. She propped her elbows on the glass case that contained various products inside, not bothering to look at me. 

I followed her gaze. The usual morning news flashed on. 

"Last night, around 10:30 P.M. in the dark alleys of Pusan, two rival gangs, who have suppressed their actions for some time now, let everything loose. Like a detonated bomb, Crist (an abbreviation for Cristal, pronounced Chris) and the notorious Mayhem had their members fighting to the death. Although these two sophisticated rivals have never had reckless battles like normal street gang-bangers, last night was definitely an exception to their rising hostility against one another. Surprisingly, only seven were hurt and taken to the hospital. The others, as police regrettably report, all got away. Now, the local authorities have asked if anyone has ANY information on Crist or Mayhem's leaders. Although the leaders were not present, police believed it was on their orders that the fight broke out."

The T.V. flashed two pictures. On the left was the Crist leader; it was really hard to see his face. It was a blurry picture of a tall guy with a big black hooded sweatshirt pulled over his head. All you could really see was half of his profile, let's take a moment to laugh at how weird that picture really looks, and a cigarette stuck out of the corner of his mouth.

On the right was Mayhem's leader. Again, you couldn't really see his face either. He had a white beanie over his head and his body was at a weird angle in the picture because he was half-standing up, half-sitting down. Whoever took these pictures were crappy photographers. 

"Yah! How the heck are we suppose to know where they are? Look at the crappy pictures!" Lina read my mind; she tsk-tsked. Lina HATES gangs; it was because her brother was killed by one. Long story, but to make it short: Lina's brother = gang = shot to death. She told me so when we first met, when we still thought thug-boys were hot; it was the fad in freshmen year. 

Now, Lina was chewing her gum furiously, staring at the T.V. with disgust. I walked around the counter, reaching for the new supply of magazines when the commentary flashed on. 

"I SAW IT! Oh gawd dayum! Dat waz sum fight yo! But ya know, I'm originally from Seoul so I'm always supporting Crist!" Could you be anymore stupid? The guy then held up his left wrist and pointed at his wannabe-stick & lick for 30 seconds-then-peel tattoo. "Cristal fo life!" 

"Lina . . ." I said very slowly, hoping she wouldn't die from the heart attack she was about to get. 

"Hmm . . ." Lina didn't look at me because she was too interested in her nails. 

"Kill me if I'm wrong, which is not very likely, but is that FEET?"
"No. Why would he be on T.V.?"
"Lina, look up at the T.V."

"WHAT THE HELL?" Lina screeched as soon as her eyes met the T.V. screen. 

Feet, A.K.A. Sang JunJin, is Lina's boyfriend of three months. I started calling him Feet after Lina invited a couple of us to her 'birthday' party. Lina's party turned out to be a wild one. Feet got REALLY drunk, and took off his socks. EVERYONE, and I mean, EVERYONE ran for cover.

Now, on T.V., he waved stupidly at the camera telling the lady who was interviewing him about how he witnessed the 'gang festival'. On T.V., he had a striking resemblance to Buddha. Head-shaved, a chubby-frame, and a baby face – you wonder how he got Lina in the first place.

Kim Li-Na, the girl with the most angelic face in the whole wide world, was a self-proclaimed gold-digger. We used to look like twins with the same dark hair and height during high school, until Lina dyed hers completely blonde and started drinking more milk and religiously practiced yoga; she's two inches taller than me now. It was during junior year in high school when Lina realized her academic achievements were – nothing. So, she settled on plans of finding a rich guy and living happily ever after. 

Lina's goal in life is VERY simple. So, I still didn't understand why or how Lina and Feet linked together. And he isn't even rich. But Lina said she's just having fun with him – it wasn't anything serious. Yeah right. But then again, I wouldn't be surprised if she ended up marrying him. 

"Oh my god!" Now, Lina was hastily reaching into her back pocket for her cell phone. Then, she slammed it against her ear in anger. When, I guess, Feet answered, she launched into 'Feet' language, which never ceases to amaze me. 

"Yo, wat is yo problem? Gettin' on T.V. bashing 'bout gangs? You wanna DIE?" she growled.

Ah . . . maybe that's why Feet and Lina are together. They have this weird relationship no one understands! Lina walked to the back of the store. The last words I heard from her before she disappeared were, " No! No excuses. Fine! . . . FINE! You know what? . . . FINE!!!" 

I looked back up at the news, but it had changed. Now, the anchor woman was talking about pipe problems; from gangs to pipes.

"You know it's a yin/yang kind of thing," I said slowly when Lina came back, red in the face from yelling. "Feet is going to get a nod of approval from Crist, but then he's not going to be able to nod back because Mayhem's going to chop his head off." 

Lina shot me a look, "Feet doen't even know who they are. WE don't even know who they are. Besides, they're gangs. It's not like they watch the News."

She had a point. 

For the rest of the shift, Lina was in a bad mood. She's scary when she's in a bad mood; Lina mostly mutters to herself and slam things. I wanted to tell her that she shouldn't let Feet get to her, but I decided to let her vent it out. 

When it was just a couple of more minutes until our shifts were officially over, Lina received a phone call. I was tying my hair up, and getting ready to leave when she came charging towards me in anger. "MAY! You gotta come with me!" 

"Huh? Where? Calm down," I told her.


"They – they got him!" Lina was red in the face, scared. 


"Who got him?" 
"Mayhem!" 
"Who's Mayhem?"
"THE GANG! DUH! THE ONE WE WERE WATCHING ON THE NEWS! APPARENTLY THEY DO WATCH THE NEWS AND THEY'RE PISSED ABOUT JUNJIN TALKING ABOUT THEM! THEY'RE AT HIS HOUSE!" 

"They're pissed at Feet?" I asked in disbelief. 

"YEAH! YOU HAVE TO COME WITH ME MAY!"
"WHERE?"
"TO TALK TO MAYHEM! TO TELL THEM TO LET HIM GO!"
"Whoa - wait a minute, what are they going to do to him? He was just talking."
"You don't understand how gangs are. May, please I can't go alone."

I don't know why I agreed to go with Lina, but I did because I was a good friend and because she threatened to hate me forever if I didn't go with her. 

And, this is how I came to meet the two rival gangs in South Korea. And, this is how I got entangled with the two gang leaders, not knowing I already knew one.

All thanks to Feet and his BIG mouth. No pun intended.
(Chapter 4)

It turned out that Feet's 5 minutes of fame from being interviewed on the news would cost him more than he bargained for. And that I was right. Mayhem caught up with Feet not long after the news aired. Their reasons: he bad-mouthed them.

I'm telling you right now, gangs make things much more complicated than they really are. And because they do, Lina dragged me to Feet's house to 'save' him. Yeah, right! Lina's operation to save her boyfriend Feet . . . Lina's GENIUS plan? Are you ready? . . . . We go to Feet's house to rescue him . . . as guys. 

To this day, I can't figure out why I went along with it; so stupid. 

But before arriving there, Lina made me go back to her house and borrow her older brother's clothes. Dressed in a big oversized gray sweatshirt and baggy jeans with her hair tucked neatly under the beanie, Lina's disguise would've been perfect if she hadn't added the hideous moustache. As for me, I was stuck with a large black sweatshirt and saggy black sweats along with a dark colored baseball hat that I also tucked my hair under after moderate consideration. To complete my 'transformation', I had drawn on my eyebrows to make them appear bushier.

I tried to see the bright side of all this: at least I was in comfortable clothing. Besides, I really didn't know how to judge myself from a girl's point of view as a guy because the only time I've really dressed up as a guy was for Halloween . . . two years ago. That didn't go too well because I got hit on by gay guys - that's a totally different story. 

Anyways, I was sighing heavily when I stared up at Feet's house, trying to forget how stupid I felt.

His house, located on steep hills that led up to a shabby neighborhood, was the highest one on top with a knee-length broken black gate. I had reached the bottom steps leading up to the gate when I stopped. Just staring at the dark place, it gave me chills. It all seemed like a bad idea because: 1) Feet's house, like his nickname, smells like feet, 2) I really didn't want to see him or talk to him – nonetheless rescue him, 3) Scary guys with assault weapons would be there, and last but not least: was it too selfish to not want to die at the age of 18??? 

But, I knew I would never be able to leave now that I was here; Lina would disown me as a friend. Sighing again, I looked back down to where Lina was still paying the Taxi driver who drove us here. 

"Here's your money sir," she was saying to him. Lina held out her hand and placed the money into his palms.

The Taxi driver, an elderly man, gave her a look, "Your voice . . . so . . . feminine. Are you a girl?" 

"Uh . . . ahem!!! WHAT YOU TALKING ABOUT . . . MAN?!" I winced in discomfort at Lina's very fake 'manly' accent. 

"YAH! Is that how you talk to your elders?!" he shouted at her. 

"Sorry sir!" Lina bowed quickly, turned, and then started running up to the steps but not before tripping on a rock. Then, she regained her balance by waving her arms like a bird. 

"This is ridiculous!" I hissed, staring around when she finally came up to me. Lina reached up and twisted the black beanie on her head. Then, she stroked her very fake and very ugly mustache.

"Aigo . . . this is such a bad idea," I said, biting my lower lip in worry. 

"Come on, May. He needs us; we're all he's got," Lina pleaded, linking her arm through mine.

"OY!" I pushed her roughly away from me, and looked around to see if anyone had seen us. 

"What?!!!" she stumbled, almost falling into a nearby bush that lined the steps.

I would've reached out to help her, but I controlled myself after I saw she had caught her balance. "We're supposed to be guys! Do you see guys walking around LINKING arms?!" I pointed out. 

"Oh yeah . . . ." Lina swallowed and reached up to fidget with her beanie again. I could tell she was really nervous. Gawd! The things this girl does for Feet! No pun intended. 

I sighed heavily once again, and then crossed my arms across my chest as I told her, "I don't want to do this, but I know there's no way in hell you are going to let me go. So if we're going to pull this off, you have to completely be a guy." How strange did that sound?

"My name is Mark, and yours is Lenny. Got it?" I added.
"They're not going to respect us if we got names like that!" Lina scoffed. 
"Oh yeah? You got better names?"
"We're from Crist. Your name is Slicer and I'm Blood."

"ARE YOU CRAZY?!" I exploded. "We can't say we're from Crist! What if they find out we pretended to be them to deal with Mayhem?! Not only would we have to deal with ONE gang, but TWO?"

"May . . . ."
"Aish! My brain hurts! I feel like I'm back in math class again!"
"MAY! SHUT UP!"

I shut up. Not because Lina yelled at me to, but because we both heard the loud yelling inside of Feet's house along with a lot of things breaking all of a sudden. 

"Oh crap . . . ." Lina muttered; she looked absolutely terrified. 

"Don't just stand there! They're killing him!" I grabbed her arm, forgetting that I had been against this plan a second ago. I am a good person after all.

We both ran up the steps, busted open the black gate, and then busted through the front door. 

The scene that greeted us definitely made Lina and I reconsider our poor, undeveloped rescue plan to save Feet. 

Five guys, dressed in clothing that associated with the color of a crimson red, were rotating around Feet's living room grabbing everything in sight to destroy. There was already glass on the rug along with various objects that had been broken. Feet, who standing in the middle of the scene, was watching them helplessly. "Aww! Please guys! Don't do that! That's my mother's!"

"We're only doing this for your own good man. This will teach you to never EVER talk shit about us on national T.V. a'ight?" One of the guys, clearly the leader of the raid, threw down a glass vase as he spoke. 

Lina and I stood by the doorway watching in fear. What did we get ourselves into? 

Feet was biting his lower lip as he watched the glass vase shatter into thousands of pieces. Then, he looked up and saw Lina and me. 

"WHO ARE YOU?" Thank god, Feet didn't recognize it was us. 

However, the five gang members stopped to look at us. The guy leading the raid was the first to walk over. He approached me first, slowly and menacingly. The first thing that captivated me about him was his eyes. They were the typical Asian slanted eye shape, but they were so small that it looked like slits. However, the way he narrowed them at me chilled my spine. 

"Who are you?" he repeated Feet's question.

"Crist! Slicer! Blood!" In her trance of fear, Lina didn't seem to know what the heck she was shouting. She also forgot to do her MAN voice! Damn . . . I never thought I would die this way!

"Danny, Crist doesn't have any members by that name," one of the gang members, a guy wearing a red cuff on his left wrist, spoke up. 

So, that was his name – Danny. I scanned around the room and realized that Mayhem, the real gang leader in which the gang was named after him, was not here. So, who was this Danny? And where was Mayhem?

Danny ignored the information as he moved swiftly from me to Lina. He was taller than the both of us, so he towered over her. "From Crist huh?" 

Lina nodded. She placed on her best manly voice to say, "Yeah."

He stepped back to look at us up and down, "Slicer and Blood?"

I nodded, shaking. What do we do?! What do we do?!. 

"Hahahaha," he started laughing. The room was completely silent except for his dry, cynical laughter. Then, without warning, he reached out and snatched my hat off of my head. 

My long, beautiful hair tumbled down carelessly onto my shoulders forming a halo around my face – along with the O that my mouth formed in surprise.

"OH!" Feet raised a hand to cover his mouth. "MAY?!"

Shut up FEET! I tried to talk to him through my eyes, but he just stood there gaping at me like he knew me. Well – he did, but in this type of situation, he should've just SHUT UP. 

"I don't need to take off YOUR beanie to know that you're a girl too." Danny pointed to Lina, who shrunk back against the wall. 

I stood still as he came back closer to me – so close that I could feel his breath on me. 

"Tell me JunJin," Danny was talking to Feet now. "Why do you have two girls storming in your house dressed as guys?" Before Feet could answer, Danny turned to me and leaned down until I could feel his lips pressing against my right ear. "You're too pretty to be guy, and you forgot to wipe that eyeliner off along with those cherry lips."

I trembled. I'm going to die, aren't I?

"LEAVE HER ALONE!" Feet suddenly shouted. 

I turned and realized that one of the guys had grabbed Lina and pushed her on the ground. 

"LET ME GO!" she was shouting, and the commotion ensued. 

Danny raised both hands and pinned me against the wall when I tried to move. He blocked my view as he sneered at me, so I couldn't see what was going on with Lina. 

"STOP!" Feet continued to yell. 

I tried to push Danny off me, but he pressed himself on me. "MOVE YOU FUCKER!" 

"YOU CUSSIN' AT ME?" 
"LET HER GO!"
"LET ME GO!"
"SHUT UP!"

It was just all a confusing, loud mess; everyone was shouting and yelling.

I reached up and shoved Danny as hard as I could off of me. He stumbled, giving me a split second to run. That's when I saw that Lina was pinned to the floor by two guys while the other two were beating Feet up. 

I wanted to help them both, but I knew I had to get away first. I ran clear across the room, in the wrong direction. Fricken idiot! MAY! Run for the front door! Why are you going into the house?! My mind was screaming at me, but in my defense: when you're scared, you tend to lose your body and mind coordination. 

That's when Danny caught up to me out of nowhere, and latched my arm roughly. 

"GET BACK HERE YOU LITTLE BITCH! YOU CAME HERE ON YOUR OWN. THIS IS WHAT YOU GET!" He jerked my arm so hard that I heard something snap. The pain came too fast and abrupt for me to realize that he had broke it, until with a large force, Danny maneuvered me against the wall again and completely used his masculine frame to overpower me. 

"STOP! LET ME GO! NO! LET ME GO!!!" I closed my eyes, the pain shooting up my arm now. 
"How about no?" Danny pressed himself against me, breathing down into my face.
"Le –" I started to say, on the verge of screaming. 

"WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?!"

If that voice hadn't been there, I don't know what would have happened to Feet, Lina, and me.

As if someone had stopped time, everything stood still. Danny turned his head to see whose voice had overpowered the commotion. When he saw who it was, he quickly dropped me. I slid down against the wall and quickly grabbed my right arm in pain, grimacing. 

The two guys that had pinned Lina down let her go; the other two who were beating the life out of Feet second ago also let him go. Together with Danny, the five of them assembled to the center of the room, clasped their hands behind their backs and then bowed.

". . . Mayhem."

Despite the throbbing pain that was shooting up and down my body, I focused all of my attention on their leader who had just entered the house. He dominated the room with his presence by just standing near the front door. 

He seemed to scan the room, from Feet to Lina and then, finally to me where he stopped. 

I tried to see his face, but it was hard to. He had on a big, black hat that was pulled all the way down to his nose. It hid his eyes and shadowed the rest of his face. He was dressed rather sophisticatedly for a gang leader. With black Dickie pants, a white dress shirt, and a black blazer over, Mayhem's look was rather calm compared to his name.

Danny, along with the other four, stood in front of him like obedient dogs. 

"What the hell are you doing?" he asked again. This time, his voice came out smooth and deep – like liquid. 

I held my breath, straddling my arm with wide eyes at Mayhem who I had the feeling was looking at me from beneath his hat. 

"I was teaching this fool how to respect us," Danny answered with his head bowed. "He went on national television and said he sided with Crist after last night's brawl."

"Do we know him?" Mayhem retorted, turning slightly to Danny. 

Danny didn't answer right away, but he eventually said, "No."

"Then why are you here doing the exact shit that Crist would do? That that low-life, SangWoo would do?" Mayhem spoke slowly, expressing each syllable to each word. 

SangWoo? My eyebrows came together in question. No. It couldn't be same SangWoo.

"You came here to show what Danny? To show this guy how powerful we are?" Mayhem asked in mocked tone. "To show this guy who doesn't mean crap to us how powerful we are? Have you gone stupider than usual? Don't you ever dare go do something I didn't tell you to. I'd expect this from other fools in this gang, but not from you. You disgraced Mayhem." 

Danny didn't answer; he made no moment and showed no emotion. 

"Get out," Mayhem said after a while. They started filing out of the front door in solemn. When he was the last one still inside the house, Mayhem turned slightly towards Feet who was on the floor dabbing the blood that was flowing from his nose. "Here." Not expecting it at all, I was surprised to see a wad of money, tightly wrapped up, fly out from his hand towards Feet. 

He paused for a second, and I could've sworn his eyes landed on me again because he left the house as silently as he had entered. 

"Baby, are you okay?" Lina was the first to speak up, turning to Feet. 

Watching Lina wrap her arms around Feet to make sure he was okay, I couldn't stand it. How could they do this to people and just leave? Without another thought, still holding onto my right broken arm, I got up and ran out of the house – running after the group with no apparent plan of what I would say to them if I did catch up to them.

But, I wouldn't have a chance. 

When I was out of the front door, they had already descended down the steps. 

"H . . . ey," I started out strong, but my voice faded when I saw a black Mercedes pull up just as Mayhem and his group stopped.

The engine of the Mercedes roared mockingly at Mayhem and his group before the driver got out. He left the engine running as he stepped out and leaned against the car. He touched the dark shades he was wearing at the tip of his nose and smirked at Mayhem, as if this was the most entertaining scene he had ever walked in. 

"No," I whispered as I realized who the driver was. "No way . . . ." 

"What are you doing here?" Mayhem's voice turned cold; he turned his head slightly, giving his opponent only half the attention. 

"My boys told me there was a party here. I wanted to see the fool who defended Crist and DARED go against Mayhem," he said sarcastically as he placed his hands on the hood of the car. 

"SangWoo," Mayhem said through gritted teeth.

"JaeWon," SangWoo said with a smirk. 

"Don't you dare say my name," Mayhem replied. 

"Don't you dare say mine," SangWoo retorted.

Millions of questions bombarded my mind, but I couldn't figure them all out. Yet, as I stood watching them, I realized they were serious; from their tone to their body language, they were the real deal. 

And I thought he was actually a good guy; I let him stay in my room when he was drunk; I let him eat my food when he woke up the next day. I thought . . . How stupid I am. Watching Choi Sang-Woo standing there exchanging insults with Mayhem, I felt this disappointment falling over me for some reason – even though it shouldn't have.

I turned to leave, knowing my world and theirs are never meant to be caught up with one another. 

But because I had underestimated that fact and because I existed – the thread of fate between the three of us had been tied forcefully.

(Chapter 5)

"Just stay away from my territory."

"Just shut your mouth and I will."


I turned back to see Choi SangWoo trying to control himself as Mayhem and his group walked past him. The two leaders exchanged another dark look before Mayhem disappeared down the hill's walkway with his group in-tow.

As I stood on the top steps of Feet's house watching SangWoo watching Mayhem leave, I couldn't help wonder, why didn't he have his gang with him? Wasn't he afraid Mayhem might just attack him? Then, realizing that SangWoo would see me if he just looked up at the house, I quickly turned to go back inside. I raised my right leg to step up, and I swear I saw the step; however, somehow, I lost my balance and . . . down I went. 

"Wah! . . . OOF!" Groaning in pain, I fell face first on the steps. Aigo! How embarrassing! With a broken arm and now, possibly a broken leg – I was treating my body well wasn't I? To top it off . . . 

"Hey! Are you okay?" Closing my eyes as tight as I could, I started to get up. SangWoo sooooo saw that. 

"OWWW!!!" Pain shot up my right arm when I reached out to get myself up; I had forgotten that my arm was broken for a second in the midst of my embarrassment. I heard the black gate swinging open and SangWoo's hurried footsteps up to where I was. I kept my back to him, staring at the cement.

"Are you okay?" he inquired, leaning down to my level. 

Even if he didn't know who I was, he was generous enough to help me. Quite the contrary to how he had spoken with Mayhem just seconds ago, huh. I felt him sliding his arm under my armpits to pick me up like a two-year-old. 

"Owie." Unfortunately, I sounded like a two-year-old too. Very smooth . . . 

"Let me see." SangWoo spun me around to face him before I was ready for him to. "Hey . . . ."

"Uh . . . hi?" My eyes widened, and I pretended to have just seen him for the first time. "Oh! It's you! It's been a while hasn't it?" 

The vivid and full of angst face that I had seen him look at Mayhem with a while ago was now gone. Instead, a smile spread across his face lighting up his eyes; his complexion was much better compared to the last time I had seen him. 

"Maybelline Lee," SangWoo said, grinning. "I meet you under the worst circumstances don't I?"

I nodded, thinking quickly. "Like barfing on me, and now I'm tripping on my face."

He laughed. SangWoo's eyes lingered on me and all of a sudden, a pained look flashed across his face. He turned back towards the house, hoping I hadn't caught his most personal and private expression in that split second. 

Exactly what that was about, I didn't know yet. But, he had done it. He got me curious.

"What are you doing here? Were you inside there when Mayhem was here?" he changed the subject. 
I nodded, "Yeah . . ." 
"Are you okay? Did he do anything to you?" he balled up his fists. 

I watched SangWoo with interest. I had been so hostile towards him the first time we met, which was approximately a week ago. A week ago = 7 days = 168 hours. But, I wasn't counting. Now, he was standing in front of me like he was a caring friend to me. 

"You're the leader of Crist?" Before I could stop myself, I blurted it out.
SangWoo's smile returned to his face. "You scared?" 
"Should . . . I be?"
"You should."
"Why?"
SangWoo looked at me, amused. "You got me."

I gave him a blank stare, not expecting him to give up so easily. "Uh . . . I think - I have to go back inside. My friends are probably waiting for me." 

"Wait." SangWoo reached out and grabbed my right arm to stop me. He didn't know that even the lightest amount of pressure could cause me to howl like a wolf.

"OWWWWWWWWW!!!" 
"Sorry!"
"Let go."
"Huh?"
"My arm."
"Oh."

Aish! I could feel the tears stinging in my eyes even after SangWoo let go of it. He stared with concern at me. "Is your arm broken?"

"Uh no . . . I kind of just sprained it." I tried to play it off with no luck. 
He reached out and this time, touched it gently as he examined it. "It is broken. Come on."
"Where?" I pulled back just as he wrapped his arm around my shoulders. 
"To the hospital. We gotta get that x-rayed and put into a cast," he replied.

"But, I told you . . . it's just a sprain," I insisted, trying to stay back while he pushed me in front of him. "Just put some ice and –“

"May?" From inside the house, Lina and Feet walked out. She was supporting Feet whose face looked so messed up it was hard to recognize him as Feet. 

"Mayhem wouldn't be called Mayhem if he didn't do that to you," SangWoo observed. Feet and Lina stopped and stared at him standing there with his arm around my shoulder. 

"Who's he?" they both asked in unison. 

"I'm taking May to the hospital. You two should come along," SangWoo told them before I could get a word in.

Lina and Feet exchanged looks, and then looked at me.

SangWoo held out a hand to Feet, who slowly took it. "Thanks for what you did for Crist."

Lina and Feet drew blank stares. 

"Come on." SangWoo led the way down the steps towards his car as if we were all close friends. For a while, I just stood there, watching him, absolutely confused. Then, Lina and Feet pushed me from behind and I nearly fell, again, down the stairs. 

"Who is he?" Lina whispered to me when we both climbed into the backseat, strapping our seatbelts. 

"The leader of Crist," I answered her as I closed the car door. 
"WHAT?!" Lina shouted. 

From the front, both SangWoo and Feet turned back to look at her. Lina plastered on a fake smile, and waved warily at them. "May . . . do you know him or something? Don't you think this is a bad idea?" 

I shrugged, for some reason; it was a bad idea, but I couldn't say no. Not because I didn't want to, but because I was afraid of his reaction. Why was he doing this? Did he feel bad for what happened to us? Choi SangWoo was no longer just some drunk I had taken home last Saturday; the allure was too much. 

During the ride to the hospital, SangWoo made us all comfortable in an awkward situation. He was definitely a great conversationalist and socialist. Eventually, he didn't keep it a secret that he was, indeed, the leader of Crist. Thus, Feet found it extremely significant to suck up to him. Once, when SangWoo told us a joke that was so funny to Feet that he laughed until the cut on his bottom lip split even further, making him cry out in pain and laughter at the same time. SangWoo even got Lina to like him – a little bit. 

But, what really put him over the top was his charm. 

Completely different from the drunk I had met last Saturday, to be frank, he blew me away. When a person first meets Choi SangWoo, you realize quickly that he has a way of talking to you as if you are the only person who has heard him speak in a long time. He moves you as if you're under water; he takes you into his world and you're powerless.

At least, that's what I felt at the time. 

When we arrived at the hospital, SangWoo took care of everything. He arranged it so that we would all be taken care of for our injuries. While Lina and Feet headed over to another part of the hospital for minor injuries, I was sent to the X-ray room and then got a cast for my broken arm later with SangWoo. 

"It's not going to hurt; you'll feel a little pressure." The doctor, a kind man with green spectacles peered at me as he leaned over my arm.

I hated hospitals; they made me nervous and anxious. I was holding out my arm, ready for the doctor but I just couldn't knock out my mental state. "Can you just . . . do it quickly." I closed my eyes, sucking my breath and ready for the pain. 

"Ahem . . ." SangWoo, who was sitting across from me in the examining room, tried to cover his laugh with a cough. 

"Yah . . . are you laughing at me?" I opened my eyes to look at him. 

"No."
"Yes, you are."
"No, I'm not." 
"You're smiling."
"I can't smile?"

"No, this is serious. I have a broken arm," I reasoned. 

"You're right. This is life and death; no smiling." SangWoo shook his head, taking the chance to turn away and let out a wide grin. 

Then, from the outside of the room, any random person who had walked by a few seconds after, could've heard . . . 

Me screaming, "OWWW!"
And SangWoo laughing, "HAHAHAHA!!!"

. . .



After getting my cast and SangWoo occasionally giving me looks to say, "How could you scream before he even touch your arm?" we walked down the hall to meet up with Lina and Feet. 

Thinking that this was the end to an eventful day, I was surprised when SangWoo suggested we all go out to dinner afterwards. I protested at first, wanting to go home and rest but, by now, Lina and Feet were completely in love with SangWoo. Without a care, the two of them quickly agreed to go and I had no other choice but to come along. 

Instead of taking us to McDonald's or a drive-thru, SangWoo took us to a restaurant downtown. It was a chic place, yet comfortable enough to serve variety: Sushi, KimChi, and even pizza. SangWoo chose a wooden table near the front entrance, next to a large window where we had a great view of the cars zooming by. The seating arrangement ended up with me sitting next to SangWoo, across from Lina and Feet. 

Feet, ever-so-himself, feeling much better now that he had been tended to for his pain, started asking questions during the middle of the meal. 

"So, how did you become the leader? You know how when you join a gang, you have to get jumped in or rob a place or kill someone? Did like thirty guys jump you and you had to rob a bank and murder a guy?" I nearly choked on my piece of Sushi when Feet asked. I placed the fork I was using with my left hand down on the table.

I turned to look at SangWoo and was surprised to see that he was smiling at me. "Something like that," was his reply as he reached for a glass of water, handing it to me.

I smiled slightly, taking it from him and then looking up to give Feet a dirty look to make him stop asking questions. But, he didn't get the idea. 

"I bet you get a lot of girls don't you?" Feet winked at him, continuing. 

"Shut up and eat your Sushi." Lina roughly stuffed a piece in his mouth, knowing that he was going to be an embarrassment to us if she didn't. I wanted to tell her, too late.

SangWoo didn't answer his question. He reached across the table for his own glass of drink instead. Holding it high at arm's length, SangWoo said, "I want to make a toast."

"To what?" Feet asked eagerly. God, he was annoying! He acted like such a five-year-old boy. 

But we all reached for our glasses and raised it up to meet SangWoo's. He smiled and looked around at us. "I like making new friends. So, here's to being friends." SangWoo grinned brightly; barely inclining his head towards me, I could've sworn he whispered, "And more." 

"AMEN!" Feet growled in happiness. 
"Yay." Lina smiled. 

They hadn't heard it. Was it my imagination? 

We all clinked our glasses together. Feet and Lina were grinning from ear-to-ear, but I had to force my smile. This was all too quick; he didn't even know us. Did he honestly want to be friend with a Buddha-look-alike that smelled like Feet, his girlfriend, and a girl like me? It was hard to figure out; but then again, it was hard to figure him out in general. 

After the dinner, where Feet continued to act as if he had been old friends with SangWoo ever since when, SangWoo dropped Feet and Lina back at Feet's house. After waving goodbye to them, SangWoo turned about, and then drove me home last. During the ride, however, with just the two of us he was quiet. It was awkward, but I could tell something was bothering him from the way his eyebrows came together in thought. 

As I reached out to press the button that rolled down the window, SangWoo spoke up for the first time since we were alone again. 

"You know . . . you remind me of this girl. A lot." 
"Yeah, you called me by her name that night you threw up on me."
"Oh really? Sorry about that."
"Don't worry about it. I never asked you though, but why were you so drunk?"
"Because I wanted to forget."
"Forget what?'
"That girl."
"Oh . . . but you said I remind you of her, so . . . ."
"There are just some things you can't help."

Things went quiet again. Out of my corner of my eye, I saw SangWoo looking at me again. Not knowing what to do with the awkwardness, I turned my head away from him and rested in against the window. Then, I closed my eyes. 

The next thing I knew was SangWoo shaking my shoulders. "We're here."

"Oh." I sat up and automatically wiped the saliva at the corner of my mouth. I looked up and realized he was parked just right outside of the apartment complex, under the one broken street lamp.

"Haha," SangWoo chuckled. He pointed at me, "I have never seen ANYONE drool that much while they're sleeping."

Embarrassed, I looked away from him. "Sorry, I'm tired." Yeah, that was pretty sexy May. Sleeping and drooling in his car. HOT. SangWoo was still laughing at me, so I opened the car door and got out. 

"Wait up!" He cut off the engine to his car, getting out to follow me. "Are you mad?"

"A little," I admittedly joked as he walked around and fell into step with me. "You shouldn't have said that." 

"I'm sorry, but it's the truth," he smiled at me. 

And this time, I couldn't help but to smile back. "I'm just kidding. Why would I be mad? I know I have bad sleeping habits." Then, joking around about bad sleeping habits, in no time we reached my apartment door. Turning around, I faced SangWoo with content after such a hectic day.

"Thanks for what you did today." I pointed to my cast. "And for Lina and JunJin." 
SangWoo smiled, nodding. "You're welcome."
"Okay." I nodded, pausing for a second. "Bye . . . ." 

"Wait –“ I could tell he had held back, but realizing he couldn't stop himself before the chance slipped away, SangWoo reached for my healthy hand before I headed inside the apartment. "Can I have something?"

I turned to look at him, slightly glaring. . . . I knew it! He must be a pervert or something. Why else would he treat me this nicely? What did he want? 

"No. Not like that." SangWoo defended himself, reading my facial expression "I just –"

That sad look returned to his face. Suddenly, my defensive self went away. "What?"

"Can I hug you?" 
"Huh?"
"Can I hug you?"

It was the strangest request I had ever had – up until that point, out-of-nowhere. 

But before I could answer or think, Choi SangWoo came closer to me. Reaching out, he wrapped his arms around my back – enclosing me against his body. Not what one would think at all; it wasn't a perverted hug or a lover's hug, it was a needing hug. The difference, I knew, was in how his words came floating back into my mind. And I knew, right at that moment – it had to do with the girl he said I reminded him of. I felt the pain still living and growing inside of him like a virus. 

Not knowing what I was doing, I reached up and wrapped my arms around him too. Sharing his pain - as if I knew.

(Chapter 6) 

"I have to go in now."


I let go and took a step back from Choi SangWoo. Careful not to make eye contact with him, I looked away thinking to myself, what am I doing? Why am I hugging this guy? I barely know him!

SangWoo seemed surprised at my sudden move, but he agreed, "It is pretty late and you must be tired. I'll see you tomorrow then."

"Wait –" I spoke up as he started walking away. My heart started racing for some reason and I tried to think before talking. 

"Yeah?" He turned quickly to look at me, a puzzled expression on his face. 

"SangWoo, thanks for everything you did for me and my friends today. I'll pay you back when I get the chance, but for now . . ."

". . . What are you trying to say?"
"I don't know you."
"What?" he asked again.

"I – what I'm trying to say is, why are you so nice to me? A month ago, I didn't even know you existed." I tried explaining, but it was come out all wrong.

"What are you saying?" 
". . . You're in a gang."

"So . . . you don't make friends with gang members? Is that it? Look, I know it's not the typical way you meet people, but there's gotta be some way right? To make new friends?" SangWoo raised an eyebrow, waiting for my response. 

I didn't know what to say at all though. Maybe I was being too skeptical about this whole thing. He seemed like a nice person, and he was right in a way – I couldn't be a loner all my life and pretend to be God, deciding who was to be a friend or not. 

"It's just – when someone's just so nice to you all of a sudden, you get –" I tried to make the words make sense.

"Look," SangWoo interrupted me. "I just wanted to pay you and your friends back for sticking up for Crist. It takes guts to against Mayhem." 

That shut me up. I had honestly over-thought everything. Seeing the expression on my face, SangWoo broke into a small smirk. "I'll just go now." He waved languidly at me as he turned his back on me. 

"I – I didn't mean it like that . . . ." But he never heard me. 

Great! The conversation definitely turned sour; it had turned out completely different from the way I had planned it. I shook my head and sighed. What just happened? A minute ago I was hugging him! 

Slowly, I let myself inside the apartment both unsure and confused; the weight that had started building up fell upon me as I pressed my back against the door, staring at the darkness. 

. . .


I slept into the afternoon the next day. Not only because I was thinking about SangWoo, but because I had a hard time finding a comfortable position to sleep. I realized that having a cast on your arm is not the best thing in the world. It ached and it prevented me from sleeping. 

"WHAT IN THE WORLD HAPPENED TO YOUR ARM?!" With hands on her hips, her shrill voice burned my ears.

"Good morning umma," I muttered as I tried to nonchalantly veer back into my bedroom. I had just woken up with a dry throat. Forgetting that it was Sunday, umma's day off, I was walking down the hall towards the kitchen to get a drink of water when she turned around the corner. 

"You get back here young lady. What happened to your arm?" Umma reached out and grabbed a fistful of my shirt. 

"I was running and I fell," I lied when she spun me around to face her. 

"Fell where?" 
"On the street." 

Umma gave me a look and reached out to examine my right arm. "Maybelline Lee. You tell me exactly what happened to you. Is it okay?"

"I fell. The doctor told me it's not really broken, just a little bit. I only have to have this cast on for three weeks," I replied hoping she wouldn't ask any more questions.

Umma glared at me. "How could you be so careless? . . . What about doctor's bills?"

"Um . . . my friend paid for me." I regretted having said that the moment it came from my mouth. 

Even though we're not rich or extremely poor, umma hates people who depend on others to pay for them for – anything. "Young lady, what have I taught you? Who's this friend? How much was it? Now we have to pay money back. Don't you carry money with you when you go out?" she fumed at me. 

Yeah, but not enough to pay for a broken arm! It's not like I planned it. "I'm going to take a shower." I tried to divert the subject.

"Who was it? How much did it cost? What hospital did you go to? Who was it?" Umma ignored me, pulling me back again. 

"CHOI SANGWOO!" I blurted out; the headache in my mind getting worse. 

Umma's eyes widened in surprise, but she stopped her questioning and her face softened. "Oh . . . well, why didn't you just say so?"

"What?" I asked, shaking my head to make sure I heard her right. 

"If it's Choi SangWoo, then it's okay.” She shrugged, reaching out to pull a loose strand of hair out of my eyes for me. 

". . . Why?" I placed a hand on my hips; this was too good to be true. 

"Because he likes you," she answered as-a-matter-of-fact, as if Choi SangWoo himself had told her so. 

"Did you forget to take your daily dose of reality pills umma?" 
"Yah! Is that how you talk to your mother?" 
"But you're jumping to conclusions."

"Well, why else would he do that for you? If he didn't like you, he wouldn't do that. So, ever since last week, you've been seeing SangWoo?" She smiled at me. 

"No, I haven't."
"Don't lie to me. You two like each other?" 
"Umma. He doesn't like me, and I don't like him." 
"Denial. Just like the therapy we . . . ." 

The conversation had fallen into an automatic mode of talking without thinking. When it slipped, umma stopped talking and raised a hand to cover her mouth as she looked at me. For a moment, it seemed as if we both held our breaths. The silence we had vowed was broken at last. I had kind-of wondered when one of us would bring IT up, and this happened to be the day. The simple slip-up brought back painful memories for the both of us. 

I looked away from her as she lowered her eyes from me. Why did umma have to bring it up? Didn't we promise we wouldn't talk about that 'period' of time in our lives anymore? Didn't we promise we would pretend it never happened? And that it had only been me and umma in this family all along?

The phone rang, breaking my thoughts. 

Umma turned around and I heard her soft footsteps entering the living room to pick it up. 

I followed behind her, leaning against the doorway of the hall to the kitchen, crossing my arms across my chest – still in a slight shock. But I quickly snapped out of it when umma answered the phone, "Hello? . . . Ah, yes. SangWoo? How are you doing sweetie? Uh huh . . . yeah! Ha ha . . ."

OH MY GOD! How the heck did he get my number? Quickly remembering how last night ended between the two of us, I bit my lower lip in questioning. Why was he calling? Aigo, maybe he really did want me to pay him back.

I started jumping up and down waving my hands in front of umma's face to signal her to tell him I wasn't home. "Tell him I'm not here!" I mouthed to her. 

"May? Of course she's home! With that broken arm – oh by the way, thank you so much for taking her to the hospital." Umma clearly did not want a mentally stable daughter; she wanted me to go crazy. "Sure, I'll get her for you."

I started to run, but umma reached out and grabbed my shirt once again. I was thrashing my arms up and down in the air. Then, umma placed the phone against my ear and mouthed, "Talk to him!"

"No!" I mouthed back.

We stood there mouthing in whispers whether or not I should talk to him. In the end she won by threatening she would invite him over if I didn't. Argh! 

"Hello?" I took the phone, threw umma the dirtiest look I could, and then walked into my room. I closed the door quietly behind me in front of her face when she tried to follow me in. 

"May?" His voice sounded deeper over the phone; calm, cool, and collected. 
"SangWoo?" My question-like responses were kicking in!
"Yeah . . . ." he hesitated. 
"How'd you get my number?"
"From JunJin."

Stupid Feet. Remind me to kill him. "Uh . . . huh."

"What are you doing today? You wanna hang out?" 
"Uh . . . actually, I'm busy today. " 
"Are you really? Or is this about last night? And –" 

"No, nothing like that." I wanted to tell him that that was part of it, but the words wouldn't come out. Instead, I said quickly, "I have work. I have to go pretty soon."

"Wait –" he started to say. 

I hung up on him. Shaken, I walked back out of the living room to see umma putting on her black coat.

"Where are you going?" I asked her.
"Are you going out with SangWoo?" she asked.
"Where are you going?" I repeated.

"To play poker at DongWan's house." DongWan Im is umma's best friend since childhood. Mr. Im doesn't have any kids and lives alone in a house not far from here. He's a really fun person to be come around, and he's always talking in teen dialect even though he's in his earlier sixties. Ever since I can remember, Mr. Im and my umma have always met up on Mondays to hang out. They would watch dramas, play cards, eat, tell stories, and act like teenagers. They've been through a lot of together. Umma appreciates him very much because he was there when umma really needed him – even when my appa . . . .

"So what did SangWoo want?" umma pressed on.
"Nothing," I said.

Umma was about to ask another question when the phone rang. 

We both stared at each other for a split second. Then, she reached out and snatched the cordless phone I was still holding in my hands before I could stop her. 

"No!" Frantically, I tried to take it back from her but it was too late. 

Umma held me off as she answered, "Hello? . . . uh huh . . . oh I thought so. Yes, she's still here. Hold on."

"Umma!" I said.
"Talk to him.” She held out the phone towards me. 

"Nuh-uh." I started to walk away, heading back toward my room. If she liked Choi SangWoo so much, she should deal with him. 

But, I had underestimated her. With my back to her, I couldn't have been quick enough to stop her before I heard, "SangWoo, would you like to come over for dinner this Friday?" 

Oh no she didn't! But yes, she did. And our phone game ended right then and there – thanks to umma. 


(Chapter 7)

"Your umma invited SangWoo to dinner?!"

"I know!"


Lina shook her head, sat back against her chair, and sighed. "How . . ."

"Unlucky I am," I muttered, adding onto her sentence. 
"Lucky HE is," Lina finished her sentence. "Your mom makes the best KimChi EVER!"

"Lina!" I slumped back in the individual cushioned sofas MuLa offers. Reaching across my table, I grabbed my drink. Pressing the rim of the glass tightly against my lips, I dunk the liquid down my throat. I had thought it was a good idea to ask Lina out for advice at MuLa, a local hangout place we've been going to since high school. But, Lina didn't seem to have any opposition to it. In fact, she liked it. I had forgotten she and Feet were hopelessly in love with SangWoo already – ever since a couple of days ago.

"Chill May. When's the dinner anyway?" She chewed her gum mechanically, making me want to pull my hair out. 

"TOMORROW!" I shouted as an answer.

Everyone around us turned to look. I gave them a look and waited until they all, one by one, turned back to their businesses.

"Why didn't you tell me sooner?" Lina asked, strumming her hand on the table.

"Well, my mom invited him on Sunday. I tried calling you on Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday, but your brother kept saying you were out with Feet," I said.

"Oh, sorry. My brother didn't give me any messages though," she apologized. 

"What am I going to do Lina? I'm a mess. I got fired from The Trax. I thought the manager would understand about my right arm, but he said it didn't matter. He said The Trax is very busy and he has a waiting list, so he booted me off. And then I called Mr. Chun to tell him that I couldn't work at Sansachun for at least another three weeks, and he acted like I was lying! Then, tomorrow SangWoo's coming to dinner. I don't even know the guy and my mom acts like he's part of the family. Then, you and Feet are like totally in love with him!" 

"Whoa . . . breathe!" Lina leaned across from her seat to place a hand on my shoulder. "Look, SangWoo's a pretty cool guy though. Besides, don't you think you just relax? He just wants to hang out; probably looking for a change of scene. You can't go through life not experiencing new things. Oh! Or do you think he just wants to pay you back for helping him out – you know, going against Mayhem?"

Lina did have a point – but still. "Aigo." I felt drained after my sudden outburst, but I couldn't help it. I hated the feeling of being forced into something that I didn't want to. "But . . . When I first met him, he was just this drunk at The Trax. And now, all of a sudden, he wants to be my friend. What? Does that make sense to you?" 

"Well, if you don't want me to like him then I won't," Lina offered, smiling candidly. "But, he's a pretty nice guy May. I mean, yeah, he may be the leader of a gang but he's not one of those scary guys. He's a regular person like us; you saw how he was when he helped us after Mayhem's attack. You shouldn't judge him on what he does with his life. I don't see any harm in just hanging out with him." 

I didn't answer her.

"I'm not defending him." Lina threw up her hands in surrender. Seeing that I really wasn't kidding around with her, Lina added, "Fine, what can I help you with then? What can a best friend like me do for you?"

"Help me get rid of him," I said quickly. Now she was speaking my language! I sat up straight in my chair and clasped my hands together on the table. "Teach me how to get rid of this guy."

"Huh?" Lina's eyebrow shot up. 
"I know you're an expert at getting guys and disposing them – no offense," I said. 
"No. I'm flattered." Lina nodded in return.
"So? Tell me. What can I do?" 
"You sure you want to?"
"Lina."
"Okay, okay. Come here."

I moved my seat towards her and leaned in. She placed a hand on my ear and started whispering her master plan. 

"Lina! Have you seen my brother?!" 

"Oh crap! Lina, move! Move! Get Up!"
"Huh? May! Ouch!" 

"MAY! OH MY GOD! MAY! I HEART YOU!" 

"STAY AWAY FROM ME IF YOU WANT TEN FINGERS STILL!" I stood up from my chair, shoving my hands out in front of me for defense. As if a dark cloud pulled itself over my head, I prayed for sun. All of a sudden, my nightmare appeared only inches away from me. 

Sang Bae-An, who calls himself, Bryan frowned at me as his friends snickered behind him when he tried to get closer to me. "May, I missed you!"

"I thought you were dead!" I replied, staring at him in disbelief. 

Feet's younger brother, Bryan, who is sixteen-years-old, grabbed my left hand as if we were lovers. Even though he and Feet are brothers, they look nothing alike. Bryan's shorter, but he's lean with a baby-like face, so on the outside he looks normal. It's the inside that has issues. Ever since Lina started going out with Feet, this puppy-in-love boy became attached to me. It was at the same party that Feet was so drunk when he took off his socks that I met Bryan. At first he was normal, but then he developed this 'crush' on me. It's cute sometimes, but most of the time it was just annoying. I haven't seen him for weeks, but all of a sudden he had to be here on the day I was stressing out. 

So now, I was trying to shake him off me, but he wouldn't let me go. I looked down at Lina to ask her if she knew Bryan was going to be here, but Lina was too busy laughing her butt off to look at me. 

"May! Don't you miss your oppa?" Bryan laid his head on my shoulders. Ugh . . . the perv.

"Oppa? Yah! I'm OLDER than you!" I told him, making a face.

"Hehehe, cool. Bryan's got an older woman." 
"Yeah. Ha ha ha." 

His two friends who were always following him, and who I refer to as Beavis and Butthead, said from behind Bryan. 

"GET OFF ME!" I pushed him away. Bryan stumbled and his eyes lit up with dancing hearts – literally. 

"Did you know when you hit and yell at someone, it's an expression of love?" he asked me, coming back closer to me. 

"Bryan, this is so not the day," I mumbled and sat back down in my seat.

"Aww what's wrong May?" He sat on the arm of the chair and looked down at me. "Can I help you with anything?"

"Yes, go away," I told him bitterly.

"Bryan, leave her alone for once." Lina grinned, holding onto her stomach from laughing so hard. "What are you doing here anyways?" 

"Looking for my brother," Bryan answered. He started running his hand up and down my hair. I reached out and dug my fingernails into his arm. He pulled away quickly and said, "You want me don't you May?"

"Yes Bryan," I said lazily, placing a finger on my temple to keep my head from exploding. "I want you just as much as I want foot fungi like your brother has. I want you just as much as I want to open a freshly delivered pizza box to find maggots inside. I want you just like I want a good sunburn that will leave me with skin cancer."

"Aww, talk to me baby." He leaned closer.
"YAH! You're sick!" Lina reached up and slapped him on the head.

"You don't have to be jealous that May and I have a better relationship than you have with my bro!" Bryan hollered. 

I got up from my seat and grabbed my handbag. High schoolers. "I'll talk to you later Lina."
"Where are you going May?" Bryan whined.
"I wasn't this annoying when I was in High School." I rolled my eyes at him.

He reached out and grabbed my arm. "That's because you didn't know me and because you weren't in love."

"I'm not in love now! And especially never will be with you." I pointed at him. "Bryan, do me a favor and get yourself a real girlfriend."

"I already got one, but she doesn't have spunk like you May. Don't you want me to be more than your oppa?" he pressed on.

I couldn't help it. I'm violent. I slugged the handbag at his head; it hit him squarely on his forehead. "You're NOT my oppa. I'll call you later Lina." I turned and headed towards the door.

"She's just playing hard to get." I heard Bryan say as I walked away. 

I swear that kid is just looking for some good beat down. Usually, I don't mind him making comments like that because I know he's just kidding. But not today. I wasn't in the mood today. I pushed open the double glass doors and walked outside to meet gloomy skies. Great. Even God agreed I was having a bad day. 

"YAH!"
"You!"

Two different voices sounded out from behind me when I was approximately ten feet away from MuLa. Before I could turn around to see if they were intentionally calling out to me, I felt myself being lifted off the ground by an incredible force – like an object.

Two big guys dressed in all black had grabbed me from behind. As they lifted me up, my feet were literally dangling off the ground. What the HECK was going on? My head started snapping from side-to-side, trying to get a good look at them. 

You know those shows where they show abductions taking place with the narrator's voice describing what was about to take place? The narrator and the show were inside my head now. I could hear and see it now. That was how the scene must've looked. Maybelline Lee, an eighteen-year-old girl with a bright future, was innocently walking out of local hangout place when two attackers grabbed her from behind, dragged her about teen feet from the door to their black car. Then, they threw her inside and drove away . . . 

"LET GO! WHAT ARE YOU DOING?! HELP! HELP!" I started screaming and thrashing back-and-forth. The guy to my right tightened his grip on my cast, adding pressure to it.

One of them placed a hand over my mouth to stop me. I snapped my front row teeth on it, but nothing resulted from it. In quick movements, they dragged me towards the black car parked conveniently close. 

"HMMM! MAHMM!" I was thrashing, squirming, and doing whatever I could to be able to get free. I fought with all my might with arms that were pinned back and dangling legs that were kicking air. But, they were too strong. I couldn't see their faces because they were wearing ski masks – how original.

"MAY! You forgot your cell phone!" All of a sudden, Bryan's voice came out of nowhere. 

Never thought I say this, but THANK GOD BRYAN WAS HERE! "BMMM!" I tried to shout. 

"MAY! . . . I'LL RESCUE YOU!" Bryan must've walked out of MuLa to see me being carried off around the corner. I heard his loud footsteps running full speed towards us. When he got close, I saw a part of him attacking the guy on my left, trying to push him off. 

"What are you doing Bryan? LET GO YOU FOOL!" the guy grunted. He whipped around and pushed Bryan away from him. Bryan fell to the ground, stunned. 

Huh? He knew Bryan? Wait a minute . . . his voice . . . his build . . . he was very familiar . . . .

"Hurry up!" The guy on my right growled. 

"Nooooo . . . ." I continued struggling. 

Ignoring me, together, my attackers dragged me towards the car, opened the backseat, and threw me inside. 

I, Maybelline Lee, was kidnapped – never say it won't happen to you.

(Chapter 8)


The car came to a slow stop at a location I didn't recognize. After what felt like hours during the ride, and trying to remember the roads that were taken I had given up. Squished in the backseat of the car between my kidnappers, I couldn't even attempt to roll down the window and call for help. But, the place the car had finally pulled to a stop was a place that I didn't recognize at all. It was scenic-like with trees lining in-between huge boulders here and there – almost like a park. Perfect place for murder. 

"Get out." One by one, my kidnappers got out of the car. 

"Who are you?" I asked for the umpteenth time. "What do you want with me?"

They didn't answer, obviously.

As I got out of the car, I took in the fresh air first; the car had been so stuffy. The driver of the car and the kidnapper to my right all walked away in opposite directions, leaving me alone with the kidnapper that I had thought was so familiar.

I stared at him, through his ugly ski mask, still trying to figure out who he was. Was this how I was going to die? Here in this place? I closed my eyes when I heard him coming closer to me. 

Then, he spoke, "What is your relationship with Choi SangWoo?" 

"Excuse me?" I asked, opening my eyes. They kidnapped me here all this way to ask about that? 

"Answer!" he shouted, spitting everywhere. I felt as though he was backwashing in his own ski mask.

"I - I don't know him," I answered, trying to think my way out of this. 

"Then why did you let him spend the night at your house? Why did he show up at JunJin's house to take you to the hospital and dinner afterwards? Why does he call you?" he went on.

"Are you following me? Who are you?" Forgetting that my life was in the hands of this guy, I blurted out in irritation.

He reached up and took off his mask. 

I gasped. 

Danny. Danny's snake-like eyes narrowed at me as his jaw clenched together; his face was still as frightening as the last time I had seen it. "What is your relationship with him? You're his girlfriend?" 

"N - no," I said, really shaking now. It had been nearly two weeks since I've last seen him, but the chills felt as though they had always been there. This guy was downright scary. 

"I didn't know SangWoo liked girls like you." He smirked. He clasped his hands behind his back and began walking in circles around me, looking at me up and down.

What's that suppose to mean? What, I wasn't likeable or something? In a vain way, I thought. I moved away from him and became very aware of what I could do to stop him, but there were the two other guys. No matter how much hope I could muster up, truth was, I couldn't escape. 

"SangWoo took something from me. So, I'm taking you away from him. I want to see how he likes it. That's why I need you." Danny reached out and touched my chin.

I moved away from him and glared. So, that was his plan. To use me as bait! Ha! The loser! "Don't touch me. And if you think using me as bait is going to work, it won't. Choi SangWoo and I have nothing to do with each other."

"Are you sure?" Danny sneered at me. He reached into his pocket, and for a split second I thought it was for a gun. It turned out to be his cell phone. He flipped it opened and thrust it towards my direction. "Call him."

"What? No!" I said.

"You wanna live?" The way he said it scared me shitless. Excuse my language. But, when thyself is in danger - well, you compromise. Danny handed the phone into my trembling hands. "Call him. Tell him to meet you at The Rock. He'll know where this place is."

The number was already on the small screen and all I had to do was press talk. I was shaking. This situation was too unreal. But, if I called SangWoo here, what would Danny do to him? Kill him? For a moment, I considered to just drop the phone and run. 

"CALL!" Danny screamed, shattering my thoughts.

"Okay," I said. But before I did, I stalled for time to think, saying, "Can I call my umma first? She might be worried why I'm not home. Plus, do you have unlimited minutes? I mean –"

"WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG WITH YOU?! CALL!" Danny screamed, looking at me with disbelief.

"Okay!" I said, shaking as I held up the phone and pressed Talk. The phone rang for five consecutive intervals before SangWoo picked up. 

"Hello?" My heart began to race at the sound of his voice.
"Hey . . . it's May." My palms began to get sweaty; my mouth started to get dry.
"May? What –" SangWoo asked.
"The Rock," I blurted out. "Meet me at The Rock."

"The Rock? What are you talking about? How do you know - oh shit. Are you okay?" SangWoo sounded so alarmed.

"I –" I tried to find some way to tell him what kind of situation I was in, but there was no way.

"Give me the phone." Danny snatched the phone from me, clearly impatient. "I got your little girlfriend with me here. If you don't come in the next fifteen minutes, you can find what's left of her somewhere around here."

My heart dropped. The way his voice was, his body language, and his eyes expressed his semblance, I knew I would eventually die. I swallowed with dry saliva scratching against my throat.

Danny shut off his phone and then turned to me."Sit."
"Are you going to kill me?" I asked meekly.
He smirked. "No . . . not yet."

I sat. I sat on the dirty sand-like ground avoiding Danny's eye contact, and I wanted to cry. I wanted to cry because of the shock of all this. I wanted to cry because I knew SangWoo was trouble. I wanted to cry because I knew I was going to die. 

It wasn't fifteen minutes until SangWoo arrived, huffing and puffing. To this day, I don't know how he got there – did he run or did he get dropped off? Nonetheless, at that time, SangWoo stopped running when he got to the clearing where we were; when he spotted me, his anxious face relaxed. 

"MAY!" I looked up and saw him standing there in a gray sweatshirt and jeans. 

"Don't come any closer!" I warned him. 

"You and SangWoo don't have a relationship? Why'd you lie to me? He's here isn't he?" Danny stepped out from behind the tree where he had been standing; he was twirling a red baseball bat in his hands. He walked over to me and reached down to run a hand through my hair. 

I sat still, so scared. My eyes darted at SangWoo. 

SangWoo's fists immediately clenched together. "WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU TRYING TO PULL?"

"You gotta pay. And you know why . . . ." Danny replied, standing back up to face him. 

"For what?!" SangWoo snapped angrily. "For taking your chick? She came to me, and if you want to settle this all over a girl – you're a fool." 

"YEAH!" Danny didn't even bother to hide it. "You could've any girl you want, but you went after Lisa on purpose because of me! Because I'm with Mayhem! You KNEW!" 

"I didn't know JaeWon let his bitches do stupid things like this," SangWoo snarled. "Since when does he let you go running around taking on personal revenge? And, against me? Do you have any idea what you're doing? Does JaeWon know what you're doing?! Huh?" 

"DO NOT SAY MAYHEM'S NAME! YOU HAVE NO RIGHT!"
"AND YOU HAVE NO RIGHT TO DO SOMETHING STUPID AS THIS!" 

Fed up with talking, Danny held the bat higher up against his shoulder and walked menacingly towards SangWoo. The two of them stood staring in anger at each other when Danny reached him; SangWoo never retreated. 

"You stole my girlfriend. I'm going to kill yours," Danny said, referring to me. 

"You got it wrong. I'm not his girlfriend," I chimed in. How stupid of me, but I couldn't help it. Yet, in the back of my mind I was hoping that that would stop the situation from escalating. 

"I'll kill you if you lay a finger on her," SangWoo growled. 

"You sure about that?" Danny challenged. Right then, the other two guys came back.

SangWoo took a step back, cautiously. He narrowed his eyes at him. "Can't fight one on one can you? Too scared?"

"Shut up." Without so much as a warning, Danny swung the bat into SangWoo's stomach. With a gleam of pure hatred in his eyes, he didn't flinch once as the bat made impact.

*THAWK!*
The noise was deafening and haunting. For a moment, I thought it was a dream. I thought it was all a dream to see SangWoo fall to his knees as Danny swung the bat again on the side of his cheek. Blood spurted recklessly from SangWoo's mouth. 

"NOOOOOO!" I finally found my voice. The sound was un-human and not me, but it was. That's when I realized it wasn't a dream anymore as the side of SangWoo's cheek turned different shades of color. 

"ARGH!" With tremendous speed and power, SangWoo got up quickly. He ducked Danny's third swing at him, grabbed the side of the bat, and held it tightly against Danny's chest. For a minute, it looked like the two of them were stuck in that position.

Then, SangWoo broke it by releasing his right hand and slamming his knuckle hard into Danny's nose. He fought back. He fought back even though blood was everywhere on him. Then miraculously, SangWoo finally got a grip of the bat. 

"DO IT AND SHE'LL DIE!" Out of the nowhere, the sound of two guns cocking filled the air. 

I froze. I didn't have to turn around to know that the guns were pointed at me. 

Because SangWoo paused to look at me, Danny regained himself and grabbed back the bat. 

*THAWK!*WHACK!*THUMP!* 
He clubbed SangWoo relentlessly to the ground. Danny knew he shouldn't hesitate even for a second to hit SangWoo; he continued to pound him as rage took over him. 

"NO!" Forgetting that I had guns pointed at my head, I broke into a run towards them. I pushed Danny out of the way, causing him to lose his balance as I ran over to SangWoo. "STOP! STOP IT! HE'S GOING TO DIE!"

SangWoo was now sprawled on the ground; he was bleeding severely and curled up into a ball. With my heart pumping wildly and my mind crazed, I stooped down in front of SangWoo and waved my hands blindly in front of me to stop Danny's bat from striking. It happened too quickly for me to even feel the pain as the bat hit me at odd angles. 

"Get out of the way!" SangWoo tried to push me aside when he realized what I was doing, but I didn't move. "Move! Run! This is your chance!"

He was going to die and all he could think about was making sure I was safe - making sure I could have a chance to run away . . . that's why he's not fighting back – he wanted them to focus on him for me. 

Danny let go of the bat, which eventually clattered to the ground. He was breathing hard as he stared down at SangWoo and me. Then, extending his hand to one of the guys standing behind him, Danny said coldly, "Give me the gun." 

I stared up in horror as Danny was handed a gun. He pointed it directly at me, "You stole my girlfriend and I'm going to kill yours. Hahahaha . . . But, if you had thought this was because of that – you're a fool SangWoo. It's just part of the excuse to get rid of you once and for all. You're long over-due to die, and you know it. I'll take care of this on behalf of Mayhem, okay?"

"NO! STOP!"

*Click* 

"ARGH! NOOOOO!"

*BOOM!*

(Chapter 9)


Sound always travels faster than light, or in this case – the bullet. The loud shot reached my ears first before my sight zoomed in at the metal bullet whizzing out its socket straight at me. 

I was frozen and couldn't move; no matter how much I wanted to. You know that feeling when you know something is coming at you, but you feel powerless to react quickly? It reminds me of the time in P.E. when I swear I saw the volleyball coming at my face, but I didn't move. I didn't even raise up my hands to block it, I just let it whirl through the air, dropped low, and slam me in the face.

The same thing happened with the bullet. I saw it. I saw it clearly with my 20/20 vision, but I didn't move until SangWoo pushed me hard on the ground. My body slammed against the hard rocks, and it brought me out of my trance in time to see SangWoo – 

"ARGH! NOOOO! MOVE!" With a spurt of energy, SangWoo angled his body and I heard the bullet silenced as it pierced through his flesh . . . . 

"Please let him be okay." I closed my eyes tightly, and then opened them to look at the ceiling of the hospital. The ambient bustle of the hospital brought me back to reality, pulling me away from replaying that scene over and over in my mind again. 

After the bullet penetrated his right arm, Danny, looking like he panicked and realizing what he had done, left the scene. In spite of my state of horror, I had managed to keep enough composure to call for an ambulance. I sat, the whole night, on the bench just outside of his room waiting. SangWoo was done with his operation, but for right now, the doctor was still inside checking up on him.

I'm also forgetting to mention that SangWoo's gang was now present at the hospital – more than a handful. All dressed in dark hooded sweatshirts and black pants, they guarded his door. When they first saw me, all of them stood there gaping at me as if they had known me before. I tried to not care; tried to block them out . . . And, just like how Mayhem has Danny as his second-in-command, SangWoo's had a guy named Reno. He was about SangWoo's height with the most gorgeous eyes, but he carried a not-to-be-messed-with-attitude when he strode past me into SangWoo's hospital room. 

"Please let him be okay," I mumbled just in time to see the doctor walking out of SangWoo's room with a nurse. For a moment, he paused to look at all the guys; he looked startled. 

"Doctor. Is Choi SangWoo okay?" I stood up just as he was about to quickly walk past me. 

He looked at me, and then back at the gang standing there. He nodded. "Uh, yes. He'll be alright. The bullet is taken out of his arm, and his vital statuses are all okay. No problem." And then he added, "If – if you need help, just scream really loud okay? The hospital has security." 

It took me a while to realize he was referring to the guys that were swarming here. I bowed to the doctor in response, and then proceeded into the room. I expected the gang to hold me back, but they stepped aside in murmurs and darted glances at me. 

" . . . Just like her."
"The eyes . . . ."
". . . skin tone."

I left them muttering those weird things and stepped inside SangWoo's room. It was dark and quiet, except for the distinct conversation between SangWoo and Reno. 

"He's not even trying to hide Boss! Let me! I'll get him back! I'll shoot BOTH of his arms!" Reno was saying angrily. 

"I'm telling you. Let it go," SangWoo replied, his voice hoarse.

"WHY?! If we don't do anything to retaliate, our reputation, Crist's reputation, will be mocked and laughed about!" Reno insisted.

"I have my reasons. If he had really wanted to kill me, I would be dead. He aimed for my arm because he still had to think about JaeWon; I'm sure he didn't tell JaeWon he was going to do something stupid like that," SangWoo replied. 

"But, that fucker can't do that! He can't just play like that when he feels like it!" Reno protested, getting angrier by the second. 

"I don't want to talk about it anymore. Shut up." That was the first time I heard sharpness in SangWoo's voice. Now he was starting to sound more like the title of a gang leader. 

"I don't care. If he thinks he can get you so easily, I'll find a way to get JaeWon himself!" I heard Reno turning to leave and before I could pretend that I had just entered the room, he appeared by the door. The expression on his face softened when he saw me and his mouth formed a huge O. "You –"

I guess it was the first time he had noticed me since he had been here. 

"Who is it?" I heard SangWoo ask from his bed.

Reno reached out and grabbed my arm. He pulled me into the room and I saw SangWoo sitting up on his hospital bed on pillows. His arm was not only in a cast, but was wrapped tightly into a white bundle; the IV tube was attached to his other arm. 

"May." He broke into a smile on his pale lips. 

"May?" Reno asked in disbelief. He looked at SangWoo and then back at me. "SangWoo . . . she looks just like –"

"Why don't you go outside Reno?" SangWoo cut across his sentence with a dark look. "Don't you think that's enough for today?" 

Reno stared at me as he let go of my arm. I stared back at him. What the hell was he looking at? I felt like I was in the twilight zone. Slowly, Reno retreated and left the room. I heard a loud roar of murmurs erupt from outside the room after the door was closed. 

In a lighter mood, SangWoo lifted up his right arm and grinned at me, "Hey, look, we're twins."

I walked over to him, saying the first thing I had wanted to say to him ever since yesterday. "Why were you so stupid?!"

SangWoo raised an eyebrow at me, "Huh?"

"Why did you jump in front of me?! You could've been killed! What if you moved your arm and then the bullet went to your chest instead?!" I had to let out. All the hours of waiting had build up so much angst in me.

"May . . . ." he trailed. 
"Why did you do something so stupid like that?!" I demanded. "Why?!"
"It was my natural reflex. Don't think so highly of yourself," SangWoo retorted, annoyed at my tone. 

I stood still now, not because I was thinking of a smart comeback. I was thinking, how could I tell him that seeing him take that bullet for me was horrifying, and that it brought back some of my darkest memories? The memories that I had carefully boxed and shelved away in the restricted sections of my mind?

"Thank you," was my reply to him finally; I stepped back looking defeated. 

SangWoo didn't look away or grow angry with me. Instead, he beckoned for me to come closer. I did. When I was at his side, he reached for my wrist. I didn't take it back. I already knew that the moment when he had jumped in front of me, something was sealed between us. I already knew that no matter what, Choi SangWoo would always be in my life – strange as it sounds. 

"You owe me now. You gotta repay me," he told me. 

"Fine," I agreed, earnest to do anything that would make me feel less guilty about this whole situation. "What do you want?"

"You . . . ." he replied. His eyes captured me in first, and then his gaze took me in. I was falling for him; I was falling for Choi SangWoo even though I didn't know who he was. But, most importantly, I was falling for him even though I knew I shouldn't. Until he finished the rest of his sentence. "You . . . can buy me a drink. I'm dying of thirst and I hate water."

I didn't know whether to punch him or not due to his handicap, so I moved away from him. "I'll go get you something then."

"Thanks!" he shouted after me as I exited his hospital room. He really was strange; he changed emotions so quickly. But I dismissed it as the drugs that must've sedated the pain in his arm. Now, all I cared was how happy I felt that he was okay; it felt as if a huge burden was lifted off of my shoulders.

I made my way through his gang that was still in groups outside of his room. I didn't bother to say anything to them as I left for downstairs to get SangWoo an energy drink; he needed it. 

On my way back up to SangWoo's room with his energy drink and a cup of black coffee for myself, the elevator took a long time, so I decided to take the stairs. Since the room wasn't so high up, I didn't mind. It stretched my legs and forced my body to stay awake just a little longer. As I climbed higher up the staircase, I could hear someone descending it my way, on the floor SangWoo's hospital room was at. 

A dark figure was walking down the same steps that I was climbing up. He had a black beanie pulled low over his forehead with his hands jammed inside his pockets. On one hand, he had his cell phone stuck on his ear, possibly listening to his messages. 

I walked passed him without so much as a glance, until I felt his presence. It sounds weird, but I recognized his presence.

"Yah." I stopped walking and turned to face him. Was it him? Why was he here? To make sure SangWoo wasn't dead or was it the opposite, to make sure SangWoo was dead? 

He stopped walking too, but didn't turn around to look up at me.

"JaeWon." The name slipped out of my mouth before I could help it. I wondered if he remembered me. But, I knew it wasn't the time to ask him to remember. 

That made him turn. Somehow, there was a dark shadow that hid his face from me. I could never see this guy's face clearly! But, I felt his eyes on me. That was enough to make me tense up. 

"What gives you the right to say my name?" he demanded; the same voice, like liquid – if liquid had a tone. I guessed he remembered me. He probably remembered how I huddled against that wall at Feet's house cradling my right arm right Danny broke it.

"What are you doing here? Finishing your bad deed? Finishing what your low-life follower did?" I sneered at him. What was so important about his name that I couldn't say? 

He didn't answer to me; instead he said, "It's a good thing SangWoo didn't die."

". . . ." I knew it!

"I want to kill him myself. Why don't you give him that message for me?"

I gaped at him. The hell? Having half the mind to throw the drinks I was holding in my hands at him, I managed to control myself as I turned around. It was better to just leave than stay and talk to this weirdo. Besides, I had to warn SangWoo he was here - I know where my loyalties lie.

But before I even got onto the next step on the stairs, Mayhem added, "And you, you better stay away from that nuisance if you know what's good for you."

(Chapter 10)

When I went back up to SangWoo's hospital room, I was surprised to see him sleeping. Some of his gang had already departed, leaving only five guys standing guard of the room. They were all talking, but stopped when they saw me. What was up with these guys? Don't make it so obvious.

I settled SangWoo's energy drink and my cup of coffee on the table stand on his right, and then turned to watch him sleep. He didn't have the most angelic sleeping face. For one, his forehead creased and his lips were locked tightly together. He was one of those people who looked better when they were awake. But, he was far from ugly – don't get me wrong. Choi SangWoo was one of the best-looking guys I had ever met – up until then. 

"Ugh," he made a sound.

I walked quietly over to him, until I tripped over some of the wires. Shit. "Wah! Uh!" Good gracious god. I just had to land on top of him. How is this possible?! 

SangWoo's eye popped opened and he saw me, sprawled across his upper body; I was surprise he didn't shout out in pain. But, I laid there very still, trying to think of how I would play this off. "Uh . . . I got your drink."

He nodded, watching me. Our faces were so close together. He could just lean in . . . what am I thinking?! 

"May, can I . . . ask you something?" SangWoo murmured. 

I nodded. Was he going to ask what I think he's going to ask? Where did this growth spurt of feelings come from? Was I REALLY that moved that he had saved my life? My conclusion: Yes, siree, I was definitely was. To sound even more stupid, I added, "Anything."

"Can you . . . get off my arm? I think you killed my circulation," SangWoo said.

"Oh god! I'm so sorry!" I quickly got off of him. 

He laughed. I turned bright red, the blood rushing to my cheeks. "I guess you're okay now. I'm going to go before my umma reports me as a runaway," I muttered, running a nervous hand through my hair. 

SangWoo agreed, looking at the drink I had brought for him, "I'll call you later then, and you better not hang up on me." 

It was my turn to laugh. "I won't. Feel better."

"May . . . can I have?" 
". . . Yes?"
"My drink."

Feeling my face heating up again, I handed him his drink. SangWoo took it from me, but he kept his eyes in lock with mine. 

"Oh, by the way, I just saw JaeWon on my way back up to your room." I changed the subject drastically, not forgetting my encounter with him a minute ago. 

"Oh? Since when does he let you call him by his name?" SangWoo sipped his drink, eyeing me; he didn't seem surprise at all to hear it.

"He didn't. He got ticked off."
"No one's allowed to call him by his real name. You're lucky you're a girl or he would've beaten the crap out of you."

"What's so important about his name that I can't say?" I questioned. "He acts like he's a God." 

SangWoo shrugged, no longer drinking and looking a little disturbed. 

"Why do you two hate each other so much?" I went on. 

SangWoo didn't look as me as he answered softly, "Let's just put it this way, Mayhem and I go way back . . . If he's ever in my territory, I'd kill him. "

I waited for him to launch into his story, but he never did. Instead, SangWoo broke out of his trance and smiled at me. "I'll see you later?" 

I nodded. "Okay." 

"I'll call you. Don't hang up on me this time." SangWoo reminded me once again. 

"I won't," I assured him, reaching for my coffee and headed out of his room. Before I exited, I turned to look at him one last time. "Thanks . . . for what you did."

He only nodded at me. 
. . .



No matter how hard I wanted to put it into words, I didn't realize why I was just drawn to Choi SangWoo. Sure, girls go through phases of being head-over-heels for bad boys, but this was something different. Now, looking back at it, I still think it was strange how he came into my life and stuck there for a while. There are many ways to meet a person; for instance, at school maybe, where you get to see them everyday for a few months. But, the world I met SangWoo in wasn't school – it was his own world, his life. 

And so, we became friends – for a lack of a better term. 

"So, when are you going back to work?" 
"Probably on Monday. I just got my cast off yesterday." 

"Good. I hate working at Sansachun alone; it's so boring." Lina was complaining over the phone. "Mr. Chun is your replacement until you get back; he's actually making me work."

"Hahaha," I laughed at my best friend's laziness. But if I was her, I would've said the same thing. "Alright, listen, I have to go. I'll call you later." 

"Where are you going?" 
" . . . Um . . . meeting a friend." 
"Friend? Is it SangWoo?" 
"Well –"

"It is SangWoo, isn't it? Oh my god! Are you two going out?!" Lina excitedly screeched over the phone. 

"NO!" I protested. "We –"

"I knew you guys were going out. You've been hanging out with him a lot lately ever since he got shot in his arm huh? Did you guys kiss yet? Did you – did you?!" Lina was talking a mile-a-minute. 

"No, we didn't. Look, I have to go. I'll call you later." I hung up quickly, and continued walking down the street, swinging my both of my arms freely. God, it felt so good to have two arms. As I crossed the street, my cell phone rang again.

Thinking it was Lina, no doubt wanting to question me some more, I answered, "Yah, I told you no." 

"No what?" His voice came clearly over the line, smooth. 
"Oh, SangWoo.”  I stopped my pace. "Sorry, I thought you were someone else." 
"Saying no to someone?" he asked. 
"No. I mean – I –" Now, I was confused. 
"Where are you?"
"I'm on my way right now."
"I was just calling to make sure you're coming."
"Yeah, I'll be there in five minutes." 
"Alright. Bye."

As you can tell, my hostile and defensive self towards SangWoo had washed away like the waves of the ocean from the shoreline. No longer wanting to waste my energy with, why was he here? I realized that no matter what, he had become a person in my life. If something happened and we never saw each other for a long time, whenever and wherever I would see him again, I would have the right to say, "Yeah. I know Choi SangWoo." After all, how many strangers would take a bullet for you?

To tell you the truth, we've been hanging out a lot lately – every other day. But just yesterday, SangWoo and I went to the hospital to get our casts off. Although he only had his for a short period of time, his arm healed amazing fast. Now, I was going to meet up with him to have dinner. Funny how things change so quickly.

"MAY!" The voice reached my ears when I had started walking down the street again. 

Oh no. Don't turn back May. Whatever you do, do not turn back! I started to pick up my pace.

"MAY! HONEY!!!" IT shouted again. 

Everyone on the street turned to look at me. I froze, clenched my fists together and turned around to see Bryan in his ghetto outfit running towards me with that rainbow-ish grin on his face. Was I too violent to think that I wanted to slice it off of his face? 

"You have guts to talk to me," I said when he reached me.

Bryan wrapped an arm around my shoulders, leaning against me, grinning. "Aww, I tried to save you May. Honey, I would've died for you."

"That's not the story you told your brother and Lina. You told them you did Tae Kwon Do on those guys. But, did you save me? No – I was taken away in the end, wasn't I?" I replied.

"Hehehe!" Bryan tried to laugh it off. "You're safe now, aren't you?"

"No thanks to you. Get your hands off of me. I'd like to make it through the day being clean." I threw his arms off my shoulders and resumed my pace. He followed me of course. I wish I had a collar with me so I'd slap it on his neck, and then tie him to a tree like a dog.

"Where are you going May?" 
"Taking you back to where you belong – the mental institution."
"Of course I'm crazy . . . crazy for you."
"Ugh! Stop flirting with me. You're so bad at it."
"What? My pick-up lines are the best! Wanna hear one? Ah-hem! Excuse me miss, but I'm from the FBI. The Fine Body Investigators, and I'm going to ask you to assume the position."
"Yah! Say something like that again and I'll really smack you."
"Come on May! Gimme a chance!"

I walked faster, leaving him behind, but he jogged after me. "Where are you going?"

"Nowhere. Go home Bryan!"
"May!" 
"I'm going to Rockets."
"That stupid 'oriental' place? Who are you meeting?"
"My boyfriend!"

Bryan stopped walking, causing me to instinctively stop too. I turned to look at him. I swear his eyes did an in-touch degree, meaning he went triple cross-eyed if that was possible.

"Wha – what?" His lips started to tremble.

Honestly, SangWoo and I were far from being girlfriend and boyfriend, but it slipped out of my mouth. Maybe I said it to discourage Bryan, but I couldn't help but feel that I wanted it to be true in a way . . . 

"Yeah! You heard me. Now leave me alone." I turned around again, continuing my gait.

"I don't believe it! You DON'T have a boyfriend May!" Bryan ran after me.

"Let go of my arm Bryan! What are you doing you freak?" He was now holding onto my arm so tightly. 

"We're taking the shortcut to Rockets. I wanna meet this boyfriend of yours. Is he real or is he a figment of your imagination?" Bryan continued to relentlessly tug at my arm.

"He's real! No! I don't wanna walk through the alley! It's scary!"
"Why are you so worried? You got me!"
"Exactly!"

He was relentless though. Bryan was really starting to tick me off. He's just a little high school boy, flirting with me harmlessly, so why was he getting all worked up?

"Bryan! You're stupid!"
"I wanna see your BOYFRIEND!"

We turned the corner and headed for the labyrinth of alleys. Instead of going for the other less dangerous-looking alleys, Bryan pulled me down the notorious Dead End alley. It's true that if you walk through here, you get to Rockets sooner, but you're taking one hell of a chance. 

We were still arguing while Bryan was half-pulling me deeper into the alley when we heard rough voices at the last turn. 

"Here's your money. Get lost."
"Sh1t! Why'd you guys gotta show up now? Could you do a girl a favor and come back in say 10 minutes? He's hella out of it, and he's so hot and I wanna –"
"I said get lost bitch!"

Bryan and I quickly shut up and took our places behind the wall of the last turn to peek out. There, standing in Dead End were four guys. In the middle, leaning against the gray brick wall, was a girl with so much make-up caked on her face, she looked like a Geisha. She wasn't the only thing interesting. There was a guy lying in a crumpled heap on the floor next to her; he was completely out of it. 

"Reno. Come on. Just 10 minutes," the girl was saying.

"I SAID! GET LOST BITCH!" I had to place a hand on my mouth to not gasp so loudly. Reno – SangWoo's Reno. SangWoo's gang. 

"Fine! Can't even let me have 10 minutes with him after I helped ya'll drug him!" The girl scoffed at Reno before retreating. 

I yanked Bryan back as the girl walked hastily passed us nosily in her high heels. As she passed me, I thought she looked oddly familiar for some reason. But then again, those street girls all looked the same. 

"This is the perfect opportunity. None of his bitches around to help him. I'm calling Boss." Reno nodded to the rest of the gang that were watching the guy on the ground, as he dialed his cell phone. "Yeah, we got him in Dead End. How should we kill him and what method do you suggest? . . . uh huh . . . what? No! . . . I mean . . . I'm sorry . . . alright." 

"What's going on?" Bryan whispered to me.

I shook my head and held a finger up to my lips. Who was that guy on the ground? Did SangWoo give the kill order? Oh my god. Just when I thought I knew who SangWoo was . . . .

Two of the guys broke away and walked over to the guy on the ground. Together, they reached out and grabbed a handful of his hair – and the light hit his face. I gasped. Mayhem . . . Mayhem so knocked out he didn't know he was in the hands of Crist. 

"Do it." Reno gave the orders. He stepped a little away and watched.

"Shit!" Bryan hissed beside me. 

We watched in horror as they all jumped on him. Each one exchanging punches at Mayhem. His eyes were half-open as his body was knocked from side-to-side and kicked on. He looked like a complete soulless corpse. They kept beating him until blood seeped from his forehead down the side of his cheeks. They kept beating him until his arms started to bruise, changing different colors with each punch. They kept beating him until he snapped back into consciousness.

"Ugh!" Mayhem's eyes barely flicked open when a punch was thrown at it. Instinctively, he tried to fight back. But, whatever kind of drug was used on him had him completely knocked out. Where was HIS gang? 

"Bryan, we gotta do something or he'll be killed!" I said, my mind whirling. I turned away, not wanting to look anymore.

"You're kidding! This is history May! Crist's gang beating up the notorious Mayhem!"
"They drugged him first. It's not a fair fight!"
"Fine. We'll leave."
"No! Bryan! We gotta do something."
"Hell no!" 
"You go distract them! I'll get him out of here and we'll meet around the back corner."
"Hell no! May, do you understand what HELL no means?"
"Bryan! You want to say you witnessed a murder?"
" . . . ."

"Go! Now!" I shoved him out. 

He gave me death glare before running all the way down the alley. Then, he turned back; Bryan took a deep breath before he yelled, "I CALLED THE COPS ON YOUR ASSES! THEY'RE COMING FOR YOU!"

The gang ended abruptly as they all turned around to look at Bryan. Reno glared at him, squinting, "Who the fuck are you?"

"I'M CALLING THE COPS ON YOUR ASSES!" Bryan repeated. That frickin' idiot. But, it worked.

"GET HIM," Reno said almost lazily. 

The other guys, as if they forgot they were beating the life out of Mayhem, started running after Bryan now. 

"Wah!" Bryan whimpered as he turned and ran. 

Reno turned back to see Mayhem groaning on the ground. He chuckled, "It's not the end. Can't believe Mayhem's lying at my feet. Not so tough now, are you?" He reached out and kicked Mayhem one last time in the stomach before he started walking after where Bryan had disappeared with those guys chasing him. 

I waited until he was out of sight before I walked out of my corner. 

"Oh my god." As I stepped closer to Mayhem, I realized how bloody he was. "Are you okay?"

He was laying on the ground in a fetal position covered with bruises, cuts, and blood. Gang or no gang, he needed my help. 

"Come on." I stooped down, reached for his right arm and hooked it over my shoulder. Slowly, I got up pulling him up with me. I stumbled slightly; he was heavier than I anticipated. Mayhem leaned on me with his head drooping on my shoulders. He looked really bad; like he was apart of an autopsy, or he was the autopsy. 

"Slowly," I muttered as I supported him, leading the both of us out of Dead End. Mayhem was completely unconscious. He moaned a couple of times, but barely made any other sounds. A part of me wanted to call them cowards for drugging him up first; somehow, I knew that if he hadn't been drugged up, Mayhem wouldn't have allowed them to even touch him. Wait a minute – did I forget what Danny just did to SangWoo last week? 

But I couldn't just drop Mayhem and leave him here for Reno to come back; my conscience would kill me. This time, they could really possibly kill him. So, I continued to support Mayhem as we walked slowly out of the alley when I heard Reno and the gang coming back.

"WHERE THE HELL DID HE GO?"
"HE WAS STILL HERE! HE COULDN'T HAVE GOTTEN UP AND LEAVE!"
"IT HAS SOMETHING TO DO WITH THAT PUNK THAT WAS YELLING. GO FIND HIM!" 
"It's okay though. We beat him up, just like Boss wanted."

*Slap!* "IT WASN"T ENOUGH!"

"YAH! There's someone there!" I turned around, and in horror I saw all the way at the end was the dark shadow of a guy pointing at me. 

"Come on!" My head snapped side-to-side, looking for a place to escape. 

Fortunately, to my right was another turn. I quickly dragged Mayhem along with me, feeling the hot heat of his body against mine. For a moment I thought he was dead, until I heard tiny beats of his heart when I leaned in closer to check.

Down the turn was a big trashcan, flipped over. I didn't even have to time to think as I opened the huge lid and stooped down once again to push both Mayhem and myself into it. 

I closed the lid and everything went dark. God! It smelled. *Crunch* What the HELL did I step on that smelled like so much like a baby's diaper?

"WHERE?"
"I SAW A GIRL HOLDING HIM UP!"
"WHERE?"
"THERE!"

And the footsteps suddenly became louder as they came closer towards the trashcan, where I was hiding inside with the unconscious Mayhem. 

They're going to KILL me!
(Chapter 11)

"I don't see anyone."

"I swear I saw them!"

"Why should I believe you? You're almost legally blind. Let's go."

I couldn't hold it anymore. I let out the breath I was holding at the same time I shifted my body. Mayhem, who was leaning against me, thudded against something. The loud sound echoed in the stingy trashcan.

Sh1t! Did they hear? I held my breath, my heart in my ears. 

"Did you hear that?"
"Of course! I might be blind, but I'm not deaf!"
"Shut up! . . . I think it's coming from the trashcan."

No! Trying as hard as I could, I grabbed a fistful of Mayhem's shirt, and started retracting even deeper inside the trashcan. The smell was so putrid that I had to use everything I had to refrain from barfing right then and there.

"There is something in there. Open it."
"What if it's an animal?"
"Just open it!" 

I tried moving further, but there was no other way. They opened the lid of the trashcan. Light flooded in, chasing away the darkness. 

"The hell?" One of them reached in, grabbed me roughly by the shoulders and dragged me out.
"LET GO!!!" I kicked him, scrambling to get up. 

He dropped me on the ground, and then proceeded to drag Mayhem out too. 

"May?" I heard Reno's voice. I looked up and saw recognition spread across his face. 
"May?" The three that were there all stopped and gaped at me. 

"MAY!" Further down, I saw Bryan rounding around the corner. He was being pushed in front of the fourth guy who apparently had caught up to him; they walked over to us, joining the crazy scene. 

"Oh my god. Please get up.” One of the guys' reached out and helped me up. 

I stood up and dusted myself off. Every one of them was just staring at me now. "We're so sorry!" Together in a stance, they all bowed to me.

What the hell? Surprised, I looked around, not sure if I should bow back. Inside though, I was relieved. They recognized me – from the time I was with SangWoo in the hospital. Thank god! I'm not going to die after all. But, I didn't have time to do any victory dance. 

"YO! MOTHERFUCKERS!" Loud shouts erupted from the end of the alley. 

We all whipped around to see Danny leading a pack of guys. Oh crap! I stared in horror as they all started running toward us, once seeing that Mayhem was on the ground next to my feet. The look on their faces spawned fear from all the other guys next to me, including myself. They were clearly outnumbered; Reno only had four guys with him, including himself. Mayhem's gang looked like there was at least ten. 

Immediately, Reno took out his cell phone and speed dialed. Then, tucking it inside his pockets he grabbed my arm. "We gotta go." 

"What?" I asked, frantically looking around. 

"The rest of you, take care of this. Bum-Soo's gonna be here in a minute. I gotta make sure she's out of this or SangWoo will kill me before those fuckers," Reno told the rest of the guys. Then, turning back to me, he said, "Let's go." 

Without another word, Reno pulled me in the opposite direction and we started running. 

"How did they know?!" Bryan groaned, running after us too. No way was he going to stay and fight. 
"Shut up!" Reno told him.

We kept running; my heart was pounding in my chest as my hair whipped out from my face. Was anyone following us? Loud echoes of shouts, punches and thuds erupted from the alley. But they were no longer in earshot when Reno led Bryan and I ran out of the alley, huffing and puffing. 

The sunlight hit us, guaranteeing safety when we ran out back onto the streets. People who were walking by paused to look at the three of us. Ambient sounds of cars and chatter was a contrast to what was going on back in Dead End. 

Breathing, Bryan leaned in and whispered to me, "We're not going to die? You trust him?" 

I shook my head furiously to make him shut up. 

Reno pointed down the street, "I need you to come with me." 

"What?" Not really thinking and still breathing hard, I followed Reno for some reason with Bryan tailing behind me. 

"Where?" Bryan just had to butt in.
"To my Boss," Reno answered. 

"Boss? Oh damn, is he going to tell Crist that we ruined the plan? Are we going to die May?" Bryan grabbed onto me.
"No, get off," I replied. 

Reno raised an eyebrow, and in a blunt tone he said, "You're not going to die."

"I'll go with you if he comes too." I pointed at Bryan. If I'm going down, I'm bringing this idiot with me too. I wondered what SangWoo has to say; I was supposed to meet up with him anyway. Like I said, gang or no gang, he shouldn't have done that to Mayhem. Now, his gang and Mayhem's gang were still in the alley fighting. And suddenly I was looking forward to seeing SangWoo – I wanted to give him a piece of my mind.

Reno took us to his car, an expensive red Mustang parked all the way around the other end of the alley. Once inside, Reno immediately flipped open his cell phone. He didn't address the person he was talking to, but it was clearly SangWoo.

"We thought we were clear, but that fucker Danny showed up. Yes, I left. I have her with me. The only problem is she's got a kid with her. Right . . . okay." That was the last time we heard Reno talk to SangWoo. And although he resented Reno calling him 'kid', Bryan couldn't shut his mouth during the ride. He kept asking Reno how much he paid for the car, how many mph has he driven in it, and how many chicks could he get with it. Bryan seemed to have completely forgotten that just a moment ago, he had seen Reno about to commit a cold-blooded murder. He's just like his brother, Feet.

I, on the other hand, was in anticipation mood, wanting to talk to SangWoo about what had happened today. I expected Reno to take us to Rockets, the place SangWoo and I decided to meet earlier; instead, he drove us to LimeLight which is another underground club like The Trax, but it's much more sophisticated and legitimate. 

"Wow, look May! We get to come in without having to pay!" Bryan gushed at the front door.

Reno threw him another one of his I'm-getting-really-tired-of-you-punk-so-shut-the-hell-up-before-I-beat-you-back-up-North-Korea-look. "Of course we don't pay, we own it."

"REALLY?!" Bryan's eyes widened. "You hear that May? Crist OWNS Limelight!"

"Shut up," I muttered to him. Now, I was starting to realize I shouldn't have brought Bryan along. He was only good for annoying the hell out of me. That's because you're scared to be alone with SangWoo, a voice taunted me. 

Inside the dark place, Reno led us up the stairs and onto the second floor. Loud music, stray flashing lights lit the floor. Somehow, Reno had managed to spot SangWoo and walked right over to the table in the middle. "Boss." 

SangWoo was taking sips from the straw in his Margarita when he looked up, round eyes with puckered lips. He tucked his cell phone away inside his bomber jacket, and broke into a smile when he looked up and met my gaze. "May."

"Why'd you do it?" I asked right away, bluntly. 
"What?" His eyes flicked over to Reno, who retreated back.

"I don't know how gangs work or anything, but to drug someone up before beating them is really cheap," I told him in a straight-forward manner. "And if you two are both leaders, don't you think that's a coward thing to do?" 

"You drugged him?" SangWoo's head snapped back to Reno. "Who told you to drug him?"
"Well – it was the only way we could get our hands on him. You know how Mayhem is." Reno tried to explain.

SangWoo stood up from his chair and strode over to Reno. He leaned in and said loud enough for Bryan and me to hear, "Explanations after an action is useless. Get out of here. I'll deal with you later."

"I – we have to talk," Reno concluded, darting a look at me and Bryan. "In private." 
"Don't tell me when we need to talk. Leave," SangWoo snapped at him. 

Reno looked livid; he looked like he wanted to say something else, but decided against it. With clenched fists, he turned and left. 

For a long second, SangWoo stood still looking after him. Then, remembering that we were here, he turned back to me and Bryan; sitting down, he told us, "Sit down. Maybe then – I can explain." Without a word, Bryan and I exchanged glances as we slowly pulled out the chairs and sat down. I continued to stare at SangWoo – just when I thought I knew him, I really have no idea.

"Mayhem's been causing me a lot of trouble. His territory is in Pusan, not Seoul. But, lately he's been here. About two nights ago, he attacked a girl that one of my guy's are attached to." As if it was regular conversation, SangWoo placed his hands on the table and smiled. He had been aware that I had been staring at him, wanting him to answer my question in the first place. 

I stiffened in my chair. Was that a valid reason to do that to him? You know what, yeah, it was. That rapist! To think I helped that bastard! "Oh . . . I thought –"

"I'm not that kind of person," SangWoo told me, his eyes gluing me in. "I just had to let him know he couldn't do that in my territory." 

"I didn't know," I told him honestly. "It was just really bad."
"I'm sorry you had to see it. But –“ SangWoo was suddenly cut-off.

"Whatever," Bryan spoke up, scoffing. I looked over to see he had his arms crossed his chest with this wannabe-tough-gangster look. Something was ticking inside of his head. He was thinking – that's bad. 

SangWoo realized that I was looking at Bryan, so he finally acknowledged him. "You are?"

"Feet's brother," I said.

"Feet's brother AND May's boyfriend." What the hell was he up to now? Bryan stretched his arm across my shoulders suddenly. Like he was coming to life, he leaned in to whisper, "So, this was the boyfriend you're talking about? Huh! I'm MUCH better than him May. Leader of Crist? I'm leader of the Bryan Clan. Beat that!"

Slyly, I reached under the table and pinched his knee. He jumped, but kept his arm on my shoulder.

"Boyfriend?" SangWoo looked from Bryan to me. "I didn't know you have a boyfriend."

"That's right! She LOVES me." Bryan had the most arrogant look on his face. He was definitely on crack. Why didn't I see it before? The hell was he doing?!

"Well . . . congratulations," SangWoo said in monotone, but I could tell he didn't like Bryan's attitude at all. The muscles in his cheek retracted slightly as he studied Bryan; then, he looked back at me. 

"No. He's not my boyfriend. He's still in high school," I said quickly.
"MAY! What a kidder!" Bryan laughed loudly, causing the people around us to stare. 

SangWoo didn't give me another look as he picked up his Margarita glass and sipped through the straw. He looked so calm and collected, like he was thinking. Was I wrong to think there was something between us? He settled down his glass and then turned to Bryan, "So, what's going on in your life Bryan? What do you plan to do after high school?" SangWoo emphasized the high school part.

"Gonna be a rapper," Bryan answered proudly.

The embarrassment! All wrapped up into one. I tried to hide my face behind my hands.

"Rapper?" SangWoo raised an eyebrow, giving him this unexplainable smile.

"Better than a short-lived gang leader," Bryan answered quickly. 

Wait a minute. Pause. Stop. Rewind. Play. 
"Better than a short-lived gang leader."

DID HE WANT TO DIE? WASN'T IT HIM THAT KEPT ON SAYING HE DIDN'T WANT TO DIE? THE HELL WAS HE SAYING SOMETHING LIKE THAT TO SANGWOO?! With a worried face, I looked over at SangWoo. To my surprise, he still had the smile on his face. "What do you rap about?"

"Anything," Bryan shrugged. "Why? You wanna battle?" 
"Excuse me?" SangWoo asked. 
"Freestyle." Bryan pressed on. 
"Huh . . . ." SangWoo just nodded, continuing to look at me dead in the eyes. 

"Do you even KNOW how to rhyme words? Or you dropped out of school too soon?" Bryan had done it; he had pushed the final button. 

"Let's go then." SangWoo broke away from the stare we were sharing to get up. Suddenly, he said, "Let's battle. You scared?" Placing his drink back on the table, he popped the collar to his shirt. 

"Heck no! Let's go!" Bryan stood up so fast that his chair almost fell backwards. Giving SangWoo his hardcore-st look, he bit his lower lip in challenge. 

"Let's go." SangWoo winked at me when he got up and started walking to the little podium LimeLight offers. He went straight to the DJ and within seconds the music that was playing came to scratch. "Alright ladies and gentlemen. It seems we have a freestyle battle tonight for your entertainment." 

"I'ma win this for YOU baby!" Bryan shouted aloud before walking toward the podium.

I lowered myself in my seat. What the hell were these two going to do? Battle? Freestyle? What the hell is this? But then again, Bryan was asking for it. From the moment he walked in here and saw SangWoo, he thought he was better than him. He obviously didn't care who SangWoo was – even though he was the leader of Crist; that showoff, he was asking for it. 

"Let the beat drop YO!" Oh. My. God. Bryan suddenly switched into the black 50-cent. 

** Boom chicka boom dun dun boom chicka boom dun dun dun ** The DJ started spinning.

Everyone in LimeLight stopped dancing, talking, and even drinking to turn their attention to the stage. Bryan grabbed the microphone and made himself home on the stage. Grinning with this confidence, he started the first verse. 

"Yo check it. I'm da hottest thang around//
Wen da ladies see me, dey all over meh leke I'm da cutest puppy in da pound//
Yo, MC fo life so ya betta step back 'cuz I'm here ta embarass ya/trash ya/ 
Am I speaking too fast fo ya ta undastand?//
Or is your A.D.D. too damn grand?//
Huh, ya look leke a ghetto uljjang/
But ya juss a nobody in a gang/
So sad// too bad/ I'm glad//
That I aint you/
I'm the real gangsta, damn right foo!/
Yo, the atmosphere real thick in hurr// 
Try you might, I still see your fear//
You lookin' stupid standin' thurr waitin' for meh ta serve it ta you/
Go sit down cuz it's what you best do/

"OH!" The crowd clapped loudly at Bryan's first serve. 

Oh geezes, I sunk lower in my chair watching the scene. Although he didn't sound bad, he really needed stop doing his 'gangster' movements; his hands were flying all over the place. 

When Bryan finished his verse, SangWoo was looking at him to say, "So that's how it is? Alright."

"Wanksta in da house sayin' he's da hottest//
Infatuated wit himself /
Thinking he's a goddess//
You say you wanna serve me ya lyrics/
How can you when you can't spell half the words you said?// 
Why don't you take a seat and take notes instead//
I'ma be nice and teach ya how to rhyme/ 
Real MC, you ain't nothing but a waste of time/

"OHHHH!" The crowd screamed again, whistling. 

I. think. my. heart. stopped. 

Did rapping come naturally to guys like them? Their voices flowed along with the beat simultaneously; this actually was good. But Bryan looked like he was going to burst; he nodded, and then began rapping so fast that his face was turning red like a tomato.

"Ya silly flows simply dun botha me/
Yo pretty boy ain't there some place ya gotta be?/
Michael Jackson called, ya late fo an appointment at Neverland//
Dun you go over thurr every other weekend//to let him play with ya . . . hand?// (crowd cheered, knowing what Bryan was really implying.)
Muh tongue aint gonna stop 'til I done rippin' ya apart/
Make ya so angry ya gunna pop/like a poptart/
Ya too grotesque//I'm the best//Ya too stupid//I'm the meaning of cupid//
Just shot ya heart didn't I?/
Too bad, I don't go tat way//
Now, wat ya gots ta say?//

SangWoo looked up with this smirk on his face; he turned to look at the crowd. Holding the microphone with confidence, he took control. 

"You tryin' ta say I'm gay/
so blunt but so sorry fo you I dun go tat way/
I'm da one da ladies want//
Why you talkin' lyke you got sumthin' ta flaunt?//
Actin' so shady/
To prove you wrong, I'ma take YOUR lady/
In da meantime/in between time/ Go and study ta be a hairdresser!/
While I'll serve this stanza ta you like a English Professor/
Lemme teach you sumthin about rhymin'//
Verses swerve at da right timin'// 
It takes skills/
You spittin' up weak lyrics fo da thrill/
I said it once, and I'll say it twice// 
Real MC, you ain't nothing but bothering lice. //

"OH!!!" It was clear that the battle ended when SangWoo's last verse ended because the crowd was cheering so loudly for him; it was deafening. The beat of the music scratched to stop as the whole crowd clapped and went wild for him like he, alone, was the group Shinhwa. SangWoo smiled, and then pointed in my direction as he winked. 

SangWoo had done it; he had helped completely ease the tension and took my mind off of what I had seen today. And so, I sat in my seat, not really knowing what to think because I was too busy laughing at the pissed off look in Bryan's face. 

Who was Choi SangWoo?! 

Just when I thought I had him figured out.
(Chapter 12)

"WAH!!!"

"Yah, enough. Bryan, get a grip." 

"WAH!!!"


I rolled my eyes at the back of Bryan's head, thinking this is getting ridiculous. But by now, it seemed quite evident that he was not going to let the blow to his ego go so easily. Seeing how he was squatting on the sidewalk with a pitiful look on his face, I couldn't help feeling pity for the little booger who had unrequited love for me. I felt bad. 

Wanting to kick myself at the thought, I managed to suck it up as I crouched down next to Bryan, "You know, you weren't bad up there. You owned that stage; surprised the heck of me. Your rhymes were really good." 

Bryan looked up at me; his puppy-dog eyes were moist at the lashes. "Re - really?"

I nodded. "I had to try hard not to laugh when you said you wanted to be a rapper, but you showed me up when you went on stage."

Bryan nodded, pouting. "Damn right I owned that stage. That wannabe was no competition right May? The monster." 

The Monster, Bryan was referring to, was Choi SangWoo. Not exactly wanting to discredit SangWoo, I simply answered, "No comment." 

"WAH!!!" Bryan exploded, pointing at me with an accusing finger. "You're fraternizing with the enemy!" He buried his face into his arms and stomped his feet on the ground again.

"Yah! Aish! It's not the end of the world!" I reached out and patted him on the back. Even if he annoyed the living ba-jizzle out of me, he was just a kid at heart – clearly evident in his teeny-bopper tantrum as of right now. 

"You know what would make me feel better May?" Bryan sniffled, turning to look at me as he pointed at his right cheek. "Can I have a kiss?" 

"Yah, you're pushing it." 
"Aww . . . come on!"

"Ready to go?" Just when Bryan was returning to his perverted self, we both turned around to see Choi SangWoo stepping out of the front doors of LimeLight. He was pulling on his jacket, but stopped half-way when he saw me with my arms around Bryan. His eyes narrowed, and for some reason I instinctively withdrew my arms from Bryan. 

Standing up at the same time, both Bryan and I watched SangWoo walk over to us. 

"Nice verses." The first thing he did was reached for Bryan's hand. 
Bryan turned the other way, scoffing, "I know."
I sighed, "Bryan, don't you know anything about sportsmanship?"
"Yeah, only when I win," Bryan replied.

SangWoo's expression was hard to read, but when he turned to me, he was smiling. "Are you ready? I'll take you guys home." 

"You got shotgun May. I don't want to sit next to him," Bryan grumbled, already heading toward SangWoo's car. 

SangWoo and I exchanged glances. "It was just a good time, right?" 

"You have to excuse him, that's just the way he is. Different from his brother huh?" I asked, reminding SangWoo of Feet who did nothing but kiss up to him the first time they had met. 

SangWoo laughed with simplicity. "I guess." 

I smiled back at him; he was such a good sport for dealing with Bryan. If SangWoo was any other guy, he would've slugged Bryan by now. Even though Choi SangWoo was full of surprises, there was always one thing I knew for sure about him – he didn't act without thinking. Although it wouldn't be until later when I would find out why – at the time, I trusted it. 

"So, how's your mom doing?" SangWoo was asking me when we were inside his car, strapping on our seatbelts. 

Surprised at him mentioning umma, I still answered, "She's fine." 
"Yah! Why are you asking about MY mother-in-law?" Bryan spoke up from the back seat. 

I turned back and gave him the dirtiest look I could. From the back, Bryan kissed his palm and blew me a kiss. That little jerk! What am I going to do with him? I saw SangWoo glancing at the rearview mirror at Bryan, and once again he didn't say anything at all. Instead, he turned over the engine, and shot the car out of the parking space and onto the streets. Pausing at a stop sign, SangWoo reached out and turned on the radio. Music flowed through the speakers and filled the silence in the car. 

I prayed that Bryan wouldn't say anything else, and God seemed to have heard me because Bryan was quiet during the ride. Maybe he's making up new lyrics, I thought to myself. When I saw Bryan pulling out his cell phone, I relaxed in my seat. At least he was now too occupied to say anymore "Bryan things." 

It was a strange situation, sitting there in the passenger seat of SangWoo's car. I kept glancing at him, curious of what he was thinking about as he kept his eyes on the road with one hand on the steering wheel. The cool, calm, and collected way he appeared in front of me was what drew me to Choi SangWoo in first place – I cannot deny that. Not only was it because of the way he simply looked, it was also because of his presence – his aura. 

Because I had managed to occupy myself with staring at SangWoo during the whole ride, I didn't realize the car was in front of the curb of my apartment complex. Only when I saw the familiar dim streetlights did I realize we were finally here.

"Come on May. Let's get the hell out of here." Without saying another word to SangWoo, Bryan un-strapped his seatbelt and got out of the car – slamming the door behind him.

I un-strapped my own seat-belt, sighing, "He's –"

"I need to talk to you before you go." SangWoo turned to me immediately, giving me the sense that he had had wanted to say that for some time now. 

I stared into his eyes, burning mine. "Wha –"

"Yo! May! Let's go!" Piercing pounds erupted in the silent car. 
"Yawp!" I jumped as Bryan pounded my window. "Come on!" 

Irritated, I said through gritted teeth, "Excuse me," to SangWoo before leaving the car. 

"Let's go," Bryan grabbed my arm and proceeded to drag me along with him as soon I stepped out. 
"Yah! What is wrong with you?" I pulled away from him. 
"You don't buy that bullsh1t The Monster is giving to you right?" Bryan spun around. 

"What are you talking about?" I lowered my voice, knowing that SangWoo could very well hear Bryan and I yelling.

"Puh-lease May! He's trying to get in your pants!" Bryan drawled.
I rolled my eyes at him, "Yah! Quit talking like that! What do you want Bryan?"

"I'm your boyfriend! You should stay away from The Monster! Can't you see I'm trying to protect you?! He's no good! I can read him like a children's-story edition. He's just playing with you," Bryan reasoned.

"First of all, I'm not your girlfriend. Second of all, you can't read!" 
"I can sense him, you know? I have a sixth sense you know that?" 
"What, six sense? You see dead people? What does that have to do –"
"No! My sixth sense is recognizing players."
"Yeah, of course. Game recognize game." 

"I don't know if I should be flattered or not, but this is serious May. SangWoo is NOT the guy for you." Bryan reached out for my arm again. 

"Enough! Enough, okay?" I pulled away from him, glaring. "That's it. Just go home Bryan." 

He stared at me in disbelief. Then, glancing back at SangWoo's car parked on the curb, he scoffed. "Fine. Just know that . . . ."

I looked away, knowing that Bryan, like all crazy fools, would snap and go berserk. Instead, he added, "You're letting your future walk away from you." 

"I'm sure," I replied sarcastically. Bryan stuck his tongue out at me, turned on his heels and walked away; when he reached the corner, he turned and gave me one last look before disappearing. As much as I hated the way he was around me, I couldn't help feeling the affect of Bryan's attempt to school me in reading people. 

But, should I have listened to him? 
. . .



"Pudding?" Looking up into the specks of light lingering in his eyes, Choi SangWoo was offering me a cup of pudding with a slight smile on his face. 

"Pudding," I stated, slowly taking it from him. I hated pudding.

"Yeah, pudding." SangWoo flopped himself down on the bench besides me.

I was barely opening the lid when he already had his first mouthful. "Hmm . . . yum."

"I've never known a guy that has a sweet tooth," I said, placing my plastic spoon in the cup. I laughed at his simplicity. 

"Oh. I don't. It's just for pudding . . . why aren't you eating?" SangWoo pointed toward me. 

"Not hungry. I feel kind of bloated," I lied.

He didn't press on; I watched him eat with envy. I wished I could eat pudding like that. But, I was too occupied with being content at the fact that SangWoo had asked me to hang out with him longer. I had thought that after the little escapade with Bryan, he would've just wanted to forget the whole thing; but, here we were, outside of Delicious, a local junk food store, eating pudding on the outside bench watching cars zoom by. 

"So, are the feelings mutual between you and Bryan? You like him as much as he loves you?" It took me a moment to realize SangWoo was just teasing me. 

"Are you kidding me?" I blurted out in disbelief. "No way."
"You two make a good couple." SangWoo settled back against the bench, studying me. 
"You don't like him do you?" 
" . . . I've delt with worst."

"You shouldn't mind Bryan too much though. I know he's only doing what he does to annoy me; that's how sixteen-year-olds are, you know? But sometimes he goes overboard." I tried to explain. 

But SangWoo disregarded it, changing the subject. "I had wanted you to come alone." 

"Huh?"
"Today was supposed to be our day remember?" 
"Right . . . ." 

At a lost for words, I stared up at the night sky as a plane flew by, lights flashing. SangWoo, on the other hand, silenced his cell phone when it rang. 

"What's bothering you?" SangWoo finally asked, turning to give me his full attention. "May." 

"After what happened to Mayhem today, I didn't want to see you alone," I admitted, intertwining my thumbs together on my lap. 

SangWoo didn't hesitate when he said, "Why did you help him?" giving me the impression that it was a question he had wanted to ask for a while now. 

"How could I not?" I blurted, blinking at him. "Honestly, how could you even do that? Even though it may not have been your idea to drug him, but –"

"There are just some things I can't say, or tell you. It's hard to ever get JaeWon alone, and Reno had to do what he could." SangWoo defended his actions in such a bias way that piqued my curiosity. 

I shook my head. "It doesn't matter. It's still not right." 
"May –" SangWoo interjected.

"Maybe you're used to seeing people getting beat up and clobbered like that, but I wasn't. Gang or no gang, I couldn't stand by and watch him get killed. I'm human, I have feelings. So, can you blame me?" I looked at him, trying to make him see my sincerity.

SangWoo went silent, staring at me as if trying to read my mind. "You don't understand. There's –"

"Why do you keep wanting to justify what you did?" I questioned. "Why? What for? Is it –"

"It's not like it's a big secret why I hate him," SangWoo interrupted me, no longer wanting to avoid my questions. 

"Hate?" I leaned in closer, looking clearly into his face. 
"He did something to me that I'll never forgive." SangWoo's jaw clenched.

"What is it?" What could've Mayhem had possibly done to SangWoo? I thought SangWoo didn't want to go further, but he surprised me when he did. "Our rivalry isn't as simple as it's perceived. I admit, I provoked him, but it didn't give him any right at all to use that gun."

"He . . . used a gun?" I asked slowly.

"He – he shot my little brother. He climbed up the tree in my backyard, held the silencer at my bedroom window and pulled the trigger. He thought the figure in my room, sitting at my desk was me, but it was my eight-year-old little brother." SangWoo's voice was heavy with emotion.

A shock jolted through my body. I stared at SangWoo with the oddest sensation ever. Words may not hurt, but they do make a significant impact. I felt as though something cold went through me as SangWoo's words sank into my mind. 

"It was one of the most emotionally painful experiences in my entire life. I think I cried more than I'll ever cry. That little kid meant everything to me . . . I wanted to kill JaeWon afterwards, but I wasn't in the right state. And even now, I haven't had my revenge." SangWoo looked away, as though irritated that he had told me. 

I sat there not knowing what to say. A part of me wanted to kick myself for taking SangWoo there – if I had just shut up, he wouldn't have had to repeat such a horrible story. I felt terrible. "I'm so sorry. I didn't know. I –"

SangWoo didn't even let my apology soak in before he asked, "Have you ever lost someone?" 

It was an inevitable question in a conversation like this one, but the selfish part of me spoke out first. ". . . No." 

SangWoo stared at me for the longest time as if trying to figure me out. "I've lost two people that I've loved. My brother and my girlfriend – my first girlfriend." 

Was Mayhem really that cold and heartless? "I'm so sorry." 

SangWoo stared straight ahead again, watching a car pass by on the street as his eyes disappeared again when his eyebrows burrowed together in thought. Without thinking – without realizing the emotions I could bring along with it, I couldn't help myself as my hand left my side. Gently, I extended my palm and settled it on the side of Choi SangWoo's cheek. His soft skin melted into my palm when he turned to me. If SangWoo was surprised, he didn't show it. His eyes glazed over as they trailed from my arm to the hand that was now upon his cheek. He seemed like he wanted to say something, but didn't. And to be perfectly honest, I didn't want him to say anything either. 

I don't know why I did that – why I was so forward, why I made that move. Was it his story of how his brother died that made me do it, or was it because of my own pain? 

And even after arriving home and closing my bedroom door behind me, allowing the darkness to swallow me, I still couldn't chase away the haunting conversation SangWoo and I just had. I held out the ticket, of a boxing match SangWoo had invited me to before dropping me off, close to my heart as I struggled to sort out my thoughts. 

His question, simple, as it was, "Have you ever lost someone?" plagued me. I wished I had told SangWoo the truth. But no matter how I pictured myself saying it, I couldn't put it into frame. Indeed, I had lost someone too, but I wasn't ready to confide in him. Why not? It's not as simple as he thinks. It's twisted and complicated. 

You see, I have a secret that I've managed to keep behind the walls I've build up. I've struggled with it; on the outside, it's nothing more than a mere memory while on the inside, I desperately wanted to run from it. 

It is my darkness. And when it's time, when I'm ready, I'll tell SangWoo about it. 

He and I shared the same pain.


(Chapter 13)

I slept until mid-afternoon the next day, and woke up in a bad mood. The conversation with SangWoo last night burned in my mind so much that it pulled a lot happiness out of me. Too much thinking really wasn't good; I don't recommend it to anyone. It was God's grace that I didn't have work today. 

The loud chatter from the kitchen had woken me up. With bed-hair and sleep clinging to me, I simpered into the kitchen where I found umma and Mr. Im having lunch. 

"Well, look who's finally awake.” Umma looked up from her plate of food. "You got in late last night?" 

I nodded, flopping down on a chair and closed my eyes. The bright sunlight streaming through the open window really bugged me. 

"Yah. Where are your respects?" umma inquired.

"Good morning umma. Good morning Mr. Im," I mumbled with my eyes closed still. 

"Good afternoon May," Mr. Im answered me. 

I could hear umma tsking me, but she resumed her conversation with her best friend. "So, tell me about that nephew of yours."

"Well, apparently he's been shuffling back and forth from Pusan to Seoul. It was just last night that he showed up at my house. We had a long talk, so now he's staying with me," Mr. Im answered.

"Where are his parents?" umma asked.

"In America. It's a long story, but they let him stay here on his own. He's old enough, of course," Mr. Im replied.

"Why didn't you bring him with you today? I'd like to meet him." 
"Oh no. I don't want to bother you." 

"Nonsense! How long have we've known each other DongWan? Bring him over. Besides, it's just May and I tonight. I always insist we spend at least one day of the week together to have dinner." Umma persisted her invitation. 

I let out another loud yawn causing umma to frown. Getting up, I headed back to my bedroom. They woke me up to be talking about Mr. Im's niece – err, nephew? 

"May, since you're up. I hope you didn't forget the laundry needs to be done today." Aww damn! Just as I was about to get away, she just had to bomb me with responsibility.

"Umma . . . ." I whined, ruffling my hair.
"I already put everything ready in the laundry basket." She pointed. 

Mr. Im laughed. "What are you laughing about?" Umma turned to him.
"It makes me wonder why I never got married and had kids," he replied.
"You!" She reached out and punched him lightly on the arms. 

I stood watching umma and Mr. Im joke with each other, feeling an overwhelming sense of sadness. Even though they've known each other since forever and had been through so much together, it's hard to believe they're only friends. As I watched umma laugh at something Mr. Im said, I couldn't help thinking that she never smiled like that with my appa . . . 

"Hello? It's two in the afternoon. You think I'm going to let you sleep more?" Umma snapped me out of my trance.

"Fine," I grumbled, heading toward my room again. 

A minute later, I was out of the apartment carrying the humongous laundry basket. Usually I had no problem doing the laundry, but there was something about today that bothered me for some reason. I couldn't quite put a finger on it. 

The only neat thing about the apartment complex that umma and I lived in was the first floor. It was the laundry room for all tenants to use, but it also had an arcade room. When I get bored sometimes, I would find myself down here playing air hockey – my favorite game. That was my only motivation for quickly picking the biggest washer, dumping all the clothes in it, and then taking the extra coins to head over to the air hockey table around the corner. 

Air hockey is a simple game. The concept of the game is: two people face off where each person stands at one end of the table, and they knock a thin, NASA-developed, puck back and forth with two paddles attached to their hands. The objective is to shoot the puck into your opponent's goal, which is a small slot on the end of each table. You play until the set score is reached, or until someone gives up. 

The apartment complex was always full of little kids hanging down here, but not today. There was only Matt, a nine-year-old with the body of a God (too bad that God is Buddha) taking his stance at one end of the hockey table. Matt is this loud-mouthed that constantly stalks the arcade room. I hadn't seen him for a while, forgetting what a nasty kid he was. 

When he saw me, he stuck out a stubby middle finger at me. "Yah, you up for a game?" 

"YOU BETTER PUT THAT FINGER AWAY BEFORE I BITE IT OFF OR SOMETHING!" I stared at him with wide-eyes. How disrespectful kids are these days? I had to tell myself that he was not MY kid, if he was – I'd beat the R-E-S-P-E-C-T into him. "Just for pointing that finger in my face, I'm going to make sure I beat you ten-to-one!" It was dumb how I get competitive with a nine-year-old, but I felt the need to show him up. 

"Bring it on, old woman." 
"What did you call me?"
"You heard me." 

"Let's go!" Slapping the puck onto the cool, airy table, I reached out and whacked the puck straight at Matt's slot. He quickly moved his hand to block it. 

"Is that all you got?" Matt scoffed. "Come on May. I know it's been a while, but gee – you suck!" 
"Aigo –" I blew a strand of hair out of my face. "Serve it!" 

Back and forth we went for at least an hour before I had to stop. The score: 2 - 0. I was winning of course.

"Why? You scared I might catch up?" Matt sneered at me, banging the puck.

OH! If only he was my kid! "No. I gotta go put clothes in the dryer. When I come back, I'm going to KILL you." 

He stuck his tongue out at me as I walked away. It took fifteen minutes to get everything into the dryer, all the while Matt's face kept floating into my mind, irritating me even more. When I came back, Matt was having a tantrum. He was shaking his fists and repeated cuss words like a broken CD player. For a second I thought he was prepping for the game. 

"You STUPID motherfucker! You CHEATED you freakin' MOFO!!!" 

"Ahh, shut up. Where are your parents? I'm sure they won't mind me pounding some respect into you," a voice answered him. Hey! That's EXACTLY what I was thinking of doing to him. 

I walked closer to see who Matt was talking to. I stopped. 

Mayhem. JaeWon. Whatever the hell he wanted to be called was leaning against the hockey table and glaring at Matt. He looked completely conscious today, but his bruises and cuts were still there. He stepped forward, allowing some light to meet his face. I stared at him for the longest time. I stared at him until he realized I was staring at him.

"You."
"You."

"MAY! BEAT THAT asshole FOR ME!" Matt wailed. He started jumping up and down, sticking his middle finger at Mayhem. 

"Go figure. The cussing bubblegum machine knows you," Mayhem scoffed.
"Yah," I said. He didn't seem to remember I saved him just yesterday. 
"May! Beat the ass! He says he's the champion of Air Hockeym." Matt tugged at my shirt.
"Please. If you want to send in reinforcements, at least chose a guy,” Mayhem said.

What a sexist! I pushed Matt aside and strapped the small paddles on my hand. "So, you think girls can't play?" 

Mayhem raised an eyebrow at me. "If I beat you, are you going to tell Choi SangWoo? Huh? SangWoo's bitch?"

"Excuse me?" I narrowed my eyes at him; it stung to have some guy call me a b!tch. "Who are you to call me a bitch?"

Mayhem went silent as a smirk spread across his lips. "It's a free country right?"

"She'll KILL you!" Matt sneered at him, placing the puck in the middle of the table. 

"If you're not his bitch, how come you just happen to show up anytime he wants you to?" Mayhem leaned across the table, swiping at the puck. 

I moved quickly, blocking it. I maneuvered my hands carefully in a slow motion before - WHAM! The puck slammed into the corner near his slot, but he twisted his wrist with such agility that it was in his control now.

"Do you not have a life? Do you follow us?" It was a ridiculous comeback, but I wasn't going to back down. 

I kept my eyes on the puck, waiting for his move. "HA!" Dayum! Did he have to scream that loud? I jumped back, but reached out in time to stop the puck halfway. Oh, so the boy can play? So what?

"Your form is really bad," was his snotty answer. 
"Who do you think you are?" I growled. 

Back and forth. Side to side. Hit after hit. Thirty minutes went by and no one scored yet. Matt was getting anxious. He started out encouraging me and cussing at Mayhem. Now, he was cussing at both Mayhem and me. 

"MAY! You suck!"
"Scarred face! LOSER!" 

I felt tiny drops of sweat on my forehead. I was moving around so much, whacking my arms and forth was getting really tiring. Maybe that's why he easily scored on me. I was watching the puck very carefully until I blinked. In one spilt second, Mayhem had pushed the puck towards my slot with incredible force. It zoomed towards me and before I could reach out and stop it, it slipped into my slot with a clatter.

"HELL YEAH!" He raised his hands above his head; completely breaking from his cool, collected self he celebrated. 

"ARGH!" I shouted. "That was NOT a FAIR game!"
"That's what I SAID!" Matt butted in.

Mayhem gave Matt and me a sneer. "Losers." His cell phone started ringing; he walked away to answer it. 

"Yah! DOUBLE OR NOTHING! COME BACK HERE!" I shouted after him, so angry I had let him beat me. But, Mayhem had already disappeared out of the arcade.

"YOU SUCK!" Matt poked my side as he ran away before I could grab him. 

What was hell was that?! I stalked over to the dryer to retrieve the dry clothes. Just out of nowhere Mayhem shows up at my apartment complex, beats me at my favorite game, and then disappears without a thank you for saving his ass yesterday. But, the feeling that something about today was not right crept up on me again. 

I didn't realize how long I've been here until umma called me on my cell, "Are you doing laundry or did you go out? I don't care. Get up here NOW!"

Isn't my umma the best umma in the world? I dragged the laundry basket up to our apartment after I was finally done. As soon as I pushed open the door and entered the lit apartment, I nearly dropped the laundry basket on the floor. My eyes were glued to Mr. Im's nephew – standing in the middle of my living room, between umma and Mr. Im. 

"You –"

"This is Yoon JaeWon, Mr. Im's nephew," umma 'introduced' us. "JaeWon, this is my daughter, Maybelline." 

"Nice to meet you." JaeWon had a smirk on his face, as if secretly enjoying the word shock that stamped on my forehead. 

I scowled at him, forgetting that umma and Mr. Im were there. "You –"

"Well, dinner's ready. Why don't you go put that away May. Come on DongWan. JaeWon, you too, I saved you the best seat in the house." Umma hadn't heard me, and so she started pushing them toward the kitchen.

Giving Yoon JaeWon a death glare, I left the living room and disappeared inside my bedroom to drop the laundry basket on the floor. "What the hell is he doing here?" Yoon JaeWon=Mr.Im's nephew=gangleader of Mayhem=murderer of SangWoo's younger brother= What am I going to do?

"MAY! DINNER!" umma's voice rang out. "MAAAAAAYYYY!!!"

"Stay calm, control the situation," I muttered to myself, making up my mind. This was the perfect opportunity to get him back, or was it? Taking a deep breath, I flung open my bedroom door so hard that it slammed back into my elbow.

Wincing in pain, I was still rubbing it when I entered the kitchen. Everyone was already seated at the little round table. The only seat available was next to JaeWon who had this grim look on his face. Geez, if he didn't want to be here, why doesn't he just leave?

"JaeWon, what happened to your face?" umma was asking when I took a seat.
"Just some minor injuries," he muttered in return.
"He'll be alright," Mr. Im chimed in.

"Looks like they did a good job beating the ugly into him." I didn't mean to sound so negative, but aside from the fact that he was Mayhem and what I've heard about him, he was not welcome in my home.

Now, Yoon JaeWon was glaring at me, making his face look more contorted as his eyebrows burrowed together. I chuckled at how ugly it looked. 

"Yah! Why don't you take your insults somewhere else? Bitter 'cuz you lost?" he said barely above a whisper while keeping an eye on umma and Mr. Im who were now immersed in their own conversation. 

"I did not!"
"You so did."

"May, would you get us some water?" Umma interrupted the whisper battle between JaeWon and I. 

Placing my fork down on the table, I was about to get up when JaeWon got up. 

"I'll get it." He got up, threw me a look, and then went over to the kitchen counter to get water. What the hell was he trying to pull? Suspicion came over me. You have to protect yourself first, I thought. 

"Oh. Did you hear the news about . . ." Mr. Im started talking, engaging umma into a conversation. 

They faded into the background as I quickly reached across the table for the hot sauce. Umma had outdone herself with this meal; there were so many plates of food on the table, I couldn't tell which was which. All I aimed for was Yoon JaeWon's plate. With his back completely facing me, I carefully poured a large amount of the hot sauce onto his plate. Then, casually, I picked up a spoon to blend the hot sauce into his food. 

"Oh, thank you so much.” Umma reached out for her cup when JaeWon came back with our cups. Mr. Im did the same thing, and then he and umma resumed their conversation. 

I smiled sweetly at JaeWon as I reached for my cup of water. "Thank you."

He stared at me as he sat down, his eyes never leaving mine. "You have one of the ugliest smiles."

Yeah, whatever. But, I'll have the last laugh when you eat your food. I brought the rim of the cup to my lips, keeping a close eye on JaeWon picking up a spoonful of rice and meat. 

At the same time I allowed the water to seep into my mouth, JaeWon swallowed his food.

"AHH!"
"ACK!"

He jumped up and started waving his hands. "HOT!!!"

I jumped up spitting out the CONTAMINATED water. "Augh!!!" I looked into my cup and saw how murky it looked with black crumbs swirling around in it.

JaeWon leaned into look at his plate and saw the hot sauce. 

"YOU!" We both screamed at each other.

Umma and Mr. Im stopped talking to stare at us.


(Chapter 14)

"Why do you keep looking at me?"

"Trying to figure out how someone can be so ugly."


He thought he was so funny; you'd think the leader of a gang would have better things to do than sitting across from me, arguing about whether the air hockey game we played earlier was fair or not. Then, he thought it was so clever to tell me how ugly I was. But, I have to admit – it was damn irritating. Yoon JaeWon really knew how to get underneath your skin. 

I looked over to the living room to see that Mr. Im and umma were now pointing at the T.V. screen, waiting for the lottery numbers to be announced. I was left alone with Yoon JaeWon in the kitchen. I should've just gotten up and walk away after dinner was over, but I couldn't. I was too involved in this argument now.

"You're a sore loser," he was saying. 
"How can I be a loser when you cheated?" I asked.
"I didn't cheat," he retorted smartly.
"I didn't lose," I sneered at him. 

JaeWon thought I was smiling at him. "I thought I told you not to do that." 

"Yah! You think you're Mr. Korea or something? Take a look at your own face!" I retorted.

"What about my face?" A muscle on his jaw twitched as he glared at me. "Do you know who you're talking to?"

"Does it freakin' matter?"
"Just because that dickhead SangWoo's has his eyes on you, it doesn't mean I can't put my hands on you."
"Try it and I'll break your dwarf-like arms."
"Shut up."
"You shut up."
"You don't even know me."
"I don't wanna know you."
"I don't want you to know me."
"Fine."
"Exactly, fine."

I glared at him, wondering, Where is this going? What does he want? A part of me wanted to tell him, "Get the hell out of my house," while another part of me just didn't want to. It reminded me too much of . . . .

"I could ruin your life little girl." It was a cheap threat, but I have to admit I felt icy when he said it. 

"I could turn you insane. You'll find yourself curled up in the corner of a room if you keep making those threats," I replied, trying to make him understand I didn't care. Not wanting to play this little game anymore, I got up and pushed my chair in. "Mayhem huh? Psh." 

Perhaps I had underestimated him. Before I took another step, Yoon JaeWon had gotten out of his chair and made his way over to me. Right by the doorframe, he reached out and blocked the doorway. With my back pressed against the wall, and JaeWon's arms blocking my escape, I was trapped. He leaned in, and his face inches from mine; eye-to-eye. 

There had been moments before when I had wanted to get a good look at the weirdo, and I couldn't. Now, when he was right in front of me – up close and personal, I felt strange for doing so. He had the darkest brown eyes I had ever seen – the most prominent feature on his face aside from his strong nose and supple lips . . . Snap out of it May!

"You have five seconds to get out of my way," I told him, staring at him dead in the eye while my heart was thumping like crazy in my chest. 

"Or what?" JaeWon raised an eyebrow. "Are you going to tell SangWoo? Huh?"

I bit my lower lip, staring up at a pretty face with the personality of an ass to back it up. "Or this!" I raised up my left foot; I kicked him hard in the shins while shoving my hands out at his chest. Causing him to stumble, I took my chance and left the kitchen without looking back at him. 

"Shit!" I heard JaeWon hissing, clutching his shins.

. . .



"What?! Yoon JaeWon? Mayhem? At your house?!" 

I was wiping the counter, chewing on a piece of a gum loudly as Lina leaned against the registrar, completely immersed in my story. It was now Wednesday, and my first day back at Sansanchun. Business was slow as usual, so Lina and I were in the front catching up. Initially, I had wanted to tell Lina about my encounter with Mayhem to get some advice, but now I doubted it was a good idea. 

"Hot sauce? Are you crazy MAY? You were messing around with Mayhem!" Lina gaped at me.

I shrugged, dropping the cloth back on the counter. "I can take him. Besides, he wasn't so tough without his 'gang' with him."

"Aiya. This is BAD!" Lina exclaimed. 

"I knew I shouldn't have told you. Stop worrying. What's the worst thing he can do to me?" I asked her logically.

"Chop you up into little pieces, bury you under wooden floorboards, and then go after your family and friends. YAH! He's going to come after me!" Lina gasped out of nowhere.

"Talk about paranoia," I muttered, laughing at Lina's scared expression. "You've been watching those detective stories on T.V. a LITTLE too much."

"Nah-uh!" was Lina's poor attempt to deny the fact. "I just think it's a bad idea to mess with him. But . . . how was he?"

I shrugged, "Not much personality. He avoided eye-contact and always had this scowl on his face."
"Doesn't sound attractive at all," Lina replied.
"NOT AT ALL!" I said.
"You should tell SangWoo about it." 
"Why?"
"So he could protect you."

"Yeah, I'm sure Choi SangWoo would take out his guns and knives to kill JaeWon for that," I said sarcastically. "Lina, we're not those girls in the dramas."

"Hmm . . . ." Lina propped her elbows on the counter top. "Do you think . . . he was flirting with you?"
"Puahahaha!" I burst out laughing. The idea was funny enough.
"Don't laugh! JunJin told me that different guys have different ways of picking up girls."

"Oh yes, he really liked me when he said he could ruin my life. And when have you been taking advice from Feet? Did his foot odor get to your head or something?" I raised a submissive eyebrow at her. 

"No!" Lina laughed, dismissing it. "Hey . . . what happened with you and Bryan? He came home pretty pissed off on Saturday. JunJin and I were in the living room when Bryan turned up his karaoke machine, and started rapping with the microphone. We didn't want to laugh at him because he looked really murderous." 

"It was all suppose to be good fun, but he and SangWoo had a rap battle." 
"Oh my gosh! Who won? Why wasn't I there?!" 
"Stop shrieking. There wasn't any clear winner. They were both pretty good."
"I wanna hear SangWoo rap. I've heard Bryan rap plenty of times before; he sounds just like Eric from Shinhwa."
"Puahahaha!" 

Lina gave me a puzzled look. She was about to say more when a crowd of customers, a group of tourists, poured into the shop. For the rest of our shift, we were both too busy to lounge around and chat. So when my shift ended earlier than Lina's, I had no other choice but to go home first. 

On the way home, I started to think about Yoon JaeWon for some reason. Maybe it was because of the impression he had left on me. I couldn't get the feeling I felt when he had cornered me out of my mind. There was just something about him that I couldn't figure out. Of all the people who could've been Mr. Im's nephew, it had to been Mayhem. Gosh, he and SangWoo were completely opposites. SangWoo dealt with my sassy attitude with his kindness while Yoon JaeWon provoked me further. SangWoo was friendly and caring while JaeWon was reserved and aloof – except when we were fighting. Two very different guys; two gang leaders. 

"Why are you thinking so much into this?" I sighed, taking a deep breath as I rounded the corner. I hadn't realized I was nearing my apartment now. But, I nearly jumped in surprise when I realized someone was sitting near the bushes outside of the apartment building. His face was facing the ground and he was dressed in all black. 

"SangWoo?" I recognized him when I walked closer.
He looked up, and the light caught his face. He looked so tired and indifferent. "May."
"Hey. What are you doing here?" I walked timidly over to him.

SangWoo patted on the hard cement he was sitting on. I hesitated as I stared at him, smelling the alcohol on him. "You didn't come."

"Come? Where?" 
"To my boxing match."

"Oh? I'm so sorry! I completely forgot." I remembered, the image of him offering me the ticket returning to my mind. I gave him an apologetic look. How could I have forgotten? I had promised him I'd go. But now, all I could say was, "I'm sorry, I didn't – today was my first day back at work."

SangWoo didn't answer me. His head started to bob up and down as if he was listening to music. We both sat staring around the empty street with awkward silence. Then, SangWoo scooted closer to me. Before I could move, he placed his head onto my left shoulder. From the smell, I knew it was Vodka. Why was he so drunk? It's only five!

"SangWoo . . . how much did you drink?" I asked him.
"Hmm . . . this many." He extended his fingers – all ten of them. 

I didn't know what to do. Maybe I should just let him sit here for a while. "So . . . did you win your boxing match?"

"Yeah."
"Well, congrats."
"What's there to congratulate about if you weren't there?"
"I'm said I'm sorry."

"Stop saying sorry. Forget it." SangWoo stood up. He jammed his hands into his pockets and started to walk back and forth in front of me. He kept tilting to the side, but always regained his balance. "I have to tell you something," he said finally.

"What?" I asked.
"Stand up," he commanded.

I got up; it would be bad to go against a drunken SangWoo. He reached out abruptly to grab my hands into his. I realized how cold they were compared to my warm ones. He breathed on me pure alcohol. 

"May . . . we're going out," he simply said.
"SangWoo, you're drunk," I tried to push him away. 

"No. No! I'm not." He started waving his right hand up in the air. His eyes started to dilate; this strange, erratic behavior was a flaw of SangWoo's – something that I came to know much later. 

"Give me your cell phone. I'll call someone to pick you up okay?" He slapped my hands away. "You're not taking me seriously!" 

"Well, it's kind of hard to. You're drunk." I pointed out.
"No! I'm sober! Completely sober! Ah . . . Wha . . . what was I saying?" SangWoo rolled his eyes toward the sky.
"Come on SangWoo." I pulled away from him, but my hands were still in his. 

"May . . . .” His voice became so soft that I froze. "I like you. I weally weally bite yooh!" he said in his drunken state. He let go of my hands and pulled me close to him. Just like the hug we shared before, SangWoo's arms comfortably came up my back. I felt safe. I felt protected. I felt like I couldn't say no. 

I let SangWoo hold me like that, hoping I'd feel something – hoping that I could say, "I like you too."

Nothing. My lips wouldn't move. I just wasn't ready. Maybe it was because I knew he was under the influence of alcohol. Or maybe, I just didn't want to believe it. 

"Come on. I'll take you home." I pulled away from him finally. 
"Did you know the end of the month is coming May?" SangWoo spoke into my hair. 
" . . . . "
"Fine . . . take me home." 

When I didn't reply, he gave up. He let go of me and I took a step back, avoiding his eyes. SangWoo reached down for my hand again. He intertwined his fingers in mine roughly, making sure we were connected. "If you take me home today, that means you're my girlfriend."

"SangWoo . . . ." I started to slowly say. 
"Ma –" He closed his eyes and tumbled forward. 

"Whoa!" I reached out and caught him before he hit the ground. "I really gotta get you home. You're such an idiot for being this drunk when it's still light out. Where do you live?"

SangWoo swayed as he answered, "Hills."

"Hills?" I asked. Ahh, The hills; the neighborhood where the rich people lived. "Alright. Let's get a taxi first."

I placed SangWoo's left arm around my shoulders as we walked towards the street. He was completely out of it by the time we got inside a Taxi. During the ride, he kept on yanking at my hair and laughing; the first time I had met him, he had done the same thing. 

When the taxi arrived at the bottom of The Hills, I paid the driver, and then supported SangWoo out of the car. "Which house is it?" I nudged him.

SangWoo looked up with crescent eyes. "Um . . . the white one."
I stared at him in disbelief. "They're ALL white!"
"The biggest one. Down there and turn right!" He made a movement with his hand.

I heaved a heavy sigh and then followed SangWoo's instructions. We walked straight up the slope, past large white gates, and then turned right at the first corner. Sure enough, there was a HUGE white house behind a HUGE black gate. "This one?"

He nodded. We walked towards the gate. SangWoo leaned on my right shoulder when I reached out and touched the intercom.

"Yes?" a voice answered.
"Uh . . . I have Choi SangWoo," I replied.
"Great, but we're not paying any ransom for his ugly ass," the voice replied.
The hell? "No. I didn't kidnap him. I meant that I have him outside of the house right now. He's drunk."
"Again? That freakin' alcoholic! Ugh!"

SangWoo's head snapped up and he stared into the intercom. "SIS! It's ME! SIS!!!"

"Shut up. Don't you have the key?" The voice, clearly irritated, hastily snapped.

"Nah . . . sis are you inside the intercom? I can't see yooh!" SangWoo started pressing the various buttons on it. The intercom started beeping and the lights started flashing.

"Yah! Stop! You're gonna freakin'' break it!" his sister shouted.

So . . . the girl on the other side of the intercom was SangWoo's sister. What a loving family they were. SangWoo turned to me and grinned. I just stared at him.

We stood waiting until the front black gate opened. SangWoo's sister appeared, poking her head out. She was extremely pretty with long layered hair and with large eyes and small lips; she didn't look like SangWoo at all. They were both gorgeous in their own way. But, her face was now contorted as she looked at SangWoo with disgust. Then, she turned to me. A surprised look came across her face when she paused. 

"You're –" She pointed at me. 
"I'm May," I introduced myself.

Her face fell. As if she expected me to say another name, disappointment came over her face. She quickly turned to SangWoo. "Yah! You idiot! Why are you drunk already?"

"SIS!" SangWoo grinned, slurring his words. "I's loves yoohs!"

"Get inside!" She grabbed his arm. SangWoo's sister looked at me for the longest time before closing the gate behind her without saying another word. Even after the gate had closed, I stood still. It took me a while to pull myself together before turning to leave. Taking a deep breath, I headed back down the hill. Looking left and right for a taxi, I reached into my pockets. No money. I have no more money. Damn! How am I gonna get home? I turned back, wondering if I should go and ask SangWoo to lend me some money. That's when I realized, I had made the wrong turn. Damn it!  I'm lost too?! Gosh, hanging out with Choi SangWoo always gets me into these kinds of situations.

"Hey sexy. Why are you walking all alone?" Without noticing the dark figure that had been following me ever since I made the wrong turn, I stared at him as he came closer. The closer he got, the more I realized I really had no idea who he was. 

"Who are you? Don't come near me!" I warned him, backing away to defend myself. The sky was now tainted with streaks of gray; it was going to get darker soon. I looked around to find that it was now completely empty. The closest house was at least ten yards away.

The stranger continued coming towards me anyway. "You look good. But, you'd be hotter if I was with you."

"Yeah well. If I could rearrange the alphabet, I'd put U between fuck off!" What the hell? That DID not make sense. But then again, I always say the dumbest things when I get scared. 

"Oh! A smart mouth huh?!" He was right next to me now. He wasn't very taller than I was. His hair was long and parted just like a girl's; his facial structure was extremely feminine. But, before I could get a good look at him, he had grabbed my arm.

AGAIN? WHY ME?! "AHH!" I screamed at him. "LET ME GO MOFO!"
"Just 10 minutes.” He grinned greedily at me.
EWW! My face contorted in panic. "HELP!!!" 
"SHUT UP!" With a force, he started to drag me. 

"LET GO!" I was shaking my left arm up and down vigorously for him to let go. Turning left and right, I was hoping someone would walk by or hear me screaming my head off. Why does this always happen to me?!

"I didn't know you were into ugly girls."

He stopped dragging me and I stopped screaming. We both turned to see the figure leaning casually against the wall of a house. Out of nowhere. Without announcing he was there. Mayhem. Yoon JaeWon appeared to be reading from a piece of paper he had in his hands when he spoke. Where the hell did he come from? But – I was saved . . . 

"Who the fuck are you?" my attacker asked.

JaeWon started to fold up the paper. He stuffed it into his right pocket, crossed his arms across his chest, and pulled the black hat he was wearing lower over his eyes. "Don't you know who she is?"

Who am I? Huh? He better help me if this dude tries to take me away. I hoped he didn't remember our encounter last time to use it against me. 

"I don't give a fuck," my attacker scoffed. Seeing that JaeWon wasn't about to play superhero and save me, he yanked my arm. "This isn't your business. Come on."

"NO!" I screamed, grinding my sneakers on the ground. 

"She's Crist's girlfriend of the week. He's not done with her yet, so you better let her go," JaeWon spoke up calmly. He didn't even bother to look our way. 

"She is?" Immediately, my attacker let me go. Since we were playing tug-a-war with my arm, I fell onto the ground with a thump.

"OWW!" I shouted when I felt the pain jolt from my butt up to the rest of my body. 

"No wonder," my attacker muttered. He clenched his jaw together. "Fuck!" Without another word, he turned and headed in the opposite direction in anger.

Care to tell me what just happened? "Yeah walk away! I – I'll SHOOT YOU NEXT TIME!" I threatened after him. 

"Huh," Yoon JaeWon said instead. He stood up straight from the wall and walked over to me. His eyes looked so deep-set in the shadow of his hat when he narrowed them at me. "See what I meant when I said you're SangWoo's bitch?"

"Call me that one more time –" I grinded my teeth together as I stood up to face him. 

"And what? Weren't you just here with him?" JaeWon retorted, staring me down. The shadow of his hat couldn't completely cascade the look in his eyes. "Now, why don't you say thank you?"

"Thank you for what? What, are you stalking me now?" 
"You want me to stalk you?" 

Uncomfortable, I looked away. Changing the subject in the only way I knew how, I said, "Lend me some money." 

"What?" JaeWon scoffed, taking a step back. 

"I –" Aish! Was I really that desperate to ask JaeWon for money? Yes. I so did not want to walk home. "Lend me so money. I – I don't have any for a ride home. I'll pay you back."

"Oh?" JaeWon smirked. "Walking could do you some good though."

I closed my eyes, breathing slowly. "Just give me some money! I'm just asking to borrow some! Your uncle knows my mom; I won't take it from you. I'll pay you back!" 

"Is that how you ask people for money?" JaeWon asked in disbelief. "Ask me nicely and maybe I'll lend you money."

"Forget that!" I scoffed.
He shrugged, "Fine, bye then. Have fun walking." 
Aigo! "Yoon Jaewon!" I yelled.

He continued walking, with his back to me, he said, "DON'T fucking SAY MY NAME!"

"Yah! I'm warning you! If you don't lend me money, I'll – I'll make you CRY!" I said out of hastiness. 

"Hahahaha . . . ." His laughter, teasing me, trailed after him. 

Little did he know, one of these days, I really would make him cry.

(Chapter 15)

Because of the fact that Yoon JaeWon seemed to have popped-up out of nowhere that day, he continued to float in and out of my mind for the rest of the week. The coincidence of him being the nephew of one of umma's best friends was something I had to accept, but the coincidence of him starting to show up in my world made me wonder. Why did he just happen to be in Choi SangWoo's neighborhood? Was Yoon JaeWon there to kill another family member? How stupid do I feel about asking him for money, knowing damn well he wasn't going to give me any? But, I wanted to test him. Yeah, well, he didn't pass the test. But, still – why? 

I initially thought of asking SangWoo, but decided against it. Truth was, after that day when I brought him home drunk, I hadn't heard from him. It was like that at first – he was in and out of my world; he came and went as he pleased. It felt like he was a toxic that I couldn't stay away from, in a way. I shouldn't have let him get close to me. But, there are some things you cannot control. 

"Who's there?" 
"Um . . . just me and JunJin." 
"Are you sure?" 
"Yeah!"
"Lina, you better not be lying to me." 
"I'm not. Hurry up, the movie's about to start. See you later!." 

Flipping my cell phone shut, I stared at it suspiciously. Then, looking at the time, I realized I was late. Picking up the plastic grocery bags, I hurried along the sidewalk after the quick detour. 

Umma usually didn't send me to the store on Saturdays, but lately she seemed to be too occupied with her thoughts to remember the ordinary necessities. Ever since the dinner with Mr. Im and JaeWon, and the month had changed, she seemed busier than usual. I didn't mind helping her with errands, but it since it was Saturday, I was late for movie day at MuLa. 

Slipping off my shoes and sliding into comfortable slippers, I closed the apartment door behind me when I got there, huffing and puffing. "I'm home!" Expecting to just drop off the grocery bags, I certainly didn't expect to walk into my past. Carrying the bags into the kitchen, I almost dropped them when I heard – 

"I will try, but I'm not making promises. Well . . . I don't know how to put it into words! You promised me that you'll let me handle the situation, and to tell you the truth – she's not ready. If only you could see her now, she's happier. It's summer, she's going out and working. She has friends. I don't want to disrupt what she has going now. Not yet, anyways. . . . Sure, I can make the arrangements for you. Don't worry about it. This year, I'll make sure of it. You –" With the cordless phone pressed against her ear, umma had her back to me at the kitchen counter as she continued chopping up vegetables. 

A chill came over me when I recognized the tone – the only kind of tone she had when she was speaking to him. 

"Umma, who are you talking to?" A voice, not my own, asked. 

"Oh, you're home!" Forgetting that she was on the phone, umma clicked it off when she turned around to see me. She placed a hand over her chest in surprise, but she managed a smile, "Did – did you get everything I wanted you to get on the list?" 

"Who were you talking to umma?" I tried to casually ask while my heart started to pick up speed underneath my chest. 

"No one," she lied. She lied through her eyes and her smile – she lied. 

"Oh," I said before grinding my teeth together and turning to leave. "Well – I'm going to –" 

"May." Even with my back turned to her, I could still see umma closing her eyes and sighing in frustration. "The end of the month is coming – you know that right?"

"Then a new month comes," I replied. With a quick stride, I left the kitchen as the phone rang again – undoubtedly the person umma had accidentally hung up on. 

I didn't need to hear his voice, I remembered it clearly. 

I felt bad for walking out on umma, but I had to do it. I didn't expect it at all, and I didn't want her to see my eyes. Don't get me wrong. Umma and I have a relationship that is not easy to explain. Our relationship is usually not this tense, but whenever it came to this time of the year, the space between us is very clear. How could I not remember? 

But, my dark thoughts were pushed aside when my cell phone started blinking again.

"Yah, where are you?" Lina's shrill voice came over the phone line. 


. . .



MuLa is a popular place not because it serves just about 1587569311 different types of sweets, but also because it has a big flat screen in the center of its main room. Large windows lined up every corner, creating a bright atmosphere. Every other weekend, MuLa would have a movie day where they play the latest blockbuster movie. This attracted a lot of business, a genius on their marketing part. This week's movie theme was horror, even though it's nowhere near Halloween. But still a huge crowd of people turned out. The tables were all filled, so some people sat on the floor. 

When I first arrived, it took me a while to spot Lina and Feet in the crowd. They were squished on one of the double-chairs. When I saw who was also with them, I tried to run but he had already seen me. So, instead of just Lina, Feet, me, and the other people – it was Lina, Feet, me, the other people, and 50-cent-wannabe. 

"May. We need to get married!" Forgetting on how pissed off he was the last time we hung out, Bryan was now clinging onto me. I knew I should run when I saw him!

"Yah. Shut up. He's about to chop that guy's head off." I had my eyes glued on the flat screen T.V. 

"Oh, I'm so scared," Lina giggled. I looked momentarily to my right to see Lina and Feet cuddling – how cute. Then, I looked to my left to see Bryan grinning like a maniac at me – how psychotic.

I moved away from him, turning back to the flat screen. The music started to escalate, noting the suspenseful part was coming up. 

"Grrr . . . I'm going to find you," the murderer taunted. He walked down the dark, narrow hallway looking for his victim. He stopped in front of a door. The camera panned into the next room to reveal the frightened little girl. She could hear him breathing outside, but she still didn't move.

"RUN!"
"AIGO! YOU'RE GOING TO DIE!'
"WHAT A STUPID ARSE!"
"GAWD DAYUM! RUN!"

At the same time the four of us all shouted at the screen. A couple of people behind us laughed. Korean horror movies are so predictable. There's always an idiot who always goes to investigate the tiny noises, never running away when they know the murderer was after them. 

"I'll protect you May." Bryan threw his arms around me, poking my cheek with his spiky hair. Even though he looked much better with his hair styled like-so and in the baby blue shirt, his obsessive personality was still eating away at my last nerve.

"Get off me!" I pushed him off, causing him to stumble.
But he regained his balance quickly and flashed a smile, "Aww, the touch of your hands." 
"What?! I need a drink." I shook my head at him in disbelief. 
"I'll come with you." Bryan looked up at me hopefully.

"No." I got up and left as quickly as I could, passing Lina and Feet who were too busy laughing at me. God! That kid has more issues than I thought! Annoying!. Instead of going to the counter for a drink, I ducked into the large hallway toward the soda machines. Stopping in front of the first, I was counting my change when I heard someone coming towards me. Moving aside, I almost didn't feel the tap on my shoulder until he spoke up. 

"I heard the new Pepsi Vanilla is good." Looking over my shoulder, Choi SangWoo smiled at me. To say that I had expected to see him so soon wouldn't entirely be true. He looked much healthier and alive today. And, I was glad. He had been completely out of it last time – even saying that he liked me. 

"Glad to see you all sober and cleaned up." I observed; he looked nice with that white ensemble on. "What are you doing here?"

"Just catching the movie." He nonchalantly leaned against the soda machine and watched me. "I saw you and Bryan together. I just noticed Lina and JunJin were here too."

"Yeah . . . we're just hanging out." I turned back to the soda machine, avoiding his eyes for some reason.

SangWoo nodded as if he completely understood. After watching me, one by one, putting the quarters into the slot, he spoke up, "I'm sorry about that night. I guess I really did drink too much."

"It's okay." I assured him as I punched in my choice; the can clattered down. Before I could move, SangWoo had already retrieved it for me. "Thanks." 

"If I had said anything that wasn't right, I'm sorry," he went on, watching my every move. "I'm an idiot when I drink.

I held the cold soda in my hands trying to smile naturally at him. "You weren't that bad. Besides, I forgot most of the stuff you said anyway," I lied to him.

"Really? . . . Well, I hope you didn't forget what I said about liking you," SangWoo replied, leaning into look at me closely. "Because I remember clearly knowing I said that." 

I stared at Choi SangWoo. No boy had ever outright told me he liked me; it was the strangest sensation ever. And, it scared me half-to-death. "You really mean that?"

SangWoo smiled, enjoying the drained look on my face. "What are you surprised for?"
I played it off, letting out a laugh. "Yeah well, are you sure you got all the alcohol out of your system?"
"Come on, lets go." All of a sudden SangWoo had reached out for my wrist. 

When the simple impact of his palm resting against my skin, I nearly gasped. His name, his face, and his actions were all déjà vu. And, I heard the voice, "His name is Choi SangWoo! Oh! I'm in love!" 

"Did you hear me?" I opened my eyes to see Choi SangWoo's face peering inquisitively into mine. "May?" 
"Sorry? What?" I stared up at him, my mind suddenly spinning. 

"Come on.” he motioned his head toward the door.
"No." I pulled back. "I can't just go. My friends –" 
"What – what is it?" SangWoo went on. "Let's just hang out for a while."
"No," I said before I could think. 
"Why?" he demanded. 
"Because –" I stalled, not knowing my own reason. 

SangWoo had a complex look on his face, as if he was deciding what to do with me. Then, making up his mind, he placed an arm around me, drawing me closer to him. "I need you to come with me. Just for today. I want us to hang out. We'll settle this before the sun goes down. And at the end of the day, if you don't change your mind – we'll just be friends."

There was no reason for why I followed him; I simply did. Maybe it was because I was convinced no matter what kind of fairy-tale day SangWoo had up his sleeve I would not fall for it. Maybe it was because I wanted to see who Choi SangWoo was. Maybe it was because of an unspoken reason that drew me to him . . . So, without another word, we walked out of MuLa. I had contemplated stopping by to tell Lina I was leaving, but at the thought of Bryan seeing SangWoo here made me realize what a bad idea it would've been. So, I allowed SangWoo to lead me to his car which was conveniently parked just outside. What are you doing May? A voice hissed in my mind when I got inside his car, strapping on my seatbelt. 

When we were on the road, after some time of silence, I rolled down the window and had the courage to ask, "So, where are we going?"

"A place for you to get to know me," was his short reply. 

I stiffened in my seat and looked over to SangWoo. As he slowed down at stoplight, he turned to me and winked. God, he looks SO hot when he does his wink. I couldn't help it, so I playfully winked at him too. We both let out soft laughter that broke the ice. I felt like I was sitting in the car with my boyfriend. Yes, my boyfriend. And I toyed with the thought for a split second. It felt strange to think of it though. Maybe it's because I've never had a real boyfriend, so maybe I'm the one that's strange. Sure, you can count Jimmy in the fourth grade when he knocked that dodge ball into my head as way to ask me out. Then, there was BoChun, in the fifth grade, who had to cut a lock of my hair as a traditional ritual of courtship developed and followed only by the men in his household. But, none of them had wanted me – pursued me – chased me, the way Choi SangWoo did. What girl wouldn't have fallen for that? 

"We're here," SangWoo announced after the half-an-hour drive. The car turned and then slowed down in the parking lot of Bae Scenic Park. SangWoo turned off the engine of the car. We sat still in the car for a moment, staring at the scenery. B.S.P. is Seoul's most popular park because it was breathtakingly beautiful as if it was painted in a portrait. Mountains surrounded the area accompanied by a lake, where slopes of hills dropped into massive areas of green grass. 

"We're having a picnic here?" I asked as SangWoo when we got out of the car; I followed him, following his steps as he led me to wherever we were going. 

"Yeah," SangWoo replied. He reached down and nonchalantly intertwined his fingers into mine. I jumped slightly, and pulled away. 

"What are you doing?" I asked him.
SangWoo just smiled, as if to say, "You'll want me to hold your hand by the end of today." 

I stared at him, not understanding his motives. But I let him hold my hand; I guess . . . because I wanted to.

I expected us to get onto the trail and walk, but SangWoo led me off the trail and down the hills towards the quad area of the park. As we got closer, I could hear loud voices. When we finally descended, I saw about thirty people surrounding the twenty picnic tables the park offered. It was a huge barbecue party; loud chatter, laughter, and commotion surrounded a grill in the middle with smoke rising from it. The grill was going, the music was playing, and the people were having the time of their lives. This was Choi SangWoo's world. 

"Hey!" he announced his presence when we got closer. 

Everyone turned; those who were eating stopped to look at him, and those who were laughing and talking all stopped. "FINALLY! THERE HE IS!" 

Then, my world spun. It all happened so fast. SangWoo pulled me along with him as we walked towards the crowd. There were mostly guys with a couple of girls here and there scattered around. Although SangWoo didn't say it, I knew I was being introduced to his 'family'. These were the various members that made up Crist. So, this was what he meant by letting me 'get to know him'.

"Let me introduce you to my closest and trusted guys. David, Shawn, Kevin, Leon, Phillip, James, and you already know Reno over there." SangWoo pointed at a particular group of guys standing closest to him. All of them, except for Reno, stared intently at me when SangWoo introduced us. I could feel all eyes on me. 

"Oh my god." 
"She looks –" 
"Is this possible?!" 
Whispers broke out from the group in different directions. 

"Yah, yah! What are you doing? This is May Lee." SangWoo introduced me, silencing the whispers. 

"Hi," I said meekly, staring at them. "Why do they all have American names?" I whispered to SangWoo.
He laughed. "Nicknames. Korean names are just too overrated."
"What's your English name then?" I asked.
"Crist, pronounced Chris," SangWoo replied.
"Oh yeah!" I said, letting out a laugh. 

"Ha . . .hahahaha!" Everyone started laughing after all, and the tension faded just like that. As cold as they were when they first met me, they started to warm up. I laughed along with them too, doing my best. For a top gang in South Korea, they didn't seem to be too scary. Maybe JaeWon's gang was the one I should watch out for. Yah, why are you thinking about him?

"Let's get some food huh?" SangWoo broke me away from my thoughts when he steered me over to a table. We sat down, and a moment later, someone handed us a plate of food. 

Reno and his girlfriend sat down across from us. Instead of being his hostile self, Reno was actually smiling when his girlfriend leaned into whisper something in his ear. 

I picked up my fork and started to eat. SangWoo leaned into me, happy that I was taking a bite. "Piggy cooked it. Isn't it great?"

"Piggy?" I asked, turning around to see the grill. Through the crowd of people, I spotted Piggy. A short, fat guy wearing a white apron with a hat was sweating over the heat as he jabbed the meat with a stick. He saw me looking at him and bowed. I smiled back at him. 

"He's the best cook. Right Piggy?!" SangWoo waved to him. Piggy gave SangWoo two thumbs up and winked. SangWoo placed an arm around my shoulder. "Here, have some more to eat."

"Sure." I nodded.

And I did. Pretty soon, everyone started crowding around our table to hear Reno tell his jokes. They were pretty funny; I didn't expect him to have such a great sense of humor. SangWoo included me in all the conversations. He even explained why some of the guys that were there joined Crist. As he told me the stories, I realized how 'family-like' they were. They weren't a violent gang that only assembled to sell drugs, kill people, or show off. They were a gang because they needed each other – in a way. And I noticed that SangWoo wasn't their intimidating leader; he was like their friend, brother, or even mentor. He knew each guy personally. I watched him share inside jokes with them, giggling like a schoolboy. He looked so relaxed and happy. 

When the day started to fade away, a swarm of mosquitoes started coming around. Some got annoyed, so they started to depart from the benches. A few decided to walk around the park while others climbed up the hills or went down to the lake. Pretty soon, Reno's girlfriend and I were the only ones sitting at the table. SangWoo, Reno, and some of the guys had walked up the hill.

Reno's girlfriend, Grace smiled at me; I hadn't talked to her much since I've arrived because we had been in a big group until now. 

"So, how long have you and SangWoo been going out?" Grace asked. 

"Oh. We're not going out," I said.

Grace smiled; she was very pretty with a round face and short jet-black hair. For a moment, I realized why Reno had been mellow today – she had such a nice aura around her. "I think you and SangWoo make a good couple."

I just smiled nicely at her. Grace reached out to pick up her cup of drink and I noticed the pink sapphire ring. "You're –"

"Engaged." Grace winked at me as she drank. "Reno proposed to me a month ago."

"Congratulations," I said breathlessly, marveling at the huge rock on her ring finger. They're so young! "You mind if I ask something?"

"Sure," Grace said, settling her cup back on the table.
"Why is he nicknamed Reno?" I asked.

She laughed. "Because every time we go to Vegas to gamble, he always wins. He's lucky at everything he plays, especially Poker."

"Oh." I nodded. Grace leaned over and offered me a drink. I declined, "I don't drink."

"Oh –" she started to say, but a loud roar of laughter exploded from up the hill. "What the?" We both got up at the same time. 

"Let's go," I suggested, slapping at my arm; the mosquitoes were pissing me off. Together, Grace and I walked away from the bench and up the hill. As soon as we descended, we saw why the noise originated. 

In the middle of the grassy area, there was a large blue matt in the middle where the rest of the gang had assembled to watch two guys going at it. Both shirtless and dripping with sweat, they exchanged various punches with their boxing gloves. 

"Dang! That is HOT," Grace giggled. "Go HONEY!"

Reno and Choi SangWoo stopped exchanging warm-up punches long enough to look over to us. Reno blew a kiss at Grace as SangWoo winked at me. That wink again!

"Boys," I muttered, but I was breathless. A gust of wind blew, whipping my hair into my eyes; but, I still couldn't take my eyes off of SangWoo's body. The ripples of his abs were all compacted neatly together making the frame of his male body so alluring. His broad, muscular shoulders leading down to those biceps were to die for. His legs were perfectly designed like an Olympic track runner's. SangWoo turned around to reveal the all-around tan he had . . . I am a girl after all – physical attraction . . . Choi SangWoo was hot!

"God. I just want over there and tackle him." Grace laughed as she kept her eyes on Reno. 

I didn't say anything because I was too busy watching SangWoo boxing. He ducked just as Reno made a swipe at his head. He retracted on the matt, but came back charging at Reno with a combination: left-right-one-two-left-right-punch. Reno was knocked down at the last punch; he scrambled and got up. Right then, SangWoo made a dive for his waist. So, that day when he invited me to his boxing match – he was serious. 

"OH! WOOT WOOT! GET HIM!" A couple of people cheered, clapping. 

"Not fair! Ya'll root for me!" Reno shouted as he ducked. Everyone laughed when Reno stopped, dropped, and roll just to get away from SangWoo. 

SangWoo stopped going after him because he was laughing so hard too, breathing as a bead of sweat came down his forehead. 

Ding Dum Ding Dum

Distracted, I reached for my cell phone. Seeing umma's number flashing on the caller ID, I stared at it for a second, why is she calling me? I hesitated on picking it up, but decided not to. An uneasy feeling came over me. 

"Right May?" I had been too immersed in staring at my cell phone to notice that SangWoo was now standing next to me. He flashed me a smile, wrapping an arm around my shoulder, drawing me close to him. Surprised, I looked at him only to have SangWoo's eyes drew me in deeper. I felt like I was falling; I felt like I was losing control at last, and that I couldn't pretend anymore. But, I allowed SangWoo to suck me into his world – just like this. I pushed away all my thoughts, and went back to being the way I had always wanted myself to be. 

SangWoo kept his arm around my shoulder the rest of the time we stood talking to his friends. We laughed at Reno's story of how he came about to proposing to Grace; we playfully argued over the details of some popular movie; we laughed some more when SangWoo tripped on his own foot going back up the hill, dragging me down along with him. I fell for him hard, but I didn't blame myself. Like I said before, Choi SangWoo's special gift is sucking you into his world. Even though you start off as strangers, he still finds a level to connect with you on – creating that selfish feeling that it's only you and him. 

It took a good fifteen minutes to get out of there once the skies had grown dark. Everyone took their time, talking to SangWoo and me, before leaving. Once the last car had pulled out of the parking lot, SangWoo took me home. 

"Did you have fun?" He slowed down at a red light, glancing at me. 
I leaned back in my seat, staring out at dark sky. "Yeah, I did." 
SangWoo smiled. "I knew you would."

I went completely quiet, smiling as if I had a secret at the way he said that. I was glad he made me come; I had stepped out of the world that I had always known. 

"So, if I ask you to come with me again – would you say no to me?" When the car slowed down in front of my apartment complex, SangWoo asked. 

"Why do you ask?" 
"Because . . ." 

As much as I wanted to break away from his stare, I couldn't. So, I just smiled at him, "Bye, I'll see you later." 

"Wait." 
"What is it?" 

"This." Before I had contemplated it, barely turning my face around, SangWoo leaned across in his seat to plant a soft kiss on my left cheek. The instant touch of his soft lips on my skin sent chills all over me – the nice chills. The kind where you feel it coursing through your veins all the way down to feed your thumping heart – those chills. I froze. My heart started to race. My stomach started to flutter with butterflies. My cheek started burning.

And that's why I let myself completely fall for Choi SangWoo.


(Chapter 16)

The perfect way to have ended that night was to get out of the car and walk away coolly. But, being Maybelline Lee, I was prone to accidents. I reached to unbuckle my seatbelt and after five minutes, I realized that it was already unbuckled. Then, as I got out of the car, my shoe got caught on the step and I ended on the ground face-first. 

"Are you okay?" Trying to hide his laughter, SangWoo had managed to ask me. 

I nodded to him before turning around and thinking, I should just die! How embarrassing! 

That's why I didn't surprise anyone in particular, definitely not myself, when I still thought about it – two days later. Whenever my hand brushed against my left cheek, I felt SangWoo's soft, warm lips against it. And I found myself smiling secretly, like it was a guilty pleasure . . . .

So immersed in my thoughts, so wrapped up in SangWoo, and so confused, I had completely forgotten about Yoon JaeWon; the other gang leader that was suave AND cocky. He seemed insignificant and unworthy of my thoughts at the time. But of course, JaeWon found a way to slither back into my life. Into my mind. 

Two days and forty-eight hours after his lips initially touched my cheek, I was on the phone with SangWoo. At this point, there was no more fighting it; it seemed like we were already a couple . . . because the feelings were there. But, something inside me kept pushing me to tell him that we could only be friends. 

"I want to see you . . . outside of the musical theater," SangWoo was saying. I clutched my cell phone against my ear, taking in the smooth vocal sound that emanated from his voice. "May, are you listening?"

"Um . . .yeah," I replied, stumbling slightly as I slipped on my flip-flops at the front door. How could I say it? How could I explain that I liked him, but nothing could happen between us? Don't you remember how nice that kiss felt on your cheeks May?

"What are you thinking about?" SangWoo went on, pulling me from drowning in my thoughts. 

You . . . . I wanted to say, "You. And the way you kissed my cheek." But, I didn't – of course. Instead, I said, "Nothing. So, you're waiting for me there?"

"On the steps. Oh, that's my other line. Come okay?" Ending it at that, he hung up. 
"I'll be there," I said even though he had already hung up.

"Where?" umma appeared in the living room. She was getting ready to go to work; I was ditching Sansachun for SangWoo today. "Don't you have work?"

"No . . .it's my day off." I turned away so umma couldn't tell that I was lying. 

"Well, what are you doing today after work? Would you like to wait for me to have dinner together?" Umma cornered me before I could turn to leave. She didn't pretend to hide the fact that she knew I was avoiding her. "I had hoped we would spend some more time together; you've been pretty busy lately May. Besides . . . you know we have to talk." 

"I'd love to umma, but I don't know how late I'm going to be." I shrugged, moving past her to open the door. 

"You can't keep avoiding me May. Why is it that ever since we've moved here, you keep denying it every time this time of year comes around? Don't you think it's enough? You can't pretend –" 

"I'm not pretending."
"Can't you feel it May? This year is different." 
"I have to go." 

Flinging the door open, I stepped out of the apartment and rushed downstairs. Why is all of a sudden bum-rushing me with this? Why can't she recognize that I don't want to talk about it? Why – FUCK!

As soon as I stepped out of the apartment complex, I nearly slipped on the wet sidewalk. Failing my arms like an idiot, I caught my balance before I fell. "Argh!" I reached out and held onto a tree. The neighborhood kids were having a water fight at fricken' eleven in the morning; popped water balloons were everywhere. 

"MAY! HELP ME!" Around the bushes, Nancy, one of the kids that lived in the apartments, ran over to me. She was wet from head to toe, looking like a wet dog. 

"What happened?" I grabbed her shoulders to keep her from slipping on the wet sidewalk too. I glanced up to see five little boys running towards us. Each one was either carrying water balloons or a huge water gun. Matt was leading the pack with a blue and yellow water gun under his right armpit – oh, that demon child.

"They – they're attacking me!" Nancy wailed. The poor little girl, who resembled the popular singer Boa, broke down into tears. She held her water-stained shirt out for me to see. "Look what they did to my FAVORITE shirt!"

I placed both hands on my hips and glared at Matt. "Yah! You better stop that right now! She doesn't want to play!" 

Matt scoffed. "She wanted to play with us in the first place. Right guys?" He turned back to his followers who nodded in unison.

"Well, she's crying now. So stop," I snapped at him. "Or I'll tell your mother."
"You're not fun, you know that May?" He stuck his tongue out at me.
"Give me your water guns now." I pointed to the boys. "Hand them over. I'm confiscating them." 
"You can't do that!" one of them shouted at me. 

I placed both hands on my hips with authority. "Hand it OVER NOW! I'm going to your parents RIGHT NOW!"

"Whatta b –"
"She's pretty, but such a meanie."
"It's just water!" 

They mumbled under their breaths as they dropped the water guns on the ground. All of them were empty handed within seconds except for Matt. 

"They're scared of you . . . BUT I'M NOT!" And the demon child DARED to turn his water gun on me. 

"You squirt that at me and I'll burn you like the Salem Witch Trials in America," I warned him, taking a step back in caution anyway.

"Too bad I don't know that that IS!" He stuck his deformed tongue at me before . . . SPLAT! Matt pulled the trigger, and the water came blasting full-force at my face. It stung at first and then softened as the cold water was expanded over my face. My eyes were closed tightly, but within seconds I opened them. 

"AHH!" Nancy screamed from besides me. "You got attacked too!"

"RUN!" Matt dropped his water gun and ran in the opposite direction. His followers ran with him too. "THE UGLY'S GONNA CHASE US!" 

"COME BACK HERE!" I screamed. And all of a sudden, I turned into a kid again. I reached down and grabbed one of the water guns. Damn these things were filled to the gills. "I'M GOING TO KILL YOU! YOU THINK I'M ONLY THE QUEEN OF AIR HOCKEY? I'M DAMN GOOD AT WATER FIGHTING TOO! WHERE ARE YOU, YOU DEMON CHILD?! I'M TEACHING YOU A LESSON TODAY!"

I started running around the street with Nancy behind me; I couldn't find them. I could hear them snickering somewhere behind the trees or the bushes, but I couldn't find them. Then . . . as I tip-toed around the large bushes out front, I heard footsteps and low murmurs. 

"I think that's them," Nancy whispered to me. I nodded, motioning for her to be quiet. We both crouched behind the bushes. 

"Alright. I'm going to GET him," I whispered back, pushing a strand of my hair out of the way. That demon child really needed to know that if he was going to mess with me, he was going to get it. "One - two - THREE!"

*Jumps out of the bush, aims the gun, and pulls the trigger* *Water splats everywhere* *He's dripping from head to toe in water*

But – it wasn't Matt. 

"Oh shit!" I dropped the water gun with a clatter on the ground.

Yoon JaeWon ran a hand through his wet hair, blinking at me through his wet lashes. His dark eyebrows burrowed together as his jaw jutted out. The black t-shirt he was wearing was even darker now along with his dark navy jeans. Standing besides him, Danny's mouth dropped into a surprised expression. 

"YAH! WHAT THE HELL?" JaeWon spotted me as I stepped out from behind the bushes with Nancy giggling her little butt off. 

"I – I thought you were Matt," I said quietly as I tried to control my urge to laugh.

"Oh god!" Danny, who was with him, quickly took off the jacket he was wearing and started helping JaeWon get dry. It was the gayest thing I had seen. Again, I was trying hard not to laugh. 

"Shouldn't have been standing there," I told him, not feeling bad that I had gunned him down with water.

"Yah, aren't you going to apologize?" JaeWon glared at me. 

"You wish." I laughed, looking at his wet-dog appearance. "It was an accident. Come on Nancy. We'll get Matt later." I walked away with her leaving JaeWon in the middle of the sidewalk dripping in water with Danny trying to get him dry. Giving him a look, I blew a kiss at him with my hand before walking away. 

"YAH! APOLOGIZE! YOU'RE GOING TO REGRET IT!" JaeWon shouted after me, as if I would. 

I kept walking, laughing underneath my breath. I didn't have to turn back to know that Yoon JaeWon was still staring at my back with anger. It was his fault for popping up out of nowhere; I didn't even bother asking him what he was doing here.
. . .


Seoul's Musical Theater was settled on top of about fifty flights of steps. It's in the middle of town in front of a busy street. I didn't know why SangWoo wanted to meet me there, but I was glad to see that he was, indeed, waiting for me like he had promised. I paused before climbing up the flight of steps to where he was. SangWoo was sitting all the way to the right near the very top; he was drinking out of a soda can and bobbing his head to inaudible music. 

The street was bustling with people walking back and forth, but no one was climbing up or down the steps. But, I smiled. He didn't mind looking like some crazy fool sitting there, waiting for me.

"Hey," I said when I approached him. 
SangWoo took out the little earphones in his ears and grinned at me. "Sit down."

I sat down next to him. Underneath the bright morning sun, if I didn't know who he was, I would've mistaken him for a student who had ditched summer school to lounge around. "Why'd you want to meet me here?" 

"I thought there was going to be a concert today. But, I realized it's daytime and the theater's closed. I was going to call you, but . . ." he shrugged, looking at me. 

I laughed at his silliness. "A concert in the middle of a weekday in the morning?" 

SangWoo shrugged and drank his soda again. I stopped laughing to watch him. Tell him May . . . tell him what you want to tell him, I urged myself – I couldn't get the words out though. Instead, I leaned back on the top step and stared at the bright sun. I should get a tan first, I thought.

"May, when was your first love?" SangWoo asked out of nowhere.

I turned to him. I was used to his random questions by now; no matter how awkward they have always been, I started to get used to them. After a moment, I slyly answered, "I haven't had one yet. Why?"

"Because I was thinking about my first love today," he said nonchalantly. "The end of the month is coming and I'm thinking of her. Did you know she was the only person I was completely honest with? She recognized who I was, but she didn't run away."

The conversation suddenly took a twisted turn. Why was he bringing this up? He was acting damn funny. I reached for his soda can before he could stop me. I brought it up to my nose and recognized the familiar odor of alcohol. Damn, this guy really was an alcoholic. 

"Do you always drink?" I asked in disbelief.
SangWoo shook his head. "Only when I've got a lot on my mind. You should try it . . . it makes you forget."
"And it kills your liver," I said getting up. "Come on."
"Let's dance.” He got up too, turning around to face me. 
"Now?" I stared at him.
SangWoo nodded. "Yeah . . . "

He called me out here to witness him getting drunk in the morning, and wanting to dance with me? Aish! This boy had issues! "There's no music." I pointed out, hoping that would slap some reality into him.

"Here." SangWoo leaned in close. He took out his right earpiece, and tucked my hair behind my right ear. Carefully, he placed the earpiece inside my right ear. And there we stood on the steps, connected by the small earphones that were connected to SangWoo's CD player tucked deep inside his sweatshirt. 

"What are you doing?" I took a step back when he grabbed my waist.

SangWoo offered no explanation when he wrapped his arm tightly around me. His right ear nestled against the left side of my head. 

The music poured into my ears, taking me from one realm into another. 

Can't remember why we fell apart,
From something that was so meant to be.
Forever was the promise in our hearts 
Now more and more I wonder where you are.
Do I ever cross your mind,
Anytime. 
Do you ever wake up reaching out for me.
Do I ever cross your mind,
Anytime . . . 

"What are they doing?"
"Aww! It's so cute!" 

I looked down to see people pointing at us dancing. "SangWoo, this looks REALLY stupid," I pushed him away, but he held me close.

"I like you May. Why do you keep running away?" he muttered as he let out a breath, burying his face in my hair. I made a face when the smell of alcohol reached my nostrils. 

Still have your pictures in the frame
I hear your footsteps down the hall
I swear I hear your voice
It's driving me insane . . . 
How I wish you would call to say,
Do I ever cross your mind
Anytime? 

I stopped struggling in SangWoo's arms, letting the words seeped into me. Who was the girl that he had loved so much? 
. . .



I was jealous. So jealous of someone I didn't know. After leaving SangWoo after our random dance on the steps, I still felt his emotions surging through me. If seeing me hurt him so much, reminded him so much of her, why did he keep insisting on seeing me? Because something's you just can't help, his words swam inside my head. 

"He's the perfect one for me; I love him so much!"
"Nothing will ever separate us. He told me no one can replace me . . ."
"I found love. Too cliché? Well, too bad you'll never know how IT feels. Maybe you'll meet him one of these days, if you're lucky . . ." 

I closed my eyes tight and tried to push away the echoes of her words, but it was so hard to. All of sudden, it came rushing back to me . . . .

It was getting dark now; I didn't want to go home after my meeting with SangWoo – not when these thoughts were living inside my head. But, I had no other place to go. As I neared the apartment complex, shaking perplex thoughts out of my mind, I noticed that the sidewalk had dried up now. The kids were nowhere in sight. Wait a minute – who's that? 

Everything washed away from my mind. 

Yoon JaeWon. He had his back to me, standing right in front of the entrance to the apartments. 

"Yah! What are you still doing here?" I stopped walking inches away from him. Had he been waiting for me this long? Weirdo!

"About time," he grumbled. JaeWon turned around with a dark expression; his eyes pinned me to my spot. "Why didn't you apologize to me?"

"For what?" I asked. Was he crazy? I owe him an apology? For what? 

"For the water in my face," he scoffed, crossing his arms across his chest, making me feel like the idiot for not knowing the reason. 

"Oh?" I let out a laugh. "You've been waiting for me so you could hear an apology? Yah, you have no life? You're crazy?" 

"Shut up!" JaeWon growled.

That psychotic son-of-a-,I really should introduce him to Bryan. "Don't tell me to shut up!" 

"So you're not going to do it?" he pressed on.

"NO. You got issues, you know that? Have you seen a doctor? I heard in really severe cases of mental illness, you don't have to pay money. They'll pay YOU for letting them do the research on your brain." I fed him a line, turning to leave. 

"You asked for it." JaeWon shrugged, stepping aside.
"Shit," I muttered; my voice caught in my throat. 

Behind him, in a straight line, with Matt leading the pack, were the five little boys from this morning. They all moved to stand beside each other, pointing their water guns at me. 

"One - two - fire." JaeWon smirked his infamous smirk. 
"YAH! YOU CORRUPTED THEM!" I shouted, pointing at the demon children. 
"They're my Mini-Gang. Get it?" he chuckled, looking so proud of his spawns. 

"Good job," I mocked him. "Yah, stop pointing them at me! Put them down!" But the demon children still held the guns up to my face, ready to blast me with H2O in its rawest form. 

"I have a proposition for you." JaeWon stepped forward again, focusing himself in my eyes. 

"What?" I raised an eyebrow. 

"If you don't want to get gunned down, you'll accept my proposition." 
"How about no."
"You haven't even heard it." 
"Exactly. No." 

A muscle twitched in his lower jaw, defining his jaw-line as he did so. "Go ahead Matt." 

"You wouldn't dare." 
"Take aim guys." 
"What –"
"One, two. Th –" 
"What do you want?!" 

JaeWon smiled with contentment, seeing that he had won. It was the first time I had seen him smile – ever. The creases around his eyes were the first noticeable thing. He's kind of cute; what are you thinking May?!

"Let's go." JaeWon suddenly advanced toward me, grabbing my elbows and steered me ahead of him. 

"Where are you taking me? YAH!" I tried to turn back to look at him, but he didn't let go. With force, he pulled me down the street. 

"I'm not going to rape you – I wouldn't even if you paid me. So, just shut up and follow me." There was no expression in his voice at the time, causing me to be fearful of him for a second. But, I was still determined to not abide by his rules. 

"You shut the hell up, and let me go." I struggled, but JaeWon was too powerful. When I became too much of a handful, because I was fighting back too much, he hunched down, grabbed my left foot, and slipped off my flip-flop. "WHAT THE HELL?!"

"You want this back? SHUT UP and FOLLOW ME." JaeWon glared; his eyes got all big and scary. He held the flip-flop out of my reach. 

"You're a fuckin' psycho you know that? Give me back my motherfuckin' flip-flop. You need to be at a fucken insane asylum!" I yelled, throwing out cuss words right-and-left. 

"Been there, done that, graduated with a M.A.," was his smartass reply. Then, he had the audacity to add, "You are one weird ugly chick." 

"Stop saying I'm ugly!" I snapped at him. Why was he so obsessed with calling me ugly all the time? A little or a lot, it was damaging my self-esteem . . . NOT!

"Sorry. I meant to say how beautiful you are . . . seeing that you represent . . ." JaeWon trailed off, but then added, "wild untamed beasts with hairy body parts from the Tropical rainforest." 

I couldn't take it. Every word that came out of this guy's mouth was an insult. So I did the only thing a girl can do to a guy without getting in trouble – I socked him. I socked him as hard as I could on his right cheek. You would think that he, being Mayhem, the leader of a gang, would have excellent reflexes. But, he didn't even see that coming. 

JaeWon stumbled, tripped, and then fell flat on his ass. My flip-flop shot out of his hand and back into mine. 

"HAHAHAHA!" I burst out laughing; pointing at how pathetic he looked when I slipped it back on.

People who were walking up and down the busy street, stopped to look at me laughing like a madwoman. I don't know. It was just the funniest thing seeing him fall, like a feather.

But, he didn't care. JaeWon got right back up, as if he was in a hurry, grabbed my arm and yanked me along with him like a rag doll. I was too busy laughing to really realize that he was taking me to Dead End, the scary alley. 

"Why don't you just give me a minute here okay? I waited all day after you left this morning. Do me this favor – and just shut up okay?" Now, his tone was irritation. 

There was something in his tone that scared me; I shut up, breathing in anticipation. Whatever happens to me, I'll call SangWoo and he's going down! 

Suddenly, the bright streetlights disappeared and darkness enveloped us.

"Okay. Enough. Let me go," I told him, swallowing in fear. 
"Shh!" was JaeWon's reply. 

I tried wiggling out of his grasp, but I didn't seem to have any other choice. Very alert and scared now, my eyes flicked at the slightest movement in the dark. In front of me, I could make out the shape of his bigger, masculine body. 

*Squeak*

"Shit," I muttered as I moved closer to him. I don't know why I did it; I suppose it was just natural instinct. That's when I caught a whiff of his cologne. Walking besides him, JaeWon reinstated who was the more dominant sex. In a way, I felt safe if anything happened right now. But then again, who was the fool that making me walk down this creepy alley? Even so, for a moment I didn't mind, I was too immersed in his cologne. It smelled good . . . Calvin Klein: catalogue #18, page 22, item # 1568123. 

WHAT ARE YOU THINKING?! I shook my head to snap myself out of it. "Where are you taking me? I should just knee you in the balls and run."

"Try it." JaeWon couldn't hide the amusement in his voice when he replied to me. 

We turned the second-to-last right turn. Dead End. Does he remember how I saved him here last time?

"FINALLY! TOOK YOU LONG ENOUGH!"

Instead of being dark and deserted, like it always was, Dead End was lit with candles. Thousands and thousands of candles surrounded the area. Shadows moved as silhouettes of people crowded around. Somewhere, a boom box was playing Korean rap. In the middle, on the ground, were approximately five guys with cards spread out. I had never seen Dead End look like this. 

"Sunbae!" Danny, one of the guys sitting down, jumped up as soon as he saw JaeWon and me.

Only when JaeWon let go of my wrist abruptly did I realize he had been holding it all along. The shadows danced around his face which became serious and solemn. 

"Why do we have to do this? Why can't we just tell them who we are?" Danny whispered to him. 

"Where's the fun in that?" JaeWon replied. He left Danny and I staring at him as he walked over to the guys. 

Clearly the leader, a guy re-organizing the cards to shuffle them, looked up at JaeWon when he approached him. He had a nasty birthmark on the side of his face. "What's the deal? I only have time for one more game."

JaeWon nodded. "When I win, you give me the invitation." 
Birthmark agreed. "If you win, you mean. But whatever, If I win, what do I get?" 
"Her." JaeWon looked over at me. 

Birthmark looked over at me and smiled lasciviously. It grossed the crap out of me. I'm going to KILL you JaeWon, I thought as I turned away. The jerk! That's why he brought me here. ARGH. I started to leave, but Danny grabbed my shoulders to stop me. "I would've came and got you myself, but Sunbae didn't let me."

"Like I care," I spat in his face. "Ya'll are all stupid! I'm a person, not a thing for you to gamble."

"Look, this is REALLY important okay? He is NOT going to lose, so don't worry," Danny's voice softened. "Just stick around a'ight?"

I don't know why I didn't just knee HIM in the balls and run, but I stayed. It turned out they were playing poker. Pretty soon, the rest of the other guys got up and stayed clear. JaeWon and Birthmark were left playing with such precision and concentration.

The game was pretty interesting. I would've enjoyed it more if I wasn't bothered with the fact that I was the one being gambled unwillingly. Why am I here again?

"Four of a kind," Birthmark announced his final set.

"Shit," I muttered. JaeWon either had to have a Straight Flush or a Royal Flush – which I highly doubted – which means I was going to be gambled away. It's funny how I didn't take it seriously.

"Well?" Birthmark asked.

JaeWon looked up from his cards; his expression was mysterious and DAMN SEXY. Yah, what are you thinking? "Royal Flush." 

"HELL YEAH!" Danny broke into a dance. It was so gay as he moved his body like those Native American Indians in America when they do their rituals. I watched him with a slightly horrified expression. 

Birthmark stared at JaeWon's cards in-disbelief, but he didn't explode. Instead, he reached deep into his jacket to retrieve something.

"HE'S GOT A GUN!" Before I could realize what I was doing, I screamed. I ran over to JaeWon, grabbed onto him (for some reason), and tried to drag him away.

"What are you doing woMAN?" He emphasized the 'man' part which would've pissed me off if he wasn't about to get shot. "It's just an envelope."

"Huh?" I opened my eyes to see Birthmark, laughing his butt off at me, handing JaeWon an invitation of some sort. 

"Thanks." JaeWon PUSHED me off of him. 

I got up like an idiot and ran after him. JaeWon and Danny started walking out of the alley, leaving me behind. "YAH! SHOULDN'T YOU THANK ME FROM HELPING YOU NOT GET SHOT?!"

"There's wasn't a gun," JaeWon replied. 

"What is that?!" I diverted the conversation. I tried reaching for the white envelope he was holding in his hands, but was unsuccessful. 

"Why are you so damn nosy?" he asked.
"Yeah. Your job is done. Go home," Danny added.

JaeWon gave him a look which shut him up. 

"You were willing to gamble me; I was put at risk. Shouldn't I have a right to know?" I made another grab for it.

"No." He was the definition of a jerk when he continued leading the way out of the alley. It appeared as if I was being discarded because I wasn't 'useful' to him anymore. That made me angry. 

"Move." I pushed Danny and JaeWon out of my way. 

We were out of the alley and back on the streets when JaeWon caught up with me to grab onto my right elbow from behind. "Where are you going?"

"You got problems you know that? You drag me here for no reason and gamble me for a stupid white envelope. Don't you think I deserve some explanation?" I demanded.

"You're damn nosy," was his reply.
"You –" I started.

*BAM!*
Right then and there, JaeWon was suddenly knocked down from behind. He fell sideways into Danny's arms – which almost made me laugh because it looked so gay, once again. 

"What are you doing?!" We all turned around to see Choi SangWoo approaching the three of us; his eyes had an unexplainable look to them. I was so used to seeing them lit and sparkling. But, it wasn't now – it was deep-set and disturbed. Reno, who had punched JaeWon from behind, retreated back. "May. What are you doing here with him?"

I stared at SangWoo; the smile that I had had on my face faded. Wasn't it just a couple of hours ago he was drunk off his ass and dancing with me? What was he doing here? Now, he was standing in front me with both a sober and determined look. I felt my breath leaving me for some reason. 

"NO!" JaeWon shouted to stop Danny, who was inches away from jumping on Reno. JaeWon held out the white envelope and waved it in front of SangWoo's face. "I already got my invitation. I'll beat the shit out of you there."

The two rivals sized each other up. SangWoo stepped forward as JaeWon slipped his hands into his pockets.

"I'll be there," SangWoo replied, even though his eyes never left my mine. 

"Good." JaeWon nodded. "I'm not even going to retaliate to that cheap shot. You're always taking cheap shots. You haven't changed."

SangWoo didn't bother to answer him anymore; because he had been looking at me the entire time, he asked, "May, are you okay?"

JaeWon bit on his lower lip in anger. I could tell he didn't like being ignored. "Of course she's okay. She came along with me willingly." 

"No I didn't," I said, my eyes not blinking as they stared right back into Choi SangWoo's. This was unbelievable! 

It was SangWoo's turn to get angry. He turned back to glare at JaeWon dead in the eyes. "I never touched any of your girls, why are you messing with mine?"

"She's not your girl," JaeWon replied. "She's MY girl."
"YOUR girl?" SangWoo sneered. 

And right at that moment, I fully understood why SangWoo was a gang leader. He was extremely intimidating standing there and slowly rolling up his sleeve like he was ready to fight. He was riveting with his presence. 

"What? You claim her? So she is your bitch," JaeWon pressed on, obviously not intimidated.

I had the sudden urge to just kick him in the shins – who did he think he is to keep calling me that?! Sinisterly, I had thoughts of wanting SangWoo to really beat some sense into him. I didn't like being claimed as anybody's girl in the first place nor will I ever like being labeled as someone's bitch. But in a twisted way, I understood what JaeWon was doing. He liked pushing people's buttons, and he was working overtime on SangWoo's. I could tell he didn't mind getting into a fight with SangWoo, just as long as hitting was involved. 

"I'm going to pretend," SangWoo replied through gritted teeth, "that I didn't hear that. STAY AWAY FROM HER."

I jumped slightly when SangWoo, out of nowhere, took hold of my wrist. Instinctively, I looked up at JaeWon. His eyes roamed from my shoulder down to my wrist. JaeWon's jaw muscle twitched a little. If I didn't know any better, I would've thought he didn't like seeing SangWoo hold onto me like that. 

"Boss . . . we gotta go," Danny spoke up. 

JaeWon's face was expressionless as he merely glanced at Danny. Wherever they had to go, JaeWon understood. He shifted slightly, reached into his pockets, and pulled out a pack of cigarettes. I watched in disgust when he ejected out a cigarette, placed it in his mouth, and leaned at a slight angle for Danny, who magically summoned up a lighter, to light it for him. 

"I wish I had more time to waste on you, but I have a life." He inhaled deeply and the butt emanated bright red sparks. JaeWon exhaled and a cloud of smoke surrounded us. I wanted to take that cigarette and jam it down his throat; I didn't appreciate the cloud of cancer he was blowing.

SangWoo's grip on my wrist tightened and his jaw clenched. He held up a hand to stop Reno when he made a slight movement to advance towards JaeWon. 

"Let's go." With that, JaeWon and Danny walked away. 

When they crossed the street and out of sight, Reno rounded on SangWoo and exploded. "HOW LONG DOES THIS HAVE TO GO ON? SETTLE THIS ONCE AND FOR ALL SANGWOO!"

"You giving me orders now?" SangWoo asked coldly. I had never heard him so firm and 'authority-like' before. A different side of him was evoked now. 

"Well - you know – Reno stammered. 

"Didn't you have your fun last time? Drugging him and those cheap hits in Dead End?" SangWoo muttered. He spun around to face Reno completely. "Do you know what that has cost me? Go get the invitation. You better hope we aren't too late." 

Reno, obviously angry, didn't say another word as he stalked toward the alleyway. 

Then – it was just SangWoo and me. 

"Why?" He was the first to speak. 

"Why what?" I muttered, not liking the fact that he was making me feel guilty. For what exactly? I looked down, hating myself for feeling guilty for no reason. 

"Why didn't you tell me? How long have you been talking to him? You two are friends now? How could you do this to me?" SangWoo demanded; his voice no longer subdued. 

"What – Hey! I don't like the way you're talking to me right now." I looked up with him with an inquisitive look. 
"Why? Because it's making you feel guilty?!" he nearly shouted.

God! I hate it when it feels as though people can psychopathically read my thoughts. So, I lied. "Guilty? FOR WHAT?" 

SangWoo shook his head when he looked away. "You don't know how I felt when I saw you walking out of that alley with him."

But, I knew exactly what he felt. And I felt bad for making him feel like I betrayed him. SangWoo was feeling as though I had snuck behind his back to talk to his worst enemy – Yoon JaeWon. "Look, he's Mr. Im's nephew. Mr. Im is my umma's friend and –" 

"Why didn't you say anything?" He didn't even bother to let me explain. "I like you May. Why can't you understand that? If you're talking to him, why didn't you tell me? Why can't you be truthful?"

Truthful. Those words stung me deeper than he could've imagined at the time. That was the key to it all – be truthful.

"What about you?" I retorted, my temper rising. "You were drunk this morning and now you're completely sober. Were you truthful?" 

"You assumed I was drunk!'
"You smelled like alcohol. Then, you wanted me to dance with you in the middle of daylight. Excuse me for thinking so."
"So? I can't dance with you whenever the hell I feel like it?!"
"No. Because you don't like me." 
"Who said? How many times do I gotta say I like you? What do I gotta do to show you that?"

I started to walk away; I didn't want to hear it. All of a sudden, I turned into a weakling; I felt the tears welling up in my eyes. 

"I like you," SangWoo repeated. 
"Stop." I plugged my ears.
"I LIKE YOU!" he shouted, rippling my nerves. 
"STOP!" I told him, refusing to hear it. 

"MAYBELLINE LEE, I LIKE YOU!" SangWoo grabbed my arms and forced me to unplug my ears. He shook my shoulders roughly as he forced me to look at him, but I turned away from him.

"You only like me because I look like HER!" I couldn't hold it anymore; my heart started to beat so fast that it hurt. I blinked uncontrollably to stop myself from crying although the tears were dying to come out. The sudden emotional impact was too much for me to handle. 

"What?" SangWoo asked; his eyes forming surprise.

"Because  because I look like your ex," I answered softly, shaking. 

He went silent. I turned my back to him. "Why are you dong this to me? Please don't force it."

"Don't you like me?" his demeanor and his child-like question stopped me in my tracks. "Do you?"

Before I could make another move, I felt SangWoo come up behind me. I felt his strong arms slip around my waist and settling themselves comfortably across my stomach. The cartilage of his left ear slightly touched my forehead at an angle. My back nestled comfortably inside his warm chest. 

I closed my eyes and felt the two droplets of salty tears spurt down my cheeks. 

"I love the way he holds me May." 
"His hugs are always nice . . . " 
"No girl can ever deny Choi SangWoo. And you know what else he told me? He said he would never love another girl the way he loves me. No one can ever take my place."

All the pressure he was putting on me, all the things he was doing to me – I opened my eyes and turned back to face him. How vividly I remember her exact words . . . 

"So? Even if you do look like my ex-girlfriend –  it doesn't mean anything. I'm starting to like you for you . . . ."

I didn't have time to let his words absorb before his lips settled on top of mine. They were soft and warm, chasing away the coldness that had managed to seep into me. SangWoo held me there for what felt like a lifetime in his embrace. I felt my grip slipping as I settled on top of a cloud, feeling the emotions – feeling him against me. I didn't know it then, but it was the first and last kiss between the two of us. 

And maybe that's why I allowed myself to get caught up in the moment.

(Chapter 17)

But, I refused to let the moment drag on. 


After I broke away from SangWoo, I ran. I don't remember how fast I ran, how long I ran, or far I ran. I just remember running; losing control and falling apart. 

Like night and day, after that night, I ignored SangWoo's phone calls. Even if our semi-fight ended with a sweet kiss, I wasn't about to let it fool me into thinking I could actually have a relationship with him. You see, it's all very twisted with a conclusion that eventually leads back to the girl he calls Marina . . . I didn't want to be a replacement for SangWoo. But all in all, I tried my best to pretend that he never existed. I was damn good at erasing things out of my mind, so I did my best to erase HIM away. Although, there were still moments I would think about him – the things he said to me, the way he would touch me, the way he kissed me, the way he cared. 

But, I threw the thought of Choi SangWoo up in the air.

To tie it all together, to make matters worst, the tension between umma and I burst. It's just as so. Around this time of the year, we break apart and then spend the rest of the year piecing it back together. The phone calls became consistent, as they always did when this time of year came around, but I chose to ignore it. I didn't want to see umma's point-of-view in the situation; I wanted to stay carefree. But, I still saw that we were growing further and further apart. 

"Who's gonna be there Lina?"
"Me and JunJin."
"Are you sure? "
"Of course I'm sure!" 
"You better not be lying to me. "
"Why would I lie? Hurry up and get here. And, you better not ditch us like last time at MuLa. Bye! "

Why do I get the feeling she's lying to me? I hung up my cell phone and stared into the mirror. Friday night, nearly the end of the month – don't you deserve to be happy May? Wearing a strapless black dress, I had decorated my bare neck with long beads of gold and a chain of necklace. With large, round cut-shaped earrings, I matched the theme with luminescent make-up. Out of desperation and boredom, I had agreed to go dancing with Lina and Feet. Initially, it was supposed to be a girls-night-out, but Lina couldn't ditch her boyfriend. And so, I couldn't shake the feeling that Bryan might've tagged along also. 

The house phone rang . . . .

Running a hand through my hair again, I paused for a second as the thought of SangWoo flashed in my mind. It was funny how ever since our kiss, I felt more like a girl again. I hate to admit it, but he had made me feel beautiful – wanted – and all the girly feelings I didn't think I would ever have. So, what's holding you back? 

"Where are you going?" I was so close to getting away with it when umma appeared at the front door with the cordless phone in her hands. 

"To go meet up with Lina; we're going out dancing tonight," I replied, reaching up to play with my dangling earrings. 

"I would like it if you stayed home tonight; we could talk and watch a movie," umma offered, speaking slowly. "Just a week from now . . ."

I closed my eyes. " I don't feel like staying home tonight. I promised Lina I'd go already . . . I'll try to be home is all I can do. " 

"You've been too caught up in your own life May; have you forgotten your own appa? Have you forgotten who I am to you? Have you forgotten what you should do?" I can't say I didn't expect it, but it did take me a few seconds to realize what she was talking about. 

"Why? What for?" It was disrespectful to talk to her like that, but I couldn't help myself. "I thought you promised I would never have to do anything I didn't want to do."

"It would just be nice for us to all be reunited – for once, ever since –" umma reasoned; her eyes were wide as if she was trying to search for the May she thought she knew underneath the make-up I had packed on my face. 

"I don't want to reunite. How stupid is that?! Let it go!" Irritated, I argued. "Can you not bring this up anymore?! Do what you want."

"You better lower you voice, young lady," she warned me hastily.

But, I couldn't. The anger suddenly sparked. "Just leave me alone umma."

"I have been leaving you alone! I let you go do whatever it is you want to do. I want you to be happy! But, I also just want you to make your appa and I happy by –" Umma stared at me with disbelief when my cell phone started to ring.

Caught between the anger that had slowly build up inside of me, tainted in mixed thoughts – I allowed myself to get distracted as I always do; it was the only way not to fall apart right then and there, and cry in front of her. So I answered my phone. " Hello? Yeah, I'm going. Give me ten minutes. "

"May . . . don't leave. Not now." Umma tried to stop me.

"I'm sorry, but you're right umma – I want to go do what I want to do. If you let it go, we would all be happier." Without another word, I pushed passed her. 

After all this time . . . it still hurt. 

. . .



"Let's get OUR freak on YO!" Bryan just had to embarrass the hell out me. As soon as we stepped inside Club Groove, he just had to holler at the top of his lungs.

"You lied to me!" I screamed into Lina's ear, who was too busy making make-out eyes with Feet. 

Club Groove was a new dance club that had barely opened a week ago. The place was packed and smelled like fresh paint and old money. It was extensively designed with one huge dance floor, fifty-sixty small tables scattered here and there, and three bars.

"Why did we have to sneak him in? Why couldn't he just wait out in the car?"I tugged at Lina's arm, referring to Bryan who was tagging along with me like a lost puppy. 

Lina didn't hear me clearly through the loud, cacophony hip-hop music in the background. So, she just nodded and replied, "Yeah. That guy over there wears sneakers and he's at the bar."

Huh? Before I could laugh, Bryan yanked at my arm roughly. "Yah! Let's DANCE!" he grinned, already moving. 

"HELP ME!" I screamed when he dragged me away towards the dance floor. But, the sea of people swallowed Feet and Lina. Before I knew it, I was pulled into the middle of the dance floor. Flashing lights of red, green, and yellow washed over the wave of bodies now moving all around me. 

"Come on May. Let's do the SLIDE!" The DJ remixed the current song and dropped the beat of house music. The whining techno eased into a rhythmic beat, thumping the speakers everywhere. 

"What are you doing?!" I squealed at Bryan who started dancing. The spinning disco ball jerked wildly with the beat of the music – and so did Bryan. He placed his right arm on his hip, held out the index finger of his left and started wigging it at me with pouted lips. 

Despite all the troubled thoughts I had been having, and the rude-awakening of the conversation with umma earlier – I let out a laugh. Just a simple laugh. But, it chased anyway everything. And suddenly, feeling the part, I let loose and had fun. 

The girls around us, who were dancing, all stopped to watch to Bryan in amusement. But, he wasn't paying any attention to them. He must've known that something had been bothering me, so he went all out to make me laugh. 

"Come on! Dance with me!" Bryan placed both hands on my shoulders and pushed me side to side. 

"You idiot! I'll show you how you dance!" Forgetting that I was a social turtle, I crawled out of my shell. 

I wasn't one of those girls that knew how to dance seductively. I was more like a teenybopper who danced without much rhythm in a cute way. So, there I was on the dance floor causing a scene with stupid Bryan. I rocked my body back and forth to the beat of the music, shaking my hips occasionally. Every time the bass would thump, my body pulsated alongside with it. It felt good. At the height of the song, I sashayed myself on the dance floor, nodding my head metrically side to side.

"May! Let's duet!" Bryan came closer to me. I turned around and we were dancing back to back, pumping our arms up and down, laughing like complete dorks. 

"I'm doing a turn!" I announced over the loud music. As I spun around, I caught sight of someone standing near the bar. He was wearing a black cap, lowered over his eyes. Leaning against the counter, he was sipping out of the cup he was holding. I couldn't tell if he was watching me, but I could tell that he was damn familiar. 

"May!" Bryan butt-bumped me, and I stumbled. The freak! When I caught my balance and turned back to the bar, the figure was gone.

Somehow, my smile and my dancing mood vanished.

"I'm thirsty," I announced. Without bothering to tell Bryan, I pushed through the crowd of people to find a way out. I didn't have to worry about leaving Bryan all alone because girls, who had been watching us, all pounced on him the moment I was gone. 

"Ever thought of joining a dance competition with Bryan as your partner?" Feet joked when I came to the table I spotted him and Lina were sitting at. 

"That'll happen . . . when you get RID OF YOUR FOOT FUNGI!" I retorted. My heart was thumping wildly and my face was sweaty from the heat and the dancing.

"AHAHAHAHA!" That's what so great about Lina and Feet. They laugh as a couple when they're together, even if I'm making fun of his stinky feet.

"You feel better now? Letting loose after all that drama?" Lina asked. She offered me a glass of water, and then settled back in Feet's arms. 

I nodded as I gulped down the shockingly cold water down my dry, desiccated, throat. I had told Lina about what was going on in my life – well, except for certain things . . . .

"What drama?" Feet inquired.
"It's a girl thing," Lina replied. "Let's dance. I wanna dance now."

"Oh no. In our family, Bryan's the one God gave all the dance moves to. For some reason, I just can't dance." Feet clung to the chair as Lina tried to get him up.

"Maybe it's just your feet," I said casually.

They didn't hear me though; they started to argue whether to dance or not to dance. It's fun watching them fight for the first five minutes, but then it gets boring. So, I got up and left Lina and Feet to go the bathroom.

I was headed towards the bathroom when I passed the entrance to a poolroom where it was crowded with guys watching a billiards game in action. I stopped to watch just inches from the doorway, not noticing the figure leaning against it indolently. 

When I was about to walk away, he spoke up.

"You're a REALLY bad dancer," Yoon JaeWon commented.

My eyebrows creased together. So I was right; I had seen him watching me earlier. "What are you doing here?"

"What are YOU doing here?" he asked me instead.

"I'm here to . . . dance," I said stupidly. Suddenly, I hated him for making me answer such an obvious question.

"And you're doing a bad job at it.” He made me feel like a complete fool. And it got me thinking, was I really bad? Psh!

"What are you drinking?" I changed the subject. Before he could move, I peered into his cup. I felt Yoon JaeWon's eyes gazing at me. I was so close to him that I could see his perfect, sexy jaw-line. The shape was oh-so-alluring . . . I arched my face up higher to meet his eyes, which were shadowed by his cap – but I knew he was looking back at me. 

Why did I choose to be so 'girly' today? "Why are you looking at me?" I peered up at him now. 
JaeWon shifted his black cap and replied, "Who said I was looking at you?"

"Well – you –" Trying to coolly recover from the insult, I jerked the cup he was holding out of his hand. "What are you drinking?"

Coffee. Black coffee. What IDIOT drinks BLACK COFFEE at a club? "There is something wrong with you." I turned my face at a slight angle and said it as seriously as I could. 

"Like you don't have issues," he scoffed.

"I DON'T!" I snapped quickly. Okay . . . that sounded like I DO have issues. I dumped the cup back into his arms. "I'm leaving."

"Fine," JaeWon scoffed – making me feel more foolish. He obviously didn't care if I was here or not. I started to leave when he spoke up, "Wait.” As I turned, something flew at me. If it weren't for good reflexes, I would've gotten the world's worst paper cut on my face. 

"What is it?" I asked stupidly as I held the envelope up. 

"My horoscope today said I should do a good deed and will be repaid later." JaeWon brought the cup back to his lips and drank. 

I opened the envelope to find a ticket to . . . Tokyo, Japan. "The hell is this?"
"Flight leaves at seven in the morning on the 31st of May," he said. 

31st of May . . . the end of the month. Umma's words swirled in my mind . . . "You have to go this year May . . . ." To JaeWon, I said, "I don't get it." 

He rolled his eyes. "Remember when I gambled you? Just be ready to leave for Japan. My uncle's tripping about me leaving Korea, so he said I could only go with someone he knows and trusts. I thought I'd rather die than ask you, but when it all comes down to it – you're the only one since he trusts your umma so much.”

Whoa, wait a minute – HE was listening to authority now? "I didn't exactly follow all the B.S. you just said, so . . . what does that have to do with me?" I scoffed.

"You're going with me."
"Did you mix crack with that coffee you're drinking? What makes you think you can just tell me what to do?"
"You're not going to screw this up for me. You have to go." 
"My umma's not going to let me." 
"Yes she will. I heard if YOU wanted to do something, even your umma can't stop you."

"You're damn nosy." I threw his line back at him. 

JaeWon lips moved upwards, showing his amusement. He reached into his pockets and whipped out his wallet. "How much money do you want?"

Ha! The loser was actually going to bribe me into going with him to a different country? Maybe I should just take the money, say I'd go, but then don't actually show up on that day, I thought. But a picture under the plastic cover in his wallet caught my attention.

I walked back over to him and placed my index finger on top of it, stopping JaeWon from taking money out of the wallet. "Who's that?" I asked. The picture was old and ripped around the edges. JaeWon, approximately eight at the time, was standing side-by-side with a little boy that looked exactly like him. They were wearing identical shirts with dirt on their faces, holding up fishing poles.

"My little brother.” He tried to push my hand away, but I held my stance. 

"He shot my brother . . . ." SangWoo's voice came into my mind. Suddenly, a dark cloud came over me. Why had I forgotten why I had hated him before? I looked back up at JaeWon. "What was your brother to you?" 

"Everything." He didn't even hesitate to answer.

"So why did you shoot SangWoo's brother to death?" I asked through gritted teeth. I backed away from him. How could I have forgotten the dark side of JaeWon? The side SangWoo had warned me about? "You murderer. Why aren't you in jail?"

"What are you talking about?" He straightened up and lifted his cap to allow his eyes to meet mine.

"You shot SangWoo's brother. No matter how much you hate someone, you shouldn't kill," I replied, looking at him with disgust.

"You're fuckin' crazy you know that?" JaeWon's voice turned sharp; his joking mood no longer in existence. "What the hell are you talking about? He shot MY brother.

(Chapter 18)

"He fed you some cock-and-bull story about how I shot his brother right? Well guess what sweetie, he never had a brother. Why don't you get your facts straight before you accuse me of murder?"

I felt as though someone had hit me on top of the head. Well - Yoon JaeWon hit me on the top of the head.

He continued to scowl at me; the humor now completely gone from him. "You know what? I don't care if you go or not. Fuck this shit." Without another word, he turned. Whatever misconception he thought I had had of him, JaeWon probably wasn't expecting that. 

"You have issues you know that? At least stick the hell around to PROVE it!" I shouted after him, panicking, but JaeWon had already disappeared around the corner. 

The club music, though alive and pulsating, sounded distant in my ears now. Even though the lights still waned over to this area, I didn't see anything at all. How could Yoon JaeWon brush me off – how could he walk away not caring if I believed him or not? . . . But I believed him. SangWoo – Choi SangWoo had lied to me. But why? Why would he make up such a lie? Such a horrible lie? Did he want me to sympathize with him? Did he think that would draw me to him even more? Well, it did didn't it? 

Why - why are things getting so complicated? 

"Hey you, can I have some of that? Thanks." Some random guy passed me in the hallway, carrying a glass of alcohol. I didn't even wait for him to agree. I just reached out and took it from him. I leaned back against the wall, settled the rim of the ice-cold glass on my arid lips, and dunk it down my throat. The shockingly acidic-like taste jolted my body and cleared my mind. He had lied to me. Why did he lie to me?

I started to fall apart here, I suppose. All the things that had slowly piled on top of me ever since Choi SangWoo entered my life started to piece themselves together. From the corners of my mind, it came rushing out at me. The things I tried to hide under false pretense, under my smile, under my jokes, came crashing down like an impending wave. I lost control . . . 

An hour later, I was sitting on the ground with my back against the cold wall mumbling to myself. I felt like crap, letting the alcohol rip through my veins as I got hotter and hotter. 

"I can do it. Calling him . . . ." I whipped out my cell phone and dialed SangWoo's number. That was when I realized I didn't have his number. "Shit."

Umma's words in my mind . . . .my head started to spin. I felt so light-headed and more importantly, I wasn't thinking. The heat inside the club was getting to me; I managed to get up somehow. 

"Yah! Excuse you!" 
"The hell is wrong with you?!" 
"EXCUSE YOU!"

Here and there, I was bumping into people. The club was getting darker and darker, making it hard for me to see where I was going. My world was spinning . . . .

Then – I walked right into someone's chest.

"May?"
"Oh shit. "

Just as I fell, Choi SangWoo reached out and caught me. 
. . .



"Are you okay?" Allowing me to lean against him, SangWoo asked me for what seemed like the hundredth time. 

I nodded as I rocked back and forth, feeling the cool night air against my skin. We were outside of the club now, in the back, sitting on the ramp where SangWoo thought it would be best for me to wait for my alcohol level to go back down. 

"I was going to call you," I muttered. I sniffled. Before I could help it, the burning tears started to form. Damn it! I placed my head inside my arms, pressing my eyelids against my eyes to stop the burn – but, the tears seeped through anyways.

"What – May." SangWoo wrapped an arm around me. He didn't know what to do, so he kept his arms around me. "Why – why are you crying?" 

"I - I –" I shook my head, at a lost for words. "I didn't want her to die – not really. You – you know when you're angry, you'd say anything? "

SangWoo froze. 

Whether I was alcohol driven or not, I didn't care. Everything that had built up inside of me was fighting to get out; I couldn't control it anymore or I would lose the rest of my sanity. Ever since I had met him, I had known this day would come. Denial could remove anyone from the truth – further than they could ever believe. 

It was time that I should stop lying to him – pretending to him. It was time for the truth.

"You want me to take you home?" SangWoo offered; he started to get up, having absolutely no idea how important this conversation would be.

"No! I have to tell you, now." I reached out to cling to his arms. I looked up, tears dampening my cheeks. 

SangWoo's own eyes widened. "May?" 

I held onto the sleeve of his shirt desperately. "You know of a girl named Lee MiSun . . . didn't you? Didn't you? " 



*
__________



Everyone was crying. All around the room, people were wrapped in each other's arms sobbing silently. 

A nine-year-old Maybelline Lee was sitting on a little chair in the corner of the room holding a teddy bear against my chest. I didn't answer anyone when they walked over to give me hugs, and kiss my burning cheeks. Occasionally, I would look up at the big picture in the middle of the room. My umma's face beamed down at me. 

Even though I was young, I knew about death. I knew that if someone was dead, they could never come back. I never really thought about it – until my real umma died. 

"Appa, are you going to live with me now?" I asked him through teary eyes with an uncomfortable feeling in my throat from crying too much.

Appa shook his head as he stooped down to my level. "No. You're going to live with me." He pulled me into his arms, held me tightly, and started to cry all over again. Appa cried the hardest I've ever seen him cry at umma's funeral. It was the first and last time I would ever see him with so much human emotion. 

But, don't let my appa's tears fool you . . . . 

The dark scene faded, and I was now standing in the middle of a large living room – lit with fluorescent lighting and the smell of Jasmine tea. 

"You had a child with her?" Lee EunHye, my father's first wife, sat on the couch with her arms across her chest. She stared at me intently, scaring me. "She . . . she looks exactly like MiSun, ChilHyun."

"EunHye.” Appa sat down next to her. "I'm all she has. I can't throw her out on the streets."

Ignoring him,"Come here," she waved me over, an expression dawning upon her face. Right from the beginning, she was never a heartless or cold woman toward me. 

I walked slowly over to her, biting my lower lip. "Ye – yes?"

She ran a hand through my hair. Even though she was studying me, she spoke to my father,"You hid everything for all these years, and now you bring home a little girl. "

Appa didn't answer. 
She bit her lower lip as her eyes welled up. "What am I suppose to do ChilHyun? "
"Please . . . ." My appa wrapped his arm around her. 

"Say umma. I'm your umma now," she told me. And, from then and up until now – I call her umma. 

But at the time, I hated her. I hated appa. And I hated this new house I had to get to. All of a sudden, I was living with appa now. For nine years, I had lived with my real mother in a little apartment and appa would visit us occasionally. I had never asked why appa didn't live with us like my friend's who had their appa's living with them too . . . , but now I understood. 

I was the other woman's child.

The half-sister of Lee MiSun. 

"MiSun, why don't you say hi to your new sister?" Umma took a step back to reveal a girl that could've been mistaken as my twin towards me. The first time we met, MiSun stared at me with dark eyes and pursed lips. We looked so much alike – something that will haunt me for the rest of my life. At the time, MiSun was taller and four years older than me. Standing in her school uniform, she was already quite tall for her age. MiSun's hair was long and layered; it accentuated her oval face, bright light brown eyes, and heart-shaped lips. She was beautiful beyond measure.

"Who is she?" MiSun asked, looking at appa with wide-eyes. 
"Your new sister," he replied, standing up to face MiSun. 

MiSun stared at me for the longest time. Then, without a word, she turned and walked upstairs. 

I looked at appa, hoping for an explanation. I never got one. 

I had assumed that if MiSun didn't like me, she would leave me alone and ignore me. How wrong I was. Up until then, I never knew violence and evil people existed. They were not apart of my world; but MiSun made it all of my world. 

"So, you're the whore's daughter."

I turned and saw MiSun leaning against the bedroom door. Right away, I didn't like the fact that I was going to share a room with a person who had such cold eyes . . . .

"What did you say?" I asked, hearing a curse word for the first time in my life. 

"Your mother is a whore," she repeated, her eyes glinting. Her voice was monotone and ice cold. "You know – a woman that opens her legs for men. Get hell out of my house. "

I stared at her with wide eyes – not believing what I was hearing. 

"You girls aren't asleep yet?" Appa opened the door, peeking in to check on us. 

"Yeah." MiSun smiled at him, her face changing quickly. "Goodnight appa." 

Taking my chance, I crawled into my bed and pulled the covers over my head. I held my breath when I heard the bedroom door close and MiSun's footsteps. 

"GET UP!" She yanked the covers off of me. 
"Wha  –?" I sat up in bed and stared at her. "MiSun . . . ."
"Don't call my name!" She threw my pillows on the floor. "You're sleeping on the ground." 
"There are two beds. You get your own bed, I get mine." I pointed out.
"You're sleeping on the ground," was her answer.
"Hey, you're mean." I growled. "Give me back my pillow and blanket."

"YOU'RE SLEEPING ON THE GROUND!" MiSun grabbed me roughly, tossed me on the ground, and threw the covers on me. She slapped a pillow against my head, strong enough for me to twist to the side. 

At age nine, and after losing the only person who I had always depended on, I cried myself to sleep. I felt helpless, scared, and hopeless. MiSun was bigger than I was and I couldn't understand why she would treat me so . . . .

"You're not wanted here, and you'll never be wanted here." MiSun leered in front of my face the next morning. 

I sniffled, not wanting to her to see me cry. "You're mean. I HATE YOU." 

MiSun narrowed her eyes at me. "You're not going to be living here long, so I don't care if you like me or not. I'll make you leave." 

She meant it. And I'll tell you how MiSun did it. 

Although, it was hard for me to adjust to it – I did. I lived with appa, his wife, and his daughter as I tried to make sense of it in my mind. I cried myself to sleep every night, missing my real mother so much that it hurt. But, pain – emotional and mental pain would haunt me more than I would ever know. 

The scene fades, and I am eleven, sitting on the sofa watching TV on a Sunday afternoon. Umma was sitting on the other side of the room, knitting. MiSun bounded into the house carrying a basket with two kittens inside. 

"Umma! Look, aren't they beautiful?" She showed them off, swinging them up in the air. 
"Oh my god, aren't they a sight?" Umma cooed, petting the small, yellowish-white kittens. "They're sisters?"

"Yeah, but you see this one is darker and this one is lighter. They had the same mother, but different daddies." MiSun glanced at me when she said that. 

"May, why don't you come look at them?" Umma looked up, smiling at me.
"I –" I started to say when MiSun interrupted me.
"May doesn't like cats. She hates them. She said she hates the way they meow and their claws," she lied.

"But, they're the most darling things May!" Umma said, frowning at me. "Why would you hate such precious things?"

"I d –" I started to say when MiSun called out to appa who was coming down from the stairs.

"APPA! LOOK!"

At the time, I didn't understand why MiSun had lied and said I hated cats. To be truthful, I had never been around animals to hate them. But I found out soon enough.

"Honestly, we're eating. Why don't you put them in the living room?" appa said at dinner, eyeing the little kitties that were crawling around the dinner table.

"We should get more animals. This house feels so empty with just the four of us," umma chimed in as she got up to get more rice.

"Come on kitties. Get down from the table." MiSun uses the sweetest voice in front of umma and appa. Her façade in front of them was flawless.

At the same time she was reaching for them, I was reaching for a spoon. Out of nowhere, MiSun pushed one of the kitties on my hand. 

"OW!" I jerked my hand back when I felt its tiny claws digging into my hand.
"MEOW!" the kitten screeched as it landed on the floor.
"Oh my god! Are you okay May?" MiSun reached for my hand to examine the slash. 

I pushed her away from me, glaring. I hated the way she pretended to care about me when I knew for a fact she would've wished death on me if she could've. 

"May," appa warned. "Your sister is only trying to help."
"I hate her!" I said. 

I shouldn't have said that because soon, I appeared to be the defiant, aloof, and dangerous daughter. But, the horror had not even begun yet . . . That night MiSun allowed me to sleep on the bed for once. I should've known something was up because she was so nice to me. Around midnight, I understood why . . . .

"GET UP YOU STUPID BITCH!" MiSun was on top of me, whacking me with a pillow, waking me up from my slumber.

"What?! What are you doing?!" I screeched, sitting up in bed and pushing her off me. 
"I HATE YOU!" MiSun screeched. "How could you do something like that?!"

My hands felt gooey, but I didn't have time to look because MiSun had grabbed me and threw me on the floor. I hit the cold floor with a thud, feeling the pain shooting up and down my back. "OW!"

"YOU HORRIBLE PERSON! HOW COULD YOU DO SOMETHING LIKE THAT?!" MiSun screamed loud enough to wake up umma and appa. 

"What happen?!" The bedroom door opened and light flooded into the room.

"May!"
"Oh my god! What have you done?!" 

Blood. Blood was everywhere. From my bed to my own hands, I was covered in blood. The two kittens – they were sprawled under my bed, dripping in blood and split open gruesomely.

I looked up to see MiSun sobbing in umma's arms and appa gaping at me. 

Don't ask me why she did it, but Lee MiSun did it. They sent me to therapy after that. I had to spend countless hours discussing why I had murdered the kittens. The quack's conclusion was that I was upset my real mother had died. I was thrown in a new environment and was very distressed. Everything was correct, except for the fact that I didn't kill anything! I looked at MiSun in a whole different light after that. I became scared of her. She wasn't the kind of girls I had to deal with in school. Those girls would threaten me, occasionally hit me, and frame me for stupid stuff; however, none of them would actually KILL to frame me. 

Appa and umma were distant towards me after that too. I rarely left my room and rarely spoke to them. That's why they believed MiSun and viewed me as the liar. And just when I was anticipating the worst, MiSun stopped making my life a living hell when she met this boy when she turned 17 and I was 13 at the time. 

And, on her good days, MiSun would talk to me like we were real sisters only about subjects that concern her.

”He is the hottest guy ever!" She was telling me whether I wanted to hear it or not.

I forced myself to concentrate on the T.V. screen, but MiSun went on describing him.

"You know how we met? I was beating up some girl for bad mouthing me at school when he walked pass. You see, he belongs to this group named Crist; oh, everyone knows about them at school. Anyways, he saw me beating her up. I expected him to be one of those guys that defend the weak, stupid girls. But, he didn't! He cheered me on! Ahh . . . oh my god. It was so funny! But, yeah, I think I really like him. Choi SangWoo . . . ." MiSun had gushed about him right from the beginning. 

I just blinked blankly at the screen, not answering MiSun. She lowered herself in front me, so that we were eye to eye. "I'm going out with him tonight. Do not tell umma and appa. You got that?" 

How could I not do what she told me to? I was scared of MiSun. She was evil and was capable of doing anything she wanted to me. 

Pretty soon, MiSun got hot and heavy with her new boyfriend. She snuck out every night with him and didn't return home until dawn. I couldn't tell umma or appa or she would kill me. I kept her little secret until one night . . . 

It all started when MiSun provoked me into retaliating . . ..

"Do you know how to kiss May?" She leaned against her make-up desk, drawing dark lines underneath her eyes. 

In the middle of brushing my hair before bed, I didn't answer her – I learned not to talk to MiSun. 

"Of course you don't," MiSun went on, running her hands through her hair. "SangWoo and I kissed last night. It was the most beautiful thing! His lips are incredibly soft."

"You're dirty, going around letting boys kiss you.” I couldn't keep my mouth shut, and blurted out before I really gave it thought. 

MiSun whirled around to face me. "I'm dirty? Your MOTHER was the dirty WHORE." 
My jaw dropped open, as anger build inside of me. "You –" 

"Girls?" appa knocked on the door. 

"Shit. I can't let him see me like this!" MiSun quickly ran into the closet. 

"May?" Appa entered the bedroom, looking around. "Where's MiSun?"

I was so angry at what she had just called my umma. And, completely forgetting what kind of person MiSun was and what she was capable of, I didn't lie for her like I usually did; instead, I clenched my fists, grinded my teeth together, and said, "She's in the closet hiding."

"Why?" Appa went over to open the closet to see MiSun, dressed like those girls who work the streets, hiding behind the racks of clothes. 

I could see her eyes sending daggers at me. Thinking she was going to get a good spanking, I smiled genuinely for the first time since I had been here. She deserved it. 

"EunHye, come in here and see your daughter!" appa shouted.
Umma appeared in the bedroom. "MiSun! What are you wearing?!"

"She sneaks out every night to see her boyfriend!" I told them.

"Boyfriend?! MiSun!"
"What is going on? What are you doing?!"

I sat down on my bed and watched with glee as appa and umma lectured her. They shouted at her and grounded her. I have to admit, there was a sense of satisfaction that rushed through me as I watched them berate her. 

"Go to sleep. We'll continue this in the morning.” Appa, completely frustrated after they were done yelling at her, dragged umma out of the bedroom. 

As soon as the door closed, MiSun turned to me. She had been crying, so her make up was all messed up and she looked no different from something just out of hell. 

"Why did you do that?" she asked through gritted teeth, advancing towards me. "You daughter of a whore. Why did you do that? Answer me, you whore's daughter.” And that was the last straw. 

I stood up, not scared of her. "DO NOT CALL MY MOTHER A WHORE!" I jumped, ready to fight her, knowing well what the word meant this time. 

"I'm glad she's dead! But why did she leave you? GET OUT MY HOUSE! YOU DO NOT BELONG IN MY FAMILY!" MiSun's words shocked me. As if someone had stunned me with a gun, I became frozen. Up until then, I had endured all I could – but her words just hurt too much for my ears. 

"How can you say something like that?" I asked her, my eyes brimming with my tears. My heart started to race and I felt like I couldn't breathe. 

"She was a whore and she'll always be. Do you have any idea how much I hate the fact that all of a sudden you exist? I told you not to tell and you do it right in front of me! You think I'm going to let that go?" MiSun never blinked her eyes accused me. "Get out of my house."

"I'm not going anywhere. It's about time I stand up to you. You think you run this place? You think you're so bad? Does that boyfriend of yours know who you ARE?!" I screamed.

"He does and you know what? HE LOVES IT!" MiSun said. "Daughter of a whore . . . .”

"I HATE YOU!" All hell broke loose as I ran at her. All the anger and hate that I had piled up inside of me unleashed. The fury inside of me lashed out at MiSun and the first thing I did when I got to her was jab at her face.

"AHH! ARGH!" MiSun's arms came up and intensely tightened on my shoulder blade. She dug her nails tight into my shoulder blade. The pain exploded and blinded me for a split second. 

"I HATE YOU!" I screamed as we both fell to the ground. I entangled my legs, pinned her down to the floor, and with all my might pressed my hands against her face. I scratched it as hard as I could and saw the slash thicken with redness . . . blood . . . 

MiSun struggled. Our bodies became rigid, but somehow, she managed to slip out from under me. Before I knew it, I was the one on the floor. I braced myself for her fingers to claw at me, but I heard the crash of something breaking. 

Glass . . . MiSun smashed the little glass pencil holder she kept under the bed. She held it up to my face, puffing and huffing. 

"I hate the fact you look like me. I'll ruin that face of yours TONIGHT!" MiSun lowered it near my cheek.

"What is going on in there?!" Voices came from outside the bedroom.

Quickly, MiSun got off of me. She crawled five inches away to bring the glass against her own face. With a quick and clean swipe, she braced for the pain. Blood seeped through her skin, and she started to cry. MiSun bawled like a little child when she tossed the glass fragments near me. I watched her in horror – no words can describe the feelings I felt as I watched her do that to herself. 

"What is going on?!" Appa and umma entered the bedroom. 

It was déjà vu all over again. 

"She  – she attacked me! The glass! She –" MiSun screamed in pain as tears ran down her cheeks like a river. 

"No I didn't! She did it herself!" I got up from the floor, watching in panic at my appa's facial expression. My insides were screaming, tearing apart. 

MiSun cried at the top of her lungs. Her body shook violently as she emphasized the blood on her face. "First the kittens and now me? Why can't you stop May! Can't we just get along? Why do you hate me so much? "

"APPA! YOU'RE NOT FALLING FOR HER ACT ARE YOU? I DIDN'T DO IT APPA! DON'T BELIEVE HER! " I screamed, searching his face desperately.

"MiSun, stop crying honey.” Umma rushed over and gathered her up in her arms. She started to rock her back and forth in her arms as she stared at me with a horrid expression. 

"May . . . let's go." Appa grabbed my arm, jerking me. 

"Appa, you don't believe her do you? Appa! Where are you taking me? Appa! Please! You have to believe me!" I screamed as he dragged me outside of the bedroom. I clung to him as much as I could, trying to make him understand – trying to make him believe me – trying to make him be on my side. 

I could hear MiSun crying in her umma's arms inside the bedroom. 

"Stop struggling May!" appa barked at me.

"PLEASE! WHAT ARE YOU DOING? APPA! YOU HAVE TO BELIEVE ME! SHE'S EVIL!" I started choking with tears. My eyes got extremely blurry and I felt so weak I couldn't struggle anymore . . . 

They sent me away. No more therapy and no more medication. They sent me straight to Seoul's Psychiatric Center. There, I was placed in a room where I would stay there until an analyst would come and talk to me. They evaluated me as a child who dealt with the shock of losing a parent as section three, case #120265 – or something like that. 

They tried to visit me regularly, but the last time I saw MiSun was the day she came with Appa. I had no choice but to see her.

"Don't hate me May," appa was saying to me. 

I looked away from him, my cheeks tear-stained. How much have I cried? Why are my eyes so used to being wet? Why are my insides used to being twisted? I didn't want to look at him. How could I look at an appa who didn't believe me? He chose me over her. Wasn't I his daughter too? Did he love me too?

Appa sighed and got up, no longer having any patience talking to a mute person. "MiSun's waiting outside. She wants to come in and talk to you . . . I just wished you two got along? Why can't you just get along?" 

For the first time, I looked up to see appa's tired face. I wanted to express my emotions to him, but I couldn't. After all this time, I came to be this type of person. I wanted to talk, but the words could never meet my voice. Appa waited for me to say something, but when I didn't, he walked out of the door without another glance at me. 

MiSun entered the room next. She was totally different from the last time I had seen her. Her face still had a bandage on it, but she had cut her hair and dyed it a light brownish color. Lee MiSun and Lee Maybelline did not look alike anymore . . . .

She walked slowing into the room, almost just sauntering. Keeping her eyes on me, MiSun took a seat across from the bed I was sitting on. 

"How is it here?" MiSun finally asked; her voice soft and different from the last time I had heard it –  she looked around my room. 

I scoffed, but didn't reply. How is it supposed to be in here? 

"Guess what my name is now?" she asked brightly, as if we were having a normal conversation. As if the past we had did not matter at all. She seemed to have forgotten who had sent me here. ". . . Marina. I decided to change it. My boyfriend SangWoo decided he liked that name better than my Korean name. I like it too . . ."MiSun glanced at me to see if I was paying attention. "You know? The boyfriend I told you about some time ago?"

I turned away and stared outside of the window. The grass was bright green on the grounds and the trees were swaying in the wind . . . 

"Oh, my boyfriend is such a bad-ass!" MiSun said, leaning forward in her to seat. "Did you know he just shot his rival's little brother?" 

I closed my eyes; I didn't want to pay any attention to this rubbish MiSun was talking about. How could she talk about it like it was something incredible?

"I like the way he holds me May . . . his hugs are always nice." MiSun sighed. "No girl can ever deny Choi SangWoo. And you know what else he told me? He said he would never love another girl the way he loves me. No one can ever take my place. He wants to marry me later on –"

"SHUT UP!" I spoke up for the first time. Surprised at my own voice for coming out strong and clear, I locked eyes with Lee MiSun. "Shut up. I – I don't want to hear about you and your boyfriend. JUST shut up. You shouldn't have come here. What the fuck are you doing here?! GET THE HELL OUT!"

For the first time in a long time, MiSun saw how angry I got. She got up quickly from her chair; her expression quickly went from softness to anger. Even if it might have surprised her to see me being aggressive, she never faltered. "I'm just trying to be nice."

"Nice?!" I sneered at her face, suddenly feeling the urge to call her every dirty name I knew. "You don't think it's a LITTLE too late?! Look where you've sent me to! They treat me like I'm crazy! But, you're the CRAZY BITCH! " 

"I don't hate you May." Her voice changed once again, controlling our conversation now. "You might think I hate you, but all I wanted was for you to get out of the house. And now that you're out, we can be friends."

I stared at her; I couldn't believe it. Why wasn't she screaming at me back? Why wasn't she the MiSun who sent me here?! The MiSun who killed to get me here?! "You're sicker than I am."

MiSun came close to me; she reached out to cup my chin in her hand. Studying my face, her eyes switched back and forth. "We look so much alike . . . with this face, we're always going to be reminded of each other." 

"Let me go," I pushed her hand away roughly; MiSun stumbled. "MiSun, you are –" 
"My name is Marina," she replied.
"GET OUT. GET OUT!" I screamed. "I DON'T CARE ABOUT YOUR NAME! LEAVE!"
"I'm trying to talk to you," she argued.
"GET OUT! LEAVE! "
"Fine! Don't ever expect me to come back here to visit you! I'll make sure you STAY in here." 
"I JUST HOPE YOU'LL DIE! GET THE HELL OUT OF MY LIFE! DIE!"

After she left the room, I could hear her telling appa that she had tried to patch things up with me but I refused. I fell back into bed, crying all over again – falling apart. 

Little did I know that God listened to my words even though I hadn't meant it. 

MiSun did die . . . 

For the next three months, no came to visit me. It was like I didn't have any family at all. I realized that living by myself in this little room wasn't so bad considering the hell I would be in if I was living with appa. MiSun was a monster and I was glad they didn't come to visit me often –especially MiSun. 

But then, I started to think about her when there was no news until . . . .

"I am so sorry for your lost."
"We know . . . Thank you. It's why we haven't been able to visit May sooner. Is she sleeping?"
"Yes. May I ask – when is MiSun's funeral?" 
"To – tomorrow . . . The end of this month - 31st of May. "
"How did it happen? If you don't mind me asking. " 

"Drunk driver . . . Apparently she snuck out of the house while we were sleeping to go see this boy." Umma paused as she sniffled. 

I gripped the bed sheets as I laid still on my back listening to appa, umma, and the nurse outside of my room talking. The impact of the news hit my chest like a ton of bricks, and only until I realized I was still alive that I started to breathe normally. 

MiSun was dead. So young, only 17.

I told myself that couldn't be true. She was still alive. She would be standing right there beside me, thinking of another horrible plan to ruin my life. But, she was dead. I confirmed it myself. Appa took me out of the center for a day to attend MiSun's funeral on the 31st of May . . . only when I saw her lying inside the casket and being lowered into the Earth did I really believe she was dead. Even though it came abruptly and in such a disturbing way . . . 

I never cried once.



*

___________



"So you could say I blamed myself for her death. I had to stay at that center in-and-out for a while because the shock of it hit me hard afterwards. When I got out, I was already supposed to be in high school. That's why I've never known . . . much of anything. Dealing with other people; doing the normal things girls my age do. How can I still be normal – after all the things I've been through?"

Choi SangWoo had lowered his head by now, clearly still listening to my voice. He seemed drained after hearing my confession. 

I turned to look at him, wiping away the last trace of my tears. "I guess you could say I knew you before I even met you. I had completely forgotten that MiSun went by the name Marina . . . I had also forgotten about her first boyfriend, that she claimed to love so much, Choi SangWoo." 

Again, he said nothing. 

"That's why we can only be friends. That's why I'm freaking out because the end of the month is coming. That's why I will never let myself to like you . . . because you see me as her. No matter how nice you are, no matter how much I am attracted to you," I continued. "But, I realized something. You two are the same type of people. MiSun is a violent, vicious, and scheming person that only does what pleases herself; she liked to play with people, pushing them to their limits – not giving a care about the consequences. She loved to twist things. You're just the same . . . you shot Yoon JaeWon's brother didn't you? " 

SangWoo finally looked at me; his face was chalked white. When he didn't answer me, I went on. 

"Why did you lie to me?" I pressed on; completely shaken from my confession, I told myself to hold on a little while longer. 

He didn't answer for the longest time. But, when Choi SangWoo did, chills came over me. "When I saw you – for the first time at The Trax, I couldn't believe it. I almost grabbed you, and pulled you to me. I stared at you for the longest time, wondering how you could look so much like her. MiSun and I . . . we both . . . you'll never understand. " 

"That's right," I told him, getting up slowly, condemning him. How light it felt to finally have Choi SangWoo's confirmation. After all this time, I concluded that Choi SangWoo was still stuck on the sister who had put a black hole through my childhood. "I'll never understand your twisted minds. You had me fooled; I thought you really . . . just liked me. You want MiSun or Marina or WHATEVER the hell you like to call her as. Well, you can have her. Leave me alone."

I walked away, feeling the tears welling up in my eyes again. I could feel SangWoo watching my retreating back; I could almost hear him wanting to tell me to not go. But, it was my own stupid speculation; he would never call for me again. Why was I becoming a crybaby all of a sudden? Why did I let the memory of MiSun make me cry once again? No, you're crying because Choi SangWoo was too good to be true. 

I wiped my tears with the back of my hand, lowered my head, and kept walking into I was back inside the club. Music blasted into my eardrums, and already drunk – I completely lost myself. By now, the memories I had tried to lock in the back of my mind had unraveled. I had lost all senses. I should go home, sleep through this, and tell umma what has happened to me . . . But, I didn't want to. 

Staring at my heels, I suddenly bumped into the shoulder of someone. "Excuse me."

"Yah . . . why are you crying?" Yoon JaeWon's voice asked me. 

What the hell was he doing here? Forgetting that my eyes were still wet, I looked up in surprise at him. As if someone blew fresh air into my face, I felt as though a ton of bricks were being lifted off of me when I saw JaeWon's attention on me. Or maybe it was just the alcohol. Yeah  – it definitely HAD to be the alcohol, I thought. 

"Why are you still here?" I asked, my voice echoing inside my mind. 
"None of your business, move." JaeWon maneuvered me out of his way. 
I turned about and grabbed his arm. Not thinking clearly, I said,"Please . . . stay with me."

His eyes traveled from my face down to my arm that was holding tightly onto his. "Yah, who said you could touch me? Let go."

"Buy me a drink," I muttered. "I'm thirsty. Will you?" 

"I think you've had too many drinks." JaeWon pushed my hand aside, causing me to stumble on the sidewalk. 

"JUST BUY ME A GODDAMN DRINK! GEEZ!" I reached out to grab a fistful of his shirt. "NOW!" 

"Yah, I don't like ugly chicks touching me."
"I told you! Who do you think you are? Your face is doubly-times as ugly! " 
"Hey! Look who's talking Michael Jackson wannabe!" 

"Oh?" I gasped, reaching up and placing a hand on my nose.

And the scene that had occurred between Choi SangWoo and I faded as the roar of music and Yoon JaeWon took over my reality.

(Chapter 19)

Just like that, Yoon JaeWon officially entered my world. You cannot meet a person, coincidently, more than once without finding that natural niche of communication between each other. The image of Yoon JaeWon as Mayhem had completely faded when I sat down next to him at that counter, alcohol already controlling my mind. I didn't know it at the time, but he had completely trashed himself by the time I had bumped into him; he had done at least thirty shots of alcohol. This would explain why he wasn't the usual Yoon JaeWon with bitter humor. He had completely lost control of himself, and so did I. 

And, we were just fun together. Choi SangWoo who? 

"What would you like?" The bartender leaned over the counter, grinning at us. 

"Cognac and throw in whatever you got handy."

"And you miss?"

JaeWon kicked me hard on my right calf, making me cringe in pain. I sat up in the stool and squinted around. What was this noise?! Oh yeah . . . music . . . I was back in the club. 

"Water," I told the bartender; I squinted at him. He was a big, bald guy wearing a white t-shirt that was a little too tight for his body frame. On his upper arm, he had a tattoo of a rainbow - get my drift? 

"Water?" JaeWon exclaimed, inclining his head toward me; the black cap on his head slightly falling off his head. "BUY YOU A DRINK? WATER?!" 

I grimaced, the sound hurting my ears. "At least you save money! Quit yelling!" 

"Oh, it's okay. His drink is on the house." The bartender winked at JaeWon before turning back to the shelves behind him.

". . . I think he likes you. Yah, ask him for more free drinks!" I teased him.

*WHACK!*
"Motherfucker!" I breathed under my breath as I rubbed the back of my left arm. "What'd you hit me for? You hit girls? You fricken sissy. You –"

*WHACK!* He reached out and smacked me again – I nearly turned up-sided. It wasn't hard, but when you're still a little drunk, it makes all the difference in the world. 

"STOP HITTING ME!" I screamed. Reaching out, I started whacking him with lame karate chops. "Hiya! Ha! Take that! And ha!" 

"Okay! Okay! Stop it woMAN!" JaeWon held out his hands like he was surrendering.

I threw him the nastiest look I could muster when I slumped back in my stool, hunching my shoulders. There was this sudden insatiable need to do something. We were acting like two psychos - two fitting psychos, dealing with our problems the same way.

"Uh . . . your drinks.” The bartender came back, placing our drinks on the counter before whisking away.

"Here," JaeWon said pushed the huge glass of water toward me. He said something, but I couldn't quite hear it. Something like, "Animal." 

"Grr." I growled, picking up on it. "I feel sorry for your mom, such an ugly son!"

"What?" JaeWon turned to me, as if he hadn't heard me properly. "Excuse you?" Then, surprising the hell out of me, he slapped his hand so hard on the counter that even through the loud, thumping music, I nearly jumped out of my stool. He waved a warning index finger at me. "Yah! I'll have you know, I was voted the prettiest guy on the net!" 

"Muahahahah! . . .puahahahahah!!!" I threw my head back, nerves running high, as I laughed. It was a pretty insane laugh. His comeback wasn't what I expected. For a moment, I thought I saw JaeWon's mouth moved in amusement as he watched me shaking with laughter. 

"Stupid," JaeWon mumbled, drinking his cognac; his eyes were already shimmering.

I grabbed my glass of water and sipped it. "Gangster – my ass. Yah, Yoon JaeWon . . . I was at the zoo the other day and the baboons wanted to know when you're coming back?" I asked, slurring my words – trying to remember all the insults I had heard in a joke book long ago.

"What?!" His eyes got all big. He had to take another swallow another gulp of his drink in order to answer, "Is that how you want to talk to me? Well, let me ask you something; was it the same baboons that were pointing at your yellow teeth because they thought it was part of a banana?" 

I laughed, nodding. I leaned against him, pointing at his cheek. "It's DEFINITELY time to up YOUR medication babo."

"Oh yeah, the same kind your doctor prescribes to you?" JaeWon retorted, raising any eyebrow. 
"Whatever . . . get off my planet," I mumbled, rocking my head back and forth. 
"Go back to the forest you came from," JaeWon replied, taking another sip of his drink. 
"Why don't you just leave?!" I asked, irritated now. 
"Yah! You're the one that wanted me to buy you a drink!" 
"You did." 
"Well, I'm not leaving until I figure something out. It's been plaguing me ever since I met you." 
" . . . Well? What is it?"

"So, after they were done experimenting with your face, did they intentionally leave it the way it is? Or are you going to have to go back in for more lab tests?" JaeWon pointed his index finger, pressing it against my cheek and poking me.

"You know, you're a psychologists dream – believe me, I know. Here, I'll show you what they do. First, introduce yourselves to me," I told him, pushing him back. 

"Well – there's me, and then there's myself, and then there's I. That's about it," JaeWon replied, looking like he was lost in thought.

"WOW. And explain to me how do you live day by day with yourselves?" I shook my head at him in sympathy.

"Easy, I follow YOUR notes.” He shrugged.

"Tell me JaeWon, what are you gonna do with your face when the baboon wants its ass back?" I made a face at him, no longer wanting to play our little version of the psychologist & patient game. By now, my eyes were literally seeing stars. Soon enough, I saw JaeWon spinning in front of me. We went quiet for a few minutes, clearly knowing that the alcohol had completely taken over us now. 

JaeWon spoke up first, rubbing his eyes and making a face. "I think . . . I think, I've had quite a bit to drink. . .you're beginning to look pretty good."

"Ha – ha! Was that is admittance? Hmm . . .sorry dear. I don't feel the same way. I've drank half a cup of water, you still got that unique ugly feature to you."
"Yeah? You're ugly, but you intrigue me."
"You intrigue cosmetic surgeons." 

"Okay." JaeWon held up his hand as he cocked his head to the side. He was completely out of it. It was funny how we somehow switched roles; I was somewhat sober now, and he was drunk off his ass. "I thought we went over this already. I'm the pretty one and you're the facially challenged one. Now, why can't we just get along?"

I kicked his stool as hard as I could to jolt him. 

The upbeat house music that had been throbbing inside the club now scratched into a simultaneous stretchy beat, the ammeter sprinting up and down. The song: Double K featuring Hyolee: Hot Girl – the theme song for clubs of the summer that year. 

The beat and the vocals blended in so perfectly that I couldn't resist. In my drunken state, I got up from my stool. Swaying along with the music, I moved side-to-side rotating. I was shaking my hips to: If you want me boy . . . when I realized I was dancing right in front of Yoon JaeWon. Actually, he made me realize I was dancing in front of him because he started banging on the counter and shouting, "Quick! Someone call for an ambulance! She's having a seizure!" 

"Yah! You jealous! Just 'cause you can't dance like this!" I slapped his arm, sitting back in my seat when several people turned to look at us. 

"HyoRi's hot," JaeWon commented. He turned to me and placed a hand on my shoulder to gave me a pity look. "Don't worry. In your dreams, you can look at least .25 percent like her."

"JaeWon, lay off the crack. No one needs your comments." 
"Uh . . . . Shit, what's your name? Hurry up and tell me or I'm going to lose my good comeback!" 

I gaped at him, pausing in my drunken world. "YOU DON'T KNOW MY NAME?!" 
JaeWon leaned back and stared at me, ". . . You never REALLY told me, so it's not my fault."

"You're kidding. What's my name JaeWon?"
"How should I know? I don't stalk you like the way you stalk me!" 

"WHAT'S MY NAME?!" I screamed, going crazy now.

"Wow, you two are really drunk. You need help leaving here?" The bartender came back, wiping his hands on a cloth. Why was this guy coming and going into our scene? 

"WE'RE NOT DRUNK!" JaeWon and I shouted at the same time. I turned to look at him at the same time he looked at me. 

The bartender glowered, but then walked away to tend to another customer from across the bar. 

I got up from the table and smiled. I tried to look cool as I moved away from my stool, but I ended up tripping. "Shit!"

JaeWon laughed, leaning back in his stool, "Hahahahaha!" 

"Quit laughing or I'll kill you!"
"I like to see you try . . . the hell?! Hey! You serious? Put that down! Fuck I'm out of here!" 

But, I was faster. Instead of bringing my glass of drink down on his head, I ran. It was great to feel free physically – the wind hitting my hot skin as I ran out of the club, laughing and almost tripping. I turned to see if JaeWon had followed me, but I didn't see him at all. 

"Great, where am I going to go now?" I spun around, my vision blurry. All the streetlights were blending together. 

"Yah!" 
"Holy frappacino!" 

Just as I turned again, JaeWon popped out of nowhere like a bat out of hell. I hadn't even heard him run up behind me or seen him exit the club.

I looked up at him as he loomed over me. "Do you know how much I had to pay?"
I stared at him. "Does it look like I care?" 
"You care." JaeWon lowered his face in front of me, breathing alcohol into my nostrils. 
"Get away!" Without thinking, I reached up and pushed his face away from mine. 

"What – what are you doing?!" Suddenly, JaeWon jumped up. Extending his arms and rotating, he tackled me. Can you believe it? He went full-out wrestle-mania on me. 

"Yah! Get off me!" 
"You touched my face!" 

As soon as he had nearly picked me up off the ground, he let me go to stumble like a fool on the sidewalk. 

"YOU FREAK!" I shouted when he freed me. 

JaeWon laughed – the first genuine smile and laugh I had ever seen from him. Through blurry eyes, I liked the gentle crease his mouth formed just before it opened up to reveal his perfect white teeth and the way his eyes lit up, as if they were glinting like gems. Even though I was drunk, I knew what looked good. Damn, Yoon JaeWon is sexy . . . It's the alcohol! It has to be the alcohol.

"I know I'm beautiful, but could you please stop looking at me like that," he said, bringing me back into reality. 
"You're so full of yourself!" I stuck out my tongue and made gagging noises. 

"You know most girls would've just giggled, flipped their hair, and punch me lightly on my arm," JaeWon retorted. " . . . why don't you act like a girl?" 

"I AM A GIRL! Maybe you're NOT the guy!" I scoffed in his face.

JaeWon smirked. Slowly, he drew himself right beside me and wrapped an arm over my shoulder, pulling me closer to him. Maybe - just MAYBE, I would've enjoyed it if he didn't smell so much like alcohol. I tried to push away his sudden need to be my best friend, but he had his hand firmly on my arm. 

"So, you're telling me that pick-lines don't work on you." 
"Where are we going?" 
"Just shut up. You're interrupting me." 

With his arm still over my shoulders, we started walking down the street. I wasn't very familiar with this part of town, but there were so many emotions going on inside of me – I didn't care. All I wanted to do was keep walking, leaning on something sturdy, and feeling the night air against my face. I'm telling you. Alcohol plays with your mind. 

So there we were, two semi-drunks swaying side by side going god-knows-where.

"You got pick-up lines?" I scoffed.

JaeWon leaned in real close, so close that I could feel his alcoholic breath on me; his voice becoming very husky, "So . . . you . . . wanna go back to my place?" 

I smirked, two can play this game. "I dunno . . . can two people fit in a box?"

JaeWon's grip around my shoulder tightened; he tried another line. "You know, I only thought you existed in my beautiful dreams."

"Yeah . . . I always thought you existed in my nightmares. I guess we're both wrong. Go figure," I replied.

We had turned the corner and were walking down a dimmer, darker street. 

"You know . . . we met at Groove tonight for a reason." JaeWon nudged me, not wanting to give up this soon.
"Yeah! Let's go back and pick up chicks!" I said excitedly.
JaeWon's lips curled. "Ah forget you!" He dropped his arm from my shoulder.

I laughed at his hopeless expression. I was starting to like the drunk JaeWon. "You're stupid as hell."

"How do you hell's stupid?"
"Because – where ARE we?"

At the end of the street, we ended up at a construction site. Although there were still people everywhere on the streets, this area was isolated. The gated fence with the huge sign: KEEP OUT didn't seem to bother JaeWon as he tugged at it until it moved. Through my blurry vision, all I could make out were shadows.

"No, you're gonna get us in trouble." 
"We're too late anyways." 

I didn't understand JaeWon until he dragged me into the construction site with him. It was clear that they were constructing a new building in front of an old shabby looking wall, making away for a tiny alley. JaeWon and I disappeared in-between it. 

He was right. There must've been others here before us because the wall was covered in graffiti already. 

"Ah-ha!" JaeWon walked right over to the several cans that were on the ground. 

"That's illegal!" I hissed when he took a black and red can, shook them up in each hand, and then started to spray the wall.

It hissed and the intoxicating smell surrounded the alley. 

"Aiya. Party pooper," JaeWon muttered as he continued to spray. 

I stood back and watched him spray. He's an artist too? Gangster and artist: multiplayer. JaeWon sprayed at arm's length at first, and then he narrowed it as if he was aiming at a target, intricately looping and spiraling. Mesmerized, I stood silently like I was his girl, silently encouraging him to commit this illegal but oh-so-appealing act – especially because he looked so sexy when he was concentrating like that. 

Damn, May, you are REALLY drunk to think that baboon is hot, I thought to myself. Reaching out, I slapped at my head a little bit.

Yoon JaeWon stepped back. And right in the middle of the wall, in big, twisting letters: MAYHEM.

"That – that looks good," I said breathlessly as my eyes jumped excitedly to take in the color and texture. My pupils dilated because of my excessive alcohol intake. That is the nicest artistic thing I have ever seen, I told myself. 

JaeWon smirked, looking over to me. He held out the cans towards me, "Write something." 

"Hell no." I back away, shaking my head.

"Chicken." 
"Baboon."

"Hahahaha!" The silent alley now rang with his laughter. It was so unlike the Mayhem I was used to seeing that I was a little taken aback. His laugh was . . . nice. It was smooth and just deep enough to please the ears. Oh, the miracle of alcohol.

"Hehehehe." I giggled along with him. 

"Alright, I'll write your name for you." JaeWon offered. He reached out, taking a stance, all ready to spray, until – "Uh . . . What is it?"

"YOU DON'T KNOW MY NAME?!" I exploded, no longer laughing, gaping at him. 

"Aish! How should I know your name? You're always calling me!" he pointed out, waving the cans in front of him like he was defending himself in case I was going to attack him. 

I made a face at him. "You idiot. You really don't have a clue what my name is? After all the stupid things we just did –"

JaeWon stared at me, perhaps thinking I was hurt that he didn't know. "It – it has something to do with the month right? Um . . . April."

"WHAT?!" I burst out. 

"I'm right, right? See? I know!" Instead of spraying it, he whipped out a sharpie from his pockets and leaned into the wall to write something.

"What are you writing?" I walked closer to him, and pushed him out of the way to read: April loves Black Coffee. 

"I'm tired." JaeWon tossed the sharpie after he was done. Taking a seat against the wall, he sighed, rubbing his headache. 

"You're the freak that likes black coffee and my name IS NOT APRIL! What's that supposed to mean?!" I turned to look at him, but JaeWon already was dosing off. "Get up! We gotta go before we get caught! Get up!" 

"Aish! Leave me alone . . . ." JaeWon waved me away like I was a fly.
"YOON JAEWON! GET YOUR ASS UP!" I shouted, stomping my feet. "Get up! Get up! Get up!"

"A'ight! Just give me five minutes. My head hurts. Just sit down will you?!" Reaching up, JaeWon yanked at my sleeve and I slid down next to him – like a feather. 

"Yah! I wanna go home." I slapped my hand on the ground and stomped my feet like a baby. 
"SHH!" JaeWon reached out and placed his index finger against my lips. 

It was as if everything stopped the moment he did that. To JaeWon, it was a simple motion to shut me up, but to me, it shut me up right away. I held my breath as I felt my heart skipping beats when his finger slid from my bottom lip to my chin and then away . . . .

"Just five minutes," he whispered, closing his eyes, leaving me to watch his peaceful profile. 

How about forever? I remember thinking. He ran his hands through his hair roughly, and then yawned. Pretty soon, JaeWon's head slowly tilted and then ended up on my shoulder; I could smell the gel he had slicked on his head. 

That was the moment I realized that I liked being with this coffee freak. Yoon JaeWon; he made me forgot about everything. From my painful past to knowing Choi SangWoo, JaeWon erased it all away  he was like my pain eraser. There was a part inside of me that was now comforted - JaeWon was not the murderer Choi SangWoo had made him out to be. He was not as cold as I had heard. He was him – a person that I was starting a significant relationship with.

After all it's not an every day event that you get drunk, say stupid things, and end up in dark alley with a stranger. 

Thus, drunk and exhausted, I closed my eyes to my thoughts. Angling my head against his, content with the light summer breeze sweeping around us and carrying us away from reality, I yawned too. "Five minutes . . ." 

Needless to say, we didn't stay for five minutes. We ended up sleeping until morning with our big heads leaning against each other, under JaeWon's tagging on the wall: April loves Black Coffee.
(Chapter 20)

When I woke up the next morning, I had the ugliest headache. The morning sun was directly overhead, but the cold wind was still hanging around. A chill had crept up my arms; I opened my eyes slowly, not realizing where I was until I saw that the heavy feeling on my left shoulder was Yoon JaeWon's head. 

Where the hell am I? Flashes of last night came into my mind; me drinking, JaeWon drinking, me laughing, JaeWon laughing, me walking, JaeWon following; me dancing, him pointing, me talking, him leaning against me, me staring at his arm as he pointed something at the wall, him calling me as April . . . 

My eyes snapped open. Quickly looking up, I saw that last night's events were real. We've slept out here the whole time?! "Yah, wake up. JaeWon, wake up." 

He didn't budge even while I was pushing him. "Jae – Mayhem!" 
"What?" He jerked awake, squatting my hand away like I was a fly.
"Wake up." I pinched his nose.

"What . . . ." Mumbling, Yoon JaeWon finally lifted his big head off my shoulders. "Shit." Once his eyes opened, JaeWon stared around the alley we were in. 

"Five minutes . . . five minutes," I repeated, remembering what he had promised the night before. "Yeah, five minutes turned into the next fricken' day!" 

As if noticing for the first time I was there, JaeWon finally looked over to me; his inquisitive face was soon replaced with a glare. "What am I doing here?"

"I kidnapped you." It took me a while, but I managed to get up. It was the best feeling ever. After sleeping in that uncomfortable position the whole night, my body was glad that it could stretch. However, the tiredness and sleepiness had completely devoured me, making me sway against the wall. 

"Fuck . . . my head," JaeWon moaned, feeling the same way too. 

"Here." I extended a hand to help him up – thinking we were cool now.

But I was wrong to think this was the same Yoon JaeWon from last night. Like I said, he's a quiet and aloof guy that doesn't exert much emotion – except for ONLY when he's drunk. Now that he was sober and begrimed with one massive hangover, JaeWon was back to his old and possibly even worse self. 

So instead of taking my offer, JaeWon got up by himself and left me hanging like a fool. 

"What the hell am I doing here?" he asked again. "Did – we drink that much last night?" 
"I guess so," I replied, rubbing my burned eyes. 
JaeWon looked up and down the alley. "Shit. Don't tell me we're where I think we are." 
"You took me here," I told him. 

"Aww shit . . ." JaeWon groaned, and then he turned to face the wall. As soon as he caught a glimpse of his artwork from last night, he drawled out another JaeWon trademark expression, "AWW SHHIIIEETT!!!"

I crossed my arm across my chest, staring his expression. "Yeah?"

"Funny thing is I don't remember doing any of that. But . . . it looks good though, doesn't it?" Forgetting what he was 'shitting' about a second ago, JaeWon angled his head to take in his artwork.

I rolled my eyes; was he kidding me?! "Let's go." 
"We better go fast.” He agreed without hesitiation. 
"Huh?" 
"Nothing – wait a minute." 

I almost walked into him when he suddenly stopped to read, "April loves black coffee?" Before I could say anything JaeWon added, "That's weird! Someone knows your name!"

He resumed his walk out of the alley, leaving me to gape at his back. Either he was having one-hell-of-a-weird-hangover, or he was just messing around with me – the first choice was probably the most likely. 

"You coming?" He stopped, but never turned. 

We walked in silence out of the alley, away from the construction site, and back on the streets. As I watched people bustling up and down the street, and the ambient noises from the cars driving past us, I realized how late it must've been in the day – it was probably past noon. 

"Hey," JaeWon finally called to me when he turned back around; I was starting to think he had a habit of walking at least twenty feet ahead of me just for the hell of it. 

I stopped walking to raise a hand to shield my eyes from the glaring sun. "What?"
"You hungry?" JaeWon jerked his head towards an open bistro across the street. 

I wished I hadn't followed his gaze because the moment I saw those people using their chopsticks to delicately grasp the noodles from their bowls and taking sips from their glasses, my stomach started to growl. 

"What are you waiting for? I'm hungry." Without waiting for me, JaeWon crossed the street and headed on over to grab a table near the corner. 

"Yah wait up!" I sprinted down the street and had to wait anxiously for the 'walk' sign to turn on. 

"I would like your special for today along with some plain black coffee. Oh, do you have those American cheesecakes by any chance?"

"Actually, we do." 

JaeWon was already ordering by the time I got there. 

"You two are together?" The waitress turned to me as I took a seat next to JaeWon. 
"No!" we both shouted at her at the same time. She stared at us like a child being yelled at by her parents. 
"I – I'm sorry," I apologized, giving JaeWon a look. "I'll just have a bowl of noodles." 
"Okay . . . ." She nodded. 

"Hold up." JaeWon motioned for her to stop. He turned in his seat as he reached into his back pocket. It was so typical; I knew EXACTLY what was going to happen next. So, I placed both of my hands on table and counted to three mentally before JaeWon would claim he didn't have enough money for our luxurious order.

"It's not that bad," JaeWon commented after the waitress had walked away with our 'new' order.
I angled my face to the side to look at him. "So, we're sharing a small bowl of noodles huh?"

He shrugged, tapping his hands on the table. "Better than nothing. I don't see you paying for it. Besides . . . you need to quit eating so much anyways." 

My jaw dropped just as the waitress became back with our bowl and two pairs of chopsticks. Then, placing down the plain cup of coffee, she hastily walked away. 

"Yah, stop running your mouth," I told him.

"Oh?" JaeWon asked with an expression like he could care less. "My mother taught me to never lie, so I don't. Deal with it April, truth hurts."

I grinded my teeth together. "The name is not April okay? And what kind of name is Mayhem anyways? What? Did you meet some black dude and he made you his blood brother or something – so he gave you the name Mayhem?"

JaeWon froze with his hands hovering in mid-air with the chopsticks. An expression flashed across his face, almost like disgust at what I just said. "Do NOT. I repeat, DO NOT say my name okay? I do NOT want it coming out of YOUR very-much-needed-over-due-dentist-appointment-mouth. OKAY?"

"What?" I clasped a hand on my forehead and began to rub it profusely. "Yah, what's wrong with you? I'M THE GIRL. I HAVE THE RIGHT TO INSULT YOU. YOU'RE THE BOY, unless you're not telling me something, but WHATEVER, you're supposed to be NICER."

All the while I was coming back at him, JaeWon was busily eating his noodles and nodding his head, going, "Uh huh . . . hmm . . . uh huh." 

I gave up, my eyes widening as I realized what was going on. "Hey! Save some for me."

"Well then you better shut up and get your share huh?" he managed to say through a mouthful, and then brought the cup of coffee to his mouth to drink. 

"Ihateyouthinkinglikeyou'retheshit," I mumbled a jumble of words as I picked up my pair of chopsticks. 

He glared at me before continuing to eat. I made a face at him before dipping my chopsticks into the bowl of noodles. After a night of drinking and an empty stomach, it felt good to eat some hot, steaming noodles. Although there were moments when his chopsticks would 'accidentally' get in my way, I ignored it. We ate in silence until the very last bite. 

JaeWon knocked my chopsticks out of the way to loop the last noodles around his chopsticks. Smiling sarcastically at me, he slurped it up. "Hmm . . . "

"Yah, don't you have any manners?" I slapped my chopsticks back down the table.
"What? I can't?" He widened his eyes at me as he reached for his coffee. 
I watched him drink, jealous with thirst. "Then . . . let me have some of your coffee." 
"What?"
"Give me some of your coffee."
"You wish," he chuckled, as if I was joking.

I didn't care. I made a reach for it, but JaeWon removed it from my reach. "YOU! UGH!" Getting up, I pushed back my chair. "Fine then." 

"April! Stop acting like you got a stick up your butt all the time!" JaeWon shouted after me.

Shaking my hair out of my face, I continued walking away – letting him deal with the bill. Sure that our weird encounter was over, I about to cross the street when all of a sudden JaeWon had caught up to me.Still holding the cup of coffee in his hands, he fell into step beside me. 

"Go away. I don't hang around with selfish baboons!" 

People, who were walking past us, stared. 

"Psh! Just not my coffee, got it? Touch it and you're dead," he told me. 
I stopped walking to look at him with disbelief. "How crazy are you?" 

He rolled his eyes, still keeping his coffee close to his chest. "What do you want? Yah! Turn here. I know a guy that lives here. More food." Without explaining himself, out of the blue, JaeWon grabbed my sleeve and pulled me after him, steering me down the opposite street – not letting me know ahead of time a brilliant plan had hatched inside his head. 

"I'm not your dog you know! Let me go! I wanna go home!" I nearly tripped when I tried to go back against his grip. Why do guys have to be the more dominant, powerful sex? Argh! God's SO unfair! But, he did give all the beauty to the girls so I couldn't hate him . . . 

"Fine, do what you want." JaeWon released me, but continued walking. 

I stared up and down the street. Closing my eyes, I wanted to kick myself for conforming. But, if JaeWon left me – I would never be able to get back home. "Yah! Yah – Wait!" 

I wasn't really mad at him; he should've known that; in fact, I liked the fact that he wasn't Mayhem right now. For the first time since I had ever met him, I realized this was the way to get to know Yoon JaeWon – test him out, you could say.

JaeWon stopped walking after I called out to him; I sighed, lowering my head as I followed him. 

"I knew you couldn't resist free food, April." 

"The name's not April." But, obviously he didn't care. We walked around a strip of large, shabby-looking buildings. The last building was where JaeWon finally stopped, muttering to himself as if he was trying to remember if it was the right one. It was a dump – on the side with littered garbage and a rocky, metal stairway leading to a landing at the top with a dark brown door. 

"A guy you know lives here?" I turned to JaeWon, who shrugged. 

"Come on." I stood back and watch him heading over to the rocky stairway. When he was at the very top he turned to me, "I'm not Repunzel, I have no hair to let down. You're gonna have to walk up here." 

I glanced up and down the side of the building; the more I looked, the more scared I became. Why was I here? Did I know JaeWon enough to trust him? But, something inside me told me that I was better off with him than without. 

So, I walked over to the rocky stairway. 

"Flo, you in there?" JaeWon rapped on the door when I descended on the landing. I glanced nervously around, completely freaking out because I was scared of heights. 

The door opened to reveal a guy that was too good to be living in a dump like this. He was wearing a designer shirt and baggy sweats. With his eyes hidden behind glam shades, his hair was spiked up and he had a toothpick stuck out from the right side of his mouth. Flo looked like he was one of those rich kids I used to go to school with. 

"Whoa! MAYHEM!" he whooped, quickly grabbing JaeWon into an embrace. I was REALLY starting to think JaeWon was gay now – first Danny and now this guy. 

"Hey man. You got food?" JaeWon barely returned his embrace as he peered into his apartment. More food?

"Wait –" Flo placed a hand on JaeWon's shoulder. "Word on the street – you've heard right. Is that why you're here? 'Cuz you know I got your back and all." 

JaeWon's eyebrows furrowed. "What are you talking about?"

"HanSuk's in charge now – you know when Remy –" Flo looked nervously around and then spotted me. "Boss . . . who's this? Your girlfriend? Ha! Not bad! Hi, go with the Flo. Nice to meet you? What's your name?" 

All I did was stared at him; the guy was able to change the subject faster than a speeding bull. "I –"

"Hey," JaeWon interrupted us. "What about HanSuk? When did Remy die? Will you stop looking at her? Answer me."

"Sorry, sorry," Flo apologized. "Here, get in here." Flo finally stepped aside to allow JaeWon in. But to me, he held out a hand, "Sorry honey. You're fine and all, but I gotta have a quick word with the Boss. Would you mind waiting for just a nano-second?" 

"Uh –" I started to say. 
"Just wait for a sec," JaeWon said, not even bothering to look at me. 
"Be right back." Flo winked at me as he closed the door behind him. 

What was so secretive that I couldn't hear? Was this a way to treat a girl? Leave her standing outside like a lost puppy? "I should just go home. I probably have better food," I said, kicking a small rock on the landing.

"NO! I GOT A CUISINE IN HERE AND EVERYTHING! JUST WAIT!" Flo shouted through the door.

"What the freak?" I lowered my voice; he heard me? Alright, this place was starting to freak me out. I shouldn't have came here with JaeWon – actually, I shouldn't be anywhere with JaeWon. He had a crazy life and I didn't want any part of it. 

I walked back down the staircase, and was just about to roundabout the building when I bumped into someone's shoulder. I seem to be doing that a lot lately. "Sorry," I muttered, not bothering to look up. I stepped aside to continue walking when he did the same thing to block me. I looked up as my eyes glazed over. "Please move."

He simpered, and then raised both hands as if surrendering when he finally stepped aside to let me go. Behind him, there were at least fifteen guys – they all moved aside to let me pass.

Wait a minute – Uh-oh. Something was up. But, I continued walking. My heart started to pound for some reason, and my palms got all sweaty; a bad feeling hit the pit of my stomach. 

I was barely five feet away when I realized, with a chilling sensation, that I knew who that guy was. I turned to find him already facing me, with that impending smile on his face. 

His hair – instead of flowing on his shoulders and parted in the middle like before, it was tied back neatly this time. With a thick bomber jacket in the middle of summer, his blue jeans also didn't go with the ensemble. But, the most striking thing about him was his feminine features. I felt self-conscious just looking at him; how was it that a guy had looks that could rival mine? The same thoughts crossed my mind. 

"You –" I started. "You – you're the guy that attacked me up in The Hills, that night, didn't you?" 
He bowed, slightly inclining his head. "Sorry for my poor manners. I had an assignment to do." 
"Assignment? Who assigned you?" I raised an eyebrow, very aware of the other guys surrounding him. 

"HanSuk. We better act now. Mayhem's up there with him,” one of the guys in the group spoke up. 

HanSuk ignored him as he strolled up to me. I felt myself froze as he got closer and closer. Then, without warning, he reached out and grabbed my face. I winced – not really knowing what to think. I contemplated on kicking him in the balls, taking my chances, and running. But then, JaeWon would have no idea what was going on down here. Hansuk narrowed his beady eyes at me and his friendliness evaporated into the humid air. "First Crist and now Mayhem. You have skills . . . ."

"HanSuk. We have to act now." 
"Yeah. We can't waste time."
"You're not thinking about taking her and letting Mayhem go are you?"
”Yeah! You saw the tagging he did on the wall! This is our territory!" 

HanSuk turned to the group of guys in menace. Then, he spoke, sending chills up and down my spine, "Douse the building and light a match." 

Muttering in anticipation, some of the guys split up. 

"Take her to the car." HanSuk let go and shoved me towards another handful of guys. 

"NO!" I struggled, completely tired of being used in their 'game'. Suddenly, I was enveloped in a crowd, and the rush surrounded me. "Yah! he/she, let me go! LET GO!!! FIRST SANGWOO AND NOW JAEWON! YA'LL SUCK! YOU GANG MEMBERS NEED TO DIE! OR GET BETTER MANAGEMENT! STOP USING ME TO GET BACK AT EACH OTHER! LET GO!!!"

"Oh she's got a mouth!" Someone grabbed me from behind.

"Jae –" I started to shout as they twisted my arms to bind them behind me; I jumped, moving as quickly as I could."OW!"

"Yell his name and I'll throw acid on those lips of yours!" HanSuk warned me as he looked up at the Flo's door.

"ARGH! LET ME GO!" Completely powerless, I struggled as hard as I could; my heart beat thudding loudly in my ear drums – this was serious. My eyes widened as I saw three guys drenching the building with gasoline tanks and three more standing by, each striking matches. 

Panicking, the words came rushing out of my mouth before I could stop myself. The only way I could get JaeWon's attention. "APRIL LOVES BLACK COFFEE! BLACK COFFEE'S GONNA DIE!" I screamed as loud as my vocal cords would let me. 

"Whoa dude. She can sing opera!" I heard one of the guys behind me say in amazement.
"That's not opera!" HanSuk barked. "Get her out of here!"

Right then, Flo's door banged open and JaeWon had rushed out onto the landing. His eyes widened when he looked down to see me kicking and thrashing like a fish out of water when they started to drag me away.

"APRIL!" That jerk! Even in the midst of a crisis, he REALLY didn't know my name. His coffee knocked out of his hand as he ran down towards the chaotic scene, followed by Flo. 

"JaeWon!" I screamed again as three guys forced themselves on me. I felt as though I couldn't breathe when their forceful hands took over my physical being. 

"YOU ARE SO GOING TO DIE!" JaeWon shouted at them as he descended on the ground.

"GET HER OUT OF HERE NOW!" HanSuk roared; his brave front was disappearing. I could tell he was really freaked out that Mayhem was coming down the stairs. 

"LET HER GO!" I heard JaeWon shout one last time.

"JAEWON!" I managed to scream one last time before something heavy slapped against my neck. The hands that were binding me let me go – I could breathe again, but with a price. My pupils extracted and the light slowly dimmed . . . and I fell – so free and light in that mini-second against gravity. 

I blacked out.

The last thing I saw was JaeWon just inches away from me before the other guys all jumped on him . . . .

. . .


When I came to, I had no idea where I was. At first, I had thought everything had been a dream. From my fall-out confession to Choi SangWoo to my drunken night-out with Yoon JaeWon – it all had to be a bad nightmare, right? 

But when I opened my eyes and waited for them to get used to the darkness, I realized I was confined in a dark room right next to Flo, who thought it was a GREAT idea to just STARE at me with his huge eyes in the semi-dark.

"Wah!" I scrambled away from the wall I had been leaning on, immediately thinking that monsters really do exist in the dark. 

"Shh!" he reached out and covered my mouth. "It's me."

I nodded, wide-eyed. When he dropped his hand, I leaned into whisper, "What happened to me? Where are we? Who are they? What do they want?" 

Since the only light that was coming into the dark room was from a tiny window, I could hardly make Flo out as he leaned back against the wall.

"We're in deep shit," he said at last.
"Why are we here?" I squeaked, staring around. Then, I realized, "Where's JaeWon?"

Flo motioned with his head across the room; I followed his gaze and gasped. There he was, Mr. Mighty Mayhem, sprawled on the floor looking like he had just gotten out of facial surgery with his eyes closed and his mouth opened wide. 

"Is he? What did they do to him?!" I quickly got up, despite all the pain I was feeling. 

"They had to sedate him. Boss's a fighter, but there was like fifteen guys on him. I tried to help, but they shot me with a BB gun," Flo explained, pointing to the bottom half of his leg. 

With horror, I knelt down next to JaeWon. God, that must've hurt! Stupid idiot shouldn't have tried to save me all by himself against a whole fricken gang! He must've thought he was the reincarnated Bruce Lee. Despite how comedic my thoughts were, something was tugging at my heart – which progressed to my eyes.

I collapsed on the ground next to JaeWon's lifeless body. I felt this impending uncomfortable tug. "Why – why is this happening? What's going on? Who are they?!"

"Shh!" Flo got up and walked over to me. He placed a comforting hand on my shoulder. "There are guards outside. If they know we're awake, it's gonna be hell."

I finally reached up, rubbing my eyes to stop the burning sensation. "I hate this. Why are we here? I didn't do anything. I'm not apart of this! If they think I'm SangWoo's girlfriend or JaeWon's girlfriend – they're wrong! I'm NOT! I just wanna go home! Why is this happening?!" 

Flo looked completely helpless, but I couldn't hold it in any longer. Why me? Why was this summer getting so complicated? Why? Why? Why? It was all getting to me. I cave under stress, and especially fear. 

"Look, you're gonna have to work with me on this," Flo insisted. 

I placed both hands over my face and tried to compose myself. He was right. The most important thing right now was to get out of here. I had to keep it together or we would all fall apart. It took me a couple of minutes to gather myself up, and Flo waited patiently. "How are we going to get out of here?" I asked finally.

Flo took a seat next to me, sighing. "No clue. We need to seriously brainstorm, and I thought I would never have to do such a thing again after high school was over." 

*Thump*

"You hear movements in there?"
"No man."
"How long has it been?"
"Two hours."

Flo and I looked towards the door when we heard the voices outside. He was right, there were guys guarding the door.

"Who are they?" I turned to Flo, asking him once again.
"A new rival," he answered shortly. 
"New rival? Rivaling who?" I asked, completely confused.

"Rivaling Mayhem." Flo motioned towards JaeWon. "The biggest and well-kept gang of Seoul is Remy; the leader of it died about a week ago. They elected a new leader, HanSuk. Since Mayhem and Crist are popular gangs, he decided to take out Mayhem first." 

"Did JaeWon know about this?" I continued.
"Yeah, but he knew they would never attack him on his territory. Why did you guys come here?" Flo asked.
I rolled my eyes, feeling like a fool. "We were drunk. He led me here, tagged on a wall, and then we came to you." 
"Drunk?" Flo raised an eyebrow. "No wonder."

"But, why does HanSuk want to take out JaeWon? I mean – why can't they all just get along?" I groaned. "Then, we wouldn't be in this mess."

"The old leader of Remy wouldn't even bother to mess around with Crist or Mayhem, but HanSuk's new. He thinks he's the shit. But," Flo paused, motioning for me to move closer to hear him whisper, "he's heard and seen what Crist is able to do, so he decided to go after Mayhem first."

"Why?" This was getting more and more complicated.
"Because everyone knows which gang is more capable of –" Flo stopped.
"Killing," I finished his sentence. "SangWoo's capable of murder."
"Exactly." Flo nodded. 

I slumped on the ground; the thoughts of Choi SangWoo, the thoughts that I had tried to push away came rushing back to me. "Why are we here though? What do they want?" 

"Kill Boss, and throw us in the ocean," he said it like it was nothing; I couldn't tell if he was kidding or not. 

"And we're not going to fight back?" I inquired. I stared at Flo's face in the semi-darkness. "We have to get out of here!"

"What do you suggest?" Flo followed my lead and got up too. 

"We'll improvise." I headed towards the door, ignoring the pain regulating up and down my body. "I'm not going to die today. You're not going to die today. And JaeWon's not going to die today – although he should for not knowing my name."

"Hehehehe," Flo let out a nervous chuckle.

When we got to the door, he let me knock on it. "Yah! Open the door!"

It opened immediately, revealing two of the biggest Asian guys I have ever seen in my whole entire life. They towered like the twin towers over us; I stepped back a little, gulping. 

"You're awake. Call the boss.” The guy on the right nodded to the guy on the left.
Lefty nodded and whipped out his cell phone, all the while blocking the door. 
"I suggest you go inside and wait." Righty turned to Flo and me. 

"I can't," I spoke up, drawing his attention to me. "I'm – I'm on my period. I need to change RIGHT now." Even I felt disgusted after lying about it. 

Lefty's jaw dropped open while Righty tried very hard not to laugh; Flo stared at me with a shocked face. 
"Look," Lefty spoke as he flipped his cell phone. "Just wait a couple more minutes."

"I can't wait! Don't you understand it's a girl thing?!" I barked at him, looking at him as if he was an idiot for not knowing. Desperate times required desperate measures. I was not going to be the feminine, little girl that was going to NOT fight back and keep quiet. I was going to speak my mind and say whatever the hell it took to get out of this place alive. Err – while I still got the courage.

"Get back inside the room and wait,” Righty added, no longer amused.

"I told you, I can't. Now, get out of my face." I stepped up to him, craning my neck to only see his nostrils flaring at me in anger. 

"What if we don't?" Righty challenged.
"Then, we'll just have to kick your ass," I said.
"Uh . . . bad improvising," Flo whispered by myside. "I know we didn't have a plan, but –"
I gave Flo a look to shut him up. "Now, I'll count to three. GET OUT OF MY FACE." 

"What if he doesn't get out of your face? What are you going to do? . . . Kill him?" Righty and Lefty parted to reveal HanSuk walking towards us. From the last time I had seen him, the last time I was conscious, he had changed. Dressed in a nice black suit and a red tie now, HanSuk still had that ignorant smile on his face.

Flo stiffened beside me, but he held up a brave front. "Let us go."

HanSuk smiled; I came to realize that that smile was an evil one. "Maybe, or I could keep you here as long as I want." 

"Cut the bullshit okay? You're being stupid for doing this. If you wanted to take out Mayhem, do it like a real man. Don't attack him when he's by himself with your fifty million followers!" My adrenaline really got going now. 

HanSuk narrowed his eyes at me; his lips pursed. "Oh? You think I'm being unfair?"
"No. I don't think you're being unfair. I think you're being a coward." I spat, staring at him dead in the eye.

Righty and Lefty both shook their heads at me, as if to say, "You're making a BIG mistake talking to him like that."

"You got some mouth." HanSuk pointed at me. "You better shut up right now."
"No. I'll say what I want to say. Let us go!" I demanded.
"Shut up." 
"Let us go." 
"SHUT UP!" 

Without warning, HanSuk reached out and slapped me cleanly on my right cheek with so much force that I fell to the ground. Righty and Lefty quickly moved aside when I heard Flo gasp at the same time. The slap stung so badly that tears welled up in my eyes immediately, and I could feel it throbbing; my cheek became hot like it was lit on fire. I reached up and placed a hand over it. My hair cascaded over the side of my face, not allowing HanSuk to see my hurt expression. The last person to ever hit me with so much hatred was MiSun . . . .

"Oh hell no you did not just hit her." Before I could look up, someone managed to push through Flo, Righty and Lefty, to jump at HanSuk like a blur. 

A scuffle broke out. 

Yoon JaeWon had been so quiet when he had woken up that no one had noticed. Now, he was grabbing HanSuk by his tie. JaeWon forcefully controlled a scared-looking HanSuk in his hands menacingly – his face all bruised and cut, but full of anger and energy. With a clenched fist, and corresponding rhythmically with every punch, JaeWon told him, "DO - NOT - PUT - YOUR - HANDS - ON - HER! I'LL - KILL - YOU!" 

"ARGH!" Flo immediately jumped on Righty and Lefty when they tried to go help HanSuk. Let's just say, Flo was only good for distraction. He held them off for a couple of seconds, giving JaeWon plenty of time to squeeze in more punches until they both knocked him out.

"OY!"
"GET HIM!"

I spun around in horror to see more guys coming to help HanSuk out. Pretty soon, they were everywhere. Chaos filled the hallway of the building; Loud screams and thuds.

"THROW THEM BACK IN THERE!" HanSuk finally appeared out of the crowd. 

I gasped, scrambling when I realized he was coming for me. But, I didn't get far when HanSuk reached down and grabbed me. Righty was there with him and they managed to get a hold of me. 

"LET ME GO!" I panted when he lifted me off the floor. "JAEWON!" As HanSuk dragged me along with him down the hall, I turned to see JaeWon and Flo still fighting in the crowd. I couldn't see them clearly, but I could hear the punches and grunts. 

"That son of a bitch!" HanSuk growled beside me; his upper lip was swollen and his bottom lip was bleeding endlessly. He reached down and held my hand, tightening his fingers around my fingers. 

"Where are we going?" Righty asked him as he moved behind us. 
"Shut up," HanSuk growled, touching his lip.

Panicking, I reached for Righty's hand, removed mine from HanSuk, and attached Righty's hand to HanSuk. In a split second, HanSuk was now holding Righty's hand and I was free. Righty wasn't paying attention because he was too busy turning back to watch the fight and HanSuk, thinking he was still holding onto my hand, continued walking.

I ducked and ran. 

Call me the fool, but I ran straight towards where the fight still was. But, God was definitely working overtime that day when he gave JaeWon and Flo superpowers. Together, they had managed to knock the whole group of guys down.

"Go! Go! Go!" I was shouting at the same time when I ran towards them. 

"You stupid motherfuckers! What the hell are you thinking? Do you know who you're dealing with?" JaeWon was still kicking a guy. 

"Yeah! Bow to your Boss you stupid asses!" Flo was kicking around at them too. 

"OH MY GOD! RUN YOU IDIOTS!" I shrieked, wanting to pull my hair out. 

JaeWon and Flo turned to me as if noticing me for the first time. As if time froze, they looked at the guys they had beaten up on the ground to down the hall where HanSuk was realizing that my hands could not have been that big and callus. HanSuk pushed Righty away from him in anger, turning on heels and headed toward us.

"Holy shit. RUN!" Flo grabbed JaeWon by the shoulders.
"RUN!" JaeWon reached out and grabbed my arm. 

All together, we sprinted down the hallway. 

"GET UP YOU FOOLS! CHASE AFTER THEM!" We heard HanSuk shout as we rounded the corner, having no clue where we were going or how we were going to get out of here. 

We could hear them chasing after us, cursing and shouting their heads off; our shoes squeaking and thudding on the floor. Still running our butts off like maniacs, we were all looking in different directions of the building for a door to get out. 

"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Flo huffed. "I KNEW I shouldn't have skipped any of my P.E. classes." 
"Yah, turn here!" JaeWon pointed at another right turn.
"No!" I smacked him in a panic.
"OW!" he groaned. 
"Sorry. Look! Further down. Can you see the green sign? I think that's the exit!" I pointed, squinting.

"Holy Mother Mary of Jesus!" Flo was pumping his arms as fast as he could to keep up with JaeWon and I; we were already heading down that dark hallway. A door was visible at the end. We came to a stop in front of the door, sweating and panting. But, no one reached to open it. Because when one of us would, and if it didn't open, we would know for a fact that we would die because HanSuk's gang was getting nearer . . . 

"I say we hold hands and pray before we try it," Flo suggested.

JaeWon and I exchanged glances. That didn't sound like a bad idea. 

"Well, hurry up." JaeWon extended his hand. 
I was starting to reach for it when I heard them coming. "Okay! Hurry –"

"They're heading for the exit. GET THEM!"
"THAT MOTHERFUCKER KICKED ME IN MY BALLS! I'LL KILL HIM!"
"I think I see them!" 

"Oh hell!" JaeWon whirled around, clasped his hand on the handle, and yanked.

It opened.

"YESS!" Flo and I hissed. A huge relief fell over us. 

"HA!" JaeWon threw the door wide open. Immediately, he turned back and made sure he had a good hold on my wrist to pull me along with him. We had definitely been in some sort of public building because now we were in the parking lot. 

"BIKES! BIKES!" Flo jumped, pointing at a couple of abandoned bikes perched on the side of the building underneath a broken light. We all ran over to it. Flo grabbed the nearest one to him. Since JaeWon was right in front of me, I waited for him to get one first. 

"Yah! Hurry up! What if they burst through that door right now?" I asked, turning back to make sure they hadn't yet.

"My arm," JaeWon said. 
I looked down to see that it was bloodstained. "Oh my god!" 
"Here, this one!" Flo grabbed the handle of a two-seater. 

Without bothering to say anything, I dragged out the dark bike and got on in the front seat. I was still wearing the strapless dress last night from the club; my heels, I had idea no where they had gone. I looked like a mess, but it wasn't the time to worry about looks. "Get on." I clasped both hands tightly on the handle bars and adjusted it. 

JaeWon climbed on behind me. "Let's go." 
I half-turned to ask him. "You like falling?"
"Huh?"
"Hold onto me!" 

"Oh." Acting like he was completely out of it, slowly, JaeWon placed both hands around my waist. At first he was hesitant, but then he extended his arm all around my waist, pulling me into him. 

"I'm warning you Yoon JaeWon. If those arms of yours even move an inch up or down during the ride, I'll turn around and smack you in the face with the bike. And God knows you don't need any more smacking to the face." I warned him, placing both of my feet on the pedal.

"Aiya! Hurry up!" Flo had already started pedaling. 
"Push off," I told JaeWon.

He did and we were out of there. Steering the bike handle, I guided us out of the dark parking lot. With complete dexterity control of the handles and the pedals, Flo managed to get us back on the street. The night air felt cool against my hot body. I tossed my hair back and gleefully continued pedaling, still very aware of JaeWon's arm around me. 

If the people on the street were looking at us, I don't remember. It just felt good knowing that I was going home, and that we had managed to escape. 

"Hey, I'm turning here," Flo announced, still pedaling like a madman when we rounded the street corner; finally recognizing the streets, we parted ways. 

We both turned back to see if HanSuk's gang had followed us. When I saw no one, I asked, "You sure? What if they come after you?"

"Don't worry. I'll meet with you tomorrow Boss. I got business to take care off. They had some nerve trying to capture us." Flo slowed down right next to us.

JaeWon seemed to understand what the 'business' he was talking about, so he said, "Go."
"Bye. It was nice meeting you April." He waved and rode off at the end of the block.
"MY NAME'S NOT APRIL!" I shouted after him. 

"You still have time to worry about that! Keep pedaling!" From behind, JaeWon rapped at the back of my haed.

"Yah! Don't worry about me okay?! How's your arm?" I barely turned to JaeWon as I steered the handles to the right, pumping as fast I could on the pedals  feeling the burn on my thighs.

"Ride back to your place." He didn't answer me. 

"Then how are you going to get back to yours? Besides, you're hurt. I'll take you to your uncle's house first," I argued. 

"No. I want to make sure you get home." 
"But –"
"Stop being so fucken stubborn. Take the left now."

That was the end of it. The tone of his voice made me shut up and follow his instructions. You see – that's the thing about JaeWon. You can always tell that he has a fine line between wanting to pick an argument with you for fun, or if he's adamant about having it go his way. It took us a long time, after minutes of arguing which streets to take; I eased back on the pedals when my apartment complex came into view. 

"Oh, thank god," I breathed a sigh of relief a half-hour later. 

I slowed down, coming to a stop just outside the big tree of my apartment complex. JaeWon released his hold from my waist and jumped off the bike first. I followed, and didn't even bother to stand it up – allowing the bike to clatter nosily on the ground. 

"You okay?" I asked JaeWon when he sat down on the cement ground, holding his arm. 
He nodded, breathing. He surprised me when he said, "I'm sorry." 

How did he know I was about to cuss him out for dragging me into this mess? But, I couldn't do any of that if he said sorry. Giving up, I sat down next to him and sighed, running a hand through my nappy hair. God, I must've looked a mess. My heart was thumping wildly in my chest – what a night! 

For the next couple of minutes, we were silent – just sitting next to each other and occasionally glancing at each other. I guess we were both thinking the same thing; the total of nearly two days we've spent together turned out to be ridiculous. 

"If it wasn't for me, you wouldn't have . . . he wouldn't have hit you." JaeWon went on finally, angling his face. 

It took me a while to realize that he was talking about HanSuk slapping me. I didn't care though; I was too busy staring at the nasty bruises and cuts on his face. Instead of feeing grossed out, I felt that impending tug at my heart again. It must really hurt . . . 

"Flo told me why he's coming after you. I just –" I sighed heavily. "I don't understand why you all can't get along." 

"That's just the way it is. We're gangs. We fight and we . . . kill," he replied. 

There was a moment of silence between us before I asked, "How come you didn't send SangWoo to jail? He shot your brother didn't he? If you had sent him to jail, I wouldn't have met him. You would've done me a HUGE favor." 

JaeWon turned to face me. Without me having to tell him, I knew that he knew I had wanted to find the right time to ask him. "You know why my parents are in America right?"

I shook my head. 

He lowered his head to face the ground. I thought he didn't want to talk anymore, so I just watched him looking so beaten up – literally. Then he spoke, "He paid them."

"Huh?" My mouth slowly dropped open. 

"After he shot my brother, he got his parents to pay my parents a ridiculous amount of money to keep it quiet. I wouldn't have taken the money, but they did. They wanted to take that money and go to the States. They wanted me to go too. They wanted me to use that dirty money," JaeWon explained. "They practically disowned me after they found out that I was in a gang and it was my fault that my brother got shot, so they didn't really care that they would leave me behind in Seoul."

I bit my tongue to numb the words.

JaeWon went quiet for a moment before adding, "To say I hate him – is an understatement." 

I placed a hand over my mouth and turned so that JaeWon wouldn't see me struggling not to cry. The resemblance between MiSun and SangWoo was uncanny in their actions. They both would do anything to get rid of who they hated. So, JaeWon and I were in the same boat. We both got hurt by them. Right then and there, I felt as close as I could feel towards him at the time. 

"But, you don't have to worry about HanSuk coming after you." JaeWon stood up. 
I looked up at him. 
"I'll make sure he won't," he added.
"It's not your fault." I stood up to face him. 

Suddenly self-conscious, JaeWon turned away from me. "Alright . . . say it. I know you're dying to give your two-cents about my face. Go on. Tell me how ugly I look. "

I let out a laugh to ease the tension, shaking my head slightly. "No . . . I'm gonna go out on a limb and say something nice for once . . . you still look good."

"Psh!" JaeWon rolled his eyes, jutting out his jaw. 

" . . . Really . . . ."I don't know what made me do it, but I felt that tug at my heart again. So, I lifted my feet off the ground and stood on my tip toes. I didn't even bother to pick a decent spot on his cheek where there wasn't a bruise or cut to plant a small kiss on him. I suppose I did it because I felt sorry for him; like it was an over-due apology for judging him before I even knew the truth – before I even knew him. 

And in that moment, Yoon JaeWon froze along with the rest of the world. His eyes widened as he watched me  –completely out of his element. Something covered my ears and all I could hear was . . . tHuMp . . . ThUmP . . . of my heart. I covered my mouth with the back of my hand when I moved away from him, blushing like crazy. What did I just do?! 

"What?" JaeWon finally asked, after his eyes had narrowed down at me. 
"Your face is a little rough," I answered.
"Shouldn't have kissed me if you're gonna complain." 
"I'm just saying."
"You really know how to ruin the moment don't you?"

The creases expanded, the muscles parted, and my pupils lit up – I smiled. JaeWon, completely amused too, stared back at me. After some time, he jammed his hands into his pockets, side-stepped, and then walked away. I turned to watch him leave. 

Under the dim streetlights, as I watched, I realized he was limping. 

The smile faded from my face. What was going on with me? Why did I suddenly acted on impulse? But . . . is THIS what it feels like to like someone? To feel like I want to see him again? Was I wrong thinking that the things I felt with SangWoo were my actual feelings? Maybe, I just need some confirmation. I lowered my head. No, I can't think now. I was too tired and in pain. I needed sleep and a shower . . . 

"Yah!" I looked back up to see JaeWon stopping. He smiled at me, a closed-lipped smile, but it was nice. "See you later . . . May." 

And that confirmed everything.

(Chapter 21)

He came back.

After more than three years of physical disappearance, he came back.


The lights in the apartment were brightly lit, and the ringing sound of laughter and talking greeted me. In the middle of the living room, appa was holding up a stack of photographs while he and umma looked through them. My appa still looked the same after all this time, as if time had forgotten to come to him. Dressed in a crisp business suit, he appeared to be a different man though – a man that I did not know. I just wasn't used to coming home and seeing him. 

But, he really was back. Back? Back after a bitter separation with umma not long after MiSun died? Back after abandoning us to go to America, claiming he needed to work some things out himself after MiSun? Back? Now, all the phone calls and umma pressuring me about the end of the month made sense. It made perfect sense. 

"Oh my god, what happened to you?" Umma immediately got up from her seat. She rushed over to me, placing her hands against my cheeks as she stared at the state of mess I was in. With my hair flying in different directions, my unwashed face, and a dress that no longer looked new – I must've looked a sight. 

But, I didn't hear a word she said as I continued to stare at appa who didn't blink as he looked back at me. 

"Where have you been?! I called your cell phone, you didn't pick up. Lina told me she didn't see after you were at the club! Do you know how worried I have been?!" Umma shook my shoulders. How could someone, who wasn't my real mother, care about me so much? How could someone, who had given birth to MiSun, be such a good person? These were the questions I had asked when I was still in therapy, but now – seeing umma and appa together, all the uncertainties came back. 

Umma, noticing I was looking at appa, let me go. She stepped back. "Your appa arrived here today, this morning." 

Slowly, he got up, as if he had been waiting for umma to introduce us. The lines around his eyes were more visible as he got closer to me; his lips parted as he forced a smile on his face – as if he was proud and happy to see me. "I missed you."

His words met my ears, but my response to him was much colder than I thought. "Did you?" I replied. "Did you appa? Did you miss me that much?" 

"May.” Umma tapped my arm lightly. 

Appa sighed, remorseful. "I buried myself in work after the divorce. MiSun's death rattled us all, and I just couldn't deal with it. I meant well, honestly."

I felt sorry for him. The way he looked, so destroyed and a complete mess. I wished we were a more affectionate family; the kind that hugged one another – welcoming a member back. But, the sad truth was we weren't. I never went looking for that affection, and it certainly wasn't going to come to me. So, I stood rooted into my spot – not wanting to welcome my own father back in my life. 

"Since tomorrow is the anniversary or MiSun's death, your appa and I decided it would be very good for us to go to her grave – as a family. I think she would like that very much May," umma interjected softly. "We've been waiting for you to come home to tell you." 

"It's definitely a start," appa added.

They both looked at me with hopeful faces, draining me from the emotional barrier I wanted to build up. I felt betrayed by umma in a way; how could she do this to me – now?

"Your umma told me you haven't visited her grave since the funeral.” He just had to add that, didn't he? "Why haven't you visited her?" appa went on. 

". . . I'm really tired. Can we just talk about this in the morning?" I tried to think it through, think it through rationally. But, I just couldn't deal with the shock. Pushing past umma, I didn't give appa another glance as I rushed into my room. 

I heard him cough several times after that, and then umma's comforting voice. "It's okay ChilHyun. She still needs time." 
. . .

I cried myself to sleep again.

I don't know how long I spent tossing and turning throughout the night, but I finally drifted off to sleep in the morning. I couldn't stop thinking about the first time I had saw Choi SangWoo at The Trax, the first time he hugged me, the first time he kissed me, the things he had said to me, and the disappointment on his face when I had told him the truth – I was not his MiSun. 

Then, with the appearance of appa last night – I just couldn't handle it. 

I woke up with bloodshot eyes and a dark mood. When I made my way into the kitchen, the apartment was empty; I saw dozens of bouquets already on the table. Underneath them, a note: I have gone out to buy a few more things for today. I hope you'll be ready when I get home; appa will meet us when we get to MiSun's grave. I really had hoped you didn't run out like that last night – your appa was very hurt about it. At least, make him happy today May. Let's have a good family day okay? 

So, it really is real. Tucking the note back under the dozens of roses, I spun on my heels and went to find my cell phone. 

"Come Lina, pick up!" Lowering the black baseball hat over my eyes, I closed the apartment door behind me; the bright morning sunlight bearing down on me. "Why aren't you picking up?" 

It was only a matter of time before umma came home; anxiously, I flipped shut my cell phone and held it against my cheek. Where was I going to go now? I have to get away. I looked down at my cell phone thinking, was I really that desperate? But, he was the only one that could make me laugh. Damn you Lina!

I took a deep breath and dialed his number; there was no other choice. Maybe he'll know where Lina is.

*Boom chicka boom chicka. Re - re - B- Ba - Bryan! Yo watz sup? Well, well, aren't u luckie?! You've reached Boom A.K.A. B - Bryan! If yous a lady, tell meh yo name, wat time, where, and wat should I wear when I'm there. If yous a guy, WHAT DA HELL ARE YOU CALLING MY PHONE FO FOOL?! A'ight,so u know da drill. Leave a message, but befo you do let me bless this line wave wit muh lyrical renditions. Check it, it's Boom A.K.A Bryan on da line/ bless your ears wit my beautiful rhymes// if yous a lady, I'ma let you drive my Merecedes - when I jack one hahaha.// So let me know if you's hella fione// I'll make you mine// So leave me a message/ Be a little aggressive/ I like me a lady that's a little fiestay/ And walk a little sashay/*

How desperate/gay is his voice mail? No matter how much I think I've braced myself for "Bryan-ness", I never could. I waited for the bleep and then said, "Where are you? I need something to laugh at." 

I flipped shut my phone again, tapping my feet on the ground. It was less than a minute later when it rang.

"Hello," I answered.
"Yo. You called?" Bryan asked. 
"Yeah." 
"Who's this?"

I rolled my eyes. This was coming from a guy who claimed undying love for me. What a whole bunch of b.s., he couldn't even tell who I was. 

"Hello?" 
"It's me."
"Who's me?"

". . . M . . . ay," I was reluctant to say it, so I dragged it out. 

"MAY?! Babe! Where've you been?" He started laughing. "I thought that it was you, but I wasn't sure. I was like, why would May call me?" 

"Ha." I managed. "You know where Lina is? Is she with your brother?"
"No . . . I don't. But, I'm at the park. You wanna come?" Suddenly, his tone got very excited. 
"Uh . . ." I turned to look at the empty street. "Yeah. Be there in ten." 

Out of desperation for somewhere to be, I agreed – I didn't even want to think about what umma would think when she came home to find that I had already left. I was determined to not allow The 31st of May to faze me. 

Exactly what Bryan was doing at the park with his 'cool' self, I found out ten minutes later when I arrived. Seoul National Park is the size of a football field. Naturally, I found him right smack dab in the middle of the grass area playing badminton with a girl – his girlfriend? Wait – how the heck did Bryan get a girlfriend? I stopped walking towards him to watch him whacking the birdie back and forth, laughing. 

Crossing my arms across my chest, I smiled sadly as I watched for some reason. Even though I had known all along that his little 'crush' on me was just for fun, and I just liked him as a little brother, I felt disappointed that he was too occupied right now to bother me and help me get over this bitter mood I was in. It had been a couple of days since I had last seen him. 

I walked further back and sat down on the grass, watching Bryan smashing the birdie down on the girl and then burst out laughing when she starting screaming. Dropping his racket, he ran toward her apologizing. 

Clutching my cell phone in my palms, I continued watching them for a while until my eyes glanced to the benches at the right. A lonesome figure with a dark blue hat, lowered over his face, was sitting on the bench holding a large Starbucks cup in his hands. Occasionally, he would look up – otherwise he was too busy drinking his coffee.

Yoon JaeWon. 

What the hell was JaeWon doing here? I watched him for a couple of more seconds, and before I could stop my own self, I got up and headed over. Remembering what happened last night between us, I couldn't help but feel a little uncomfortable to approach him. This burning sensation spread across my lips for some reason. But, I brushed it away – determined to act normal. 

"What are you doing here?" For a lack of a better opening sentence, I sat down next to him on the bench. 

Yoon JaeWon faced me, a smirk spread across his lips. "Nice hat." 

I didn't reply as I turned on attention on Bryan who was laughing at something the girl in his arms was saying. How strange; it was the first time I had ever seen Bryan with another girl. How did he meet her? Why didn't he tell me? Maybe he met her at Groove after I left him on the dance floor . . . 

"Yah." Without me expecting it, JaeWon reached out with his foot and hit my shin. 

"Ow!" I cried, rubbing it. "What was that for?!" 

"Didn't you hear me?" He peered into my face. "What – what's wrong? Someone bothering you?" JaeWon inclined his head towards random people around the park. "Tell me. My horoscope said that I should do something good today, and be repaid later. Who is it? I'll beat the crap out of them." 

"Yeah right," I scoffed. "You think you can kick anyone's ass don't you?"

"Hell yeah. I'm epitome of the word Mayhem – when I want to be. You're getting me on a good day." JaeWon nodded, taking another sip of his coffee.

Hmm . . . he does seem to be in a good mood today. I stared at him, studying the part of his face that wasn't shadowed by his cap. When he realized I was looking at him, JaeWon looked straight at me. He smiled, a creepy smile – for some reason.

"What IS wrong with you?" I asked.
His smiled vanished. "What? Is there a law forbidding me from smiling?"
"And those big words," I said.
He shrugged. "It's a nice day."

I turned back to watch Bryan's girlfriend smashing the birdie right on his forehead. It sent him staggering, and for amusement he fell down on the grass. She laughed as she walked over to him. When she offered him a hand to help him up, Bryan reached up and pulled her down next to him . . . 

"How corny is that?" JaeWon made a beeline from my eyes to the direction I was staring at. 
"You're romantic," I said sarcastically.
"I don't believe in all that fakeness," was his reply. 
Surprised, I turned to him. "Fakeness?" 

"Yeah. Look how much 'fun' their having together? Sooner or later, she's gonna cheat on him and break his heart." He spoke as if he knew her well; what a cynical person.

"You're such a dark person. Why don't you just look at it as, 'aww, how cute'. Why do you gotta burst the bubble like that?" I rolled my eyes, feeling like I had to defend a relationship I knew nothing about. 

"What bubble? The bubblegum fake?" he scoffed. "Yeah, right. I don't buy it for one second."

Damn. I never heard anyone, girl or guy, say it like that before. Taken aback, I looked at him with some interest now, "Have you ever had a serious girlfriend before?" 

"ERR! Wrong question," JaeWon chuckled. "The question is, how many girlfriends have I had?"

I glared at him. "I'm not asking if you're a pimp, conceited-black-coffee-loving-weirdo. I'm just asking. . . have you ever been with a girl that makes you feel that 'fake' or 'corny' stuff that you call it. Have you ever been in their situation?" I motioned my head toward Bryan and his girlfriend. 

That shut him up for a second; a muscle twitched in his lower jaw before JaeWon replied bluntly, "No." 

I reached out and pushed his head, twisting his cap. "Don't knock it 'till you try it."

"Yah. What about you Miss April? What makes you such an expert?" JaeWon fixed his cap, pushing my shoulder slightly. 

I held an emotionless face as I said, ". . . ." 

"Exactly, then what are we arguing about? We obviously have no idea." He pointed out, taking in coffee again. 

I smiled. For some reason, he made me smile. I started to say something when my cell phone rang. My umma . . . I had no other choice but to pick it up. "Hello . . . I have work. I don't know when I'll be home. You two go. No umma . . . . why won't you listen to ME? All of a sudden – no, don't put him on the line. I have to go. I'll call you later." 

I flipped shut my cell phone, took the battery out, and placed it deep inside my pockets. I bit my lower lip in anger. She can't make me go. I'm not going to go. What would I do there? How dare she say I was afraid? I wasn't afraid to go to MiSun's grave . . . right? 

"What the heck was that about?" JaeWon asked, bringing me back to reality. 
"Nothing," I muttered, glancing at him. 
"Something's wrong." JaeWon concluded as if he made a major break through. "You wanna tell me?"
"No." 
"Just tell me. You'll feel better."
"It's okay."
"Just say it."
"No."
"Damn it. Stop being so fricken' stubborn." 

I stared at him getting all worked up. "Yah. Since when are my problems yours?"

"Because we both got issues . . . ." JaeWon glared at me. "Fine. If you don't want to tell me, then fine!"

We both became quiet. 

Should I go? Was I being stupid for being so stubborn? After all, she's dead. It wouldn't hurt to go see her. What was I afraid of? The memories that couldn't touch me anymore? "What should you do when you hate someone, and then they died?" I asked, staring at the lighted green grass. 

Instead of thinking that it was strange question, JaeWon replied simply, "Forgive them . . . Why do you hate them if they're not here anymore? It's a waste of emotion if you ask me. Save your hate for people who ARE living. Take it out on them."

"What if it's hard to let go? You hate them, but at the same time you want to cry that they're gone? You want to say they deserved it," I pressed on, my eyebrows meeting together. 

"Then cry if you have to," JaeWon said, saying all the things I wanted to tell my own-self but couldn't. "After you're done, you won't hate them anymore."

"You think it'll work?" I turned to him, curious.
"It'll work." Then, he raised an eyebrow, "You're getting really weird April."
I sighed, not bothering to say my name wasn't April anymore. 
"Here." I glanced up to see JaeWon offering me his cup of coffee. "It'll soothe your PMS." 
"I'm not pms-ing," I said.

"Alright, listen up." JaeWon surprised me as he leaned in real close, narrowing his eyes at me – trying to act tough. By now, I was no longer afraid of him. He didn't intimidate me – okay, maybe just a little. But still, Yoon JaeWon did not rattle me – fear, that is. "You're obviously no fun right now, being in a bad mood and everything. My horoscope told me I should do something good today, and I'll get repaid later. And I NEVER offer my coffee to anyone, so you just won the lottery."

I stared at him. "Why are you such a weirdo?!"
"Take it.” He held it out to me again. 

Staring at him for a while, I contemplated. I held his gaze, and when he was least expecting it I reached out and grabbed the cup of coffee from his hands. "Thanks."

"Yah. Where are you going? I meant a sip, not take the whole thing," JaeWon told me, standing up as I ran passed him. 

"I'll talk to you later. I gotta go!" With the cup of coffee in my hand, and a firm hand on my hat, I was gone. 

"APRIL! COME BACK HERE!" he demanded. "Gimme back my coffee!"

(Chapter 22)

The stone steps that led up to MiSun's secluded grave were still the same. Dry and dead leaves ate up the rigid steps marked with death. The trees surrounding the area seemed to stiffen as I passed their branches, as if they were bracing themselves for the confrontation. 

It had been more than three years since I had last come here, and it looked no different. It was as if time didn't even bother to touch it; every patch of ingrown grass was still there - untouched. At the top step, I turned and saw MiSun's grave which is elaborate with a huge angel on the headstone. I dropped into the huge opening, and saw scattered bouquet of flowers placed neatly at the bottom of her headstone already. The angel, with her wings spread out as if she was about to take off, beamed down to welcome me. I took my stance in front of MiSun's headstone. There, pinned on the headstone, was a picture of MiSun. It was weird seeing a face so much like mine smiling back at me. Even though I had known it all along, I could help thinking that she was truly beautiful. 

I stood staring at her picture for the longest time, listening to the silence around me.

"Well – you won," I told her at last, looking down at her picture. "I finally came, do you care MiSun?" 

With nothing there to answer me, I went on, "Remember when you said . . . . If I was lucky enough I would be able to meet a boy name Choi SangWoo? . . . I met him MiSun. And everything you ever told me about him was true . . . and for a moment, I thought I liked him too." 

I rubbed my eyes, suddenly stinging. I took a seat in front of her headstone.

"How is it that you two are the way you are? . . . You made my life miserable and you still won't let go. Why MiSun? What did I ever do to you? Is it just because I existed?" All of a sudden, all these questions started to pour out of me. "I promised myself that I would never cry for you, but look what you've done . . . ." 

I blinked and the brimming tears spilled from my eyes. It traveled quickly down my cheeks, making way for another set. 

"He had me. He really had me MiSun . . . its stupid, but it tore me apart. The years of counseling and therapy did nothing for me when he came around, talking about you constantly," I paused, rubbing my eyes. "All those times you hit me, accused me, and dirtied me with the names you called me . . . it all came rushing back every time he mentioned your name. Where did my childhood go MiSun? All those times I spent inside a room where doctors came to check me, thinking I was crazy. I was so jealous of you . . . so jealous that appa loved you and not me. Your mom was alive, my real mom was dead. You had everything I didn't." 

I stopped completely, no longer wanting to go on. I must've sat for another so five solid minutes before I stood up, wiping the last of my tears. Taking JaeWon's advice, I said, "But you know what MiSun? . . . I'm crying because I finally figured out that I forgive you. I don't hate you anymore. And I forgive you. I can't let you haunt me forever. I think – I've resolved it all. I believe."

As if expecting for her to answer me, I got up and walked away slowly, hoping for a sign. Although it didn't come with the wind blowing or some kind of supernatural phenomenon, it was waiting for me at the bottom steps. 

Choi SangWoo was holding a bouquet of vibrant roses as he trudged up the steps. Dressed in black pants, shirt, and blazer – he looked as if MiSun had just died yesterday. Seeing him again, after that night when I had confessed to him, a huge wave of emotion came over me. 

He looked up to see me staring at him with tears stained on my cheeks. "May . . . ." 

My eyes dropped to the flowers . . . roses . . . that boy was definitely still in love with her. "Oh, you're here." 

He resumed walking up the steps until he was on the same one as me. "Yeah," he said, then observed, "You've been crying." Maybe he wasn't thinking, but he reached out as if to wipe away the stains on my cheek. 

I looked away from him, inching away. 

"And you came. I thought you said you never come," he went on, taking his hand back. 

"This year . . . it's different," I told him, hardly able to bring myself to look at him. 
"I'm sorry," SangWoo said somberly. "I'm sorry." 

I forced myself to look up at Choi SangWoo, promising it would be the last time. His face was so sad, so drained now. "I should get going . . . ." 

He nodded, stepping aside for me. With each step, I could feel his eyes burning my back as he watched me. There was something else he wanted to say to me, but I could feel him stopping himself. Until, when I was only two steps down from him, he said something that made me stop dead in my tracks. "Is it really over? Us? Are we really never . . . going to talk to each other again?" 

I turned around to look up at him. The bouquet of roses he was holding ruffled as the wind overtook them. "A piece of advice SangWoo. Let her go. MiSun is never going to come back, and no girl in this world could ever replace her." 

He just stared at me, clutching the bouquet in his hands. He took it offensively; I knew what he meant, but he had thought I was thinking he still wanted me to continue on replacing MiSun. So, he gave it right back to me. "A piece of advice May, stay away from Yoon JaeWon. He'll bring you more trouble than you bargain for. He's –" 

"Why don't you quit talking shit behind my back and say it to my face?" I nearly lost my balance when I spun around to see JaeWon, himself, approaching the steps. 

What the HECK was he doing here? He followed me? That stalker! I gaped at him when he descended on my steps. 

"You and that monster up there belong with each other. Go on, go say hi to her." JaeWon motioned his head toward MiSun's grave. "I knew it from the start. All of a sudden, I started hearing rumors that Choi SangWoo was dating again. You're pathetic. Anyone could have seen through you." 

SangWoo's fists clenched as his eyes flashed. "Oh really? Huh . . . what gives you the right JaeWon? Stay out of this!" 

I jerked when JaeWon reached down and grabbed my hand all of a sudden. His fingers intertwined in mine, our palms pressing against each other. He raised our hands, as one, in front of SangWoo's face. "THIS gives me the right." 

What is he doing? I tried to pull away, but JaeWon held me there. 

SangWoo's piercing eyes caused me to look away; for a split second, it looked like he was going to fling the bouquet of roses down at us, but instead he turned around and headed up the steps. I looked up again and watched his back; I could almost hear him asking me, why?

"What was that?" I turned to JaeWon after SangWoo had disappeared up the steps. 

He didn't say anything as he turned, taking me with him. Without another word, JaeWon led me down the steps and back onto the main walkway of the cemetery. 

"You're damn stupid to let him talk to you like that," he muttered.
"Excuse me? What? He –" I started.
"You shouldn't let him talk to you like that. You should've defended yourself – me!" 
"Hey, I was going to. But, you showed up like a cockroach when the lights turn off."
"Gee thanks.” He continued to crush my hand. 
"Why'd you follow me here anyways?" I demanded.

"Because you ran off with my coffee." JaeWon stopped walking abruptly. "Speaking about my coffee. Where is it?" 

"Oof!" I walked into him. 

"Where's my coffee?" JaeWon looked up and down at me. 
What IS up with this weirdo and coffee? "I threw it away," I answered.
"WHAT?!" he demanded.
"The Taxi driver didn't want me to have any drinks or food because it's a bumpy ride up here," I explained.
"YOU THREW IT AWAY? My coffee?!" All of a sudden, our grim conversation changed. 
"It's just coffee!"
"No. It's not! My coffee!"
"Buy another one."
"No. You buy another one." 
"Fine! If you stop being a baby about it." 

I pushed him out of my way and continued walking.

JaeWon reached out and jerked me back behind him. "I was walking first!" 

"Yah! What is wrong with you?!" I snapped.
"Just come on. This place is starting to creep me out. I have a feeling we're being watched."
"It's a cemetary JaeWon." 
"EXACTLY." 

. . . God, he's so weird! Maybe I liked it better when he was quiet and aloof, why the sudden change? As we continued walking, I realized something. "Hey JaeWon."

"What?" he replied.
"You're still holding my hand," I pointed out.
Still continuing to lead me, JaeWon half-turned, barely glancing at me, "I know."

I should've realized then and there that he was starting to care for me.
He had been so angry that HanSuk had laid his hands on me.
He didn't like the bull shit that SangWoo was about to say to me.
He was furious about it.
He hated it.
And he was damn sexy about it. 

At the time, I didn't know if I liked him or not. I wasn't sure. I hadn't had a first love, so I didn't know how to recognize what 'love' was or is. All I knew was that I looked at JaeWon in a whole different light after he helped me. He helped get over my stupid past; he helped me move on. But, that was a double-edged sword. I got over everything, and into him . . . and then, I broke his heart. 

I didn't do it deliberately; it wasn't my intention. Like I said, I didn't know that he had feelings for me. Maybe if he just told me so, things would've been different. 

And so, WE began.
. . .



JaeWon is like a hard to solve scramble puzzle. Just when you think you can figure exactly where the short, choppy letters that you had underestimated belong, you end up with a word you've never heard of before. The answer would take forever to be found in a dictionary, so you resort to cheating. You turn on that crappy computer of yours, rearrange and try as many combinations as you can, hoping that the ABC check would do you some justice or the thesaurus would at least lend a helping hand. But in the end, the easiest way is to wait for the person who made up the scramble, or in this case is the scramble, to reveal the answer. 

Just over all . . . Yoon JaeWon gave me one hell of a headache. But, was it wrong to like the headache? 

So there we were, waiting in the long ass line at the local Starbucks for his black coffee. True to my promise, I agreed to go and buy him his damn coffee after we left the cemetery. But, I was starting to regret it now. I couldn't believe there were so many other idiots waiting in line for their coffee order as well. Has the world gone coffee crazy? All around us, annoying loud laughter and useless conversations were deafening. Since we were standing in line in the roped off section, there was no where for me to run. 

"How the hell do you sleep if you drink coffee twenty-four seven?" I inquired, feeling like I was running out of patience. "Why can't you be addicted to ice cream instead? The ice cream shop across the street is fricken' empty." 

JaeWon was fidgeting with his cap, but stopped when I spoke. "Say that again?" 

I blinked, licked my dry lips, and then turned around in line to face him. "Coffee is overrated. It's not even that healthy for you. It can cause headaches, nausea, and whatever else in Reader's Digest that I read a couple of months ago before I knew you and I should've kept that issue but too bad I didn't so I guess you're lucky as of right now since I don't have proof."

It was definitely a bad move on my part. I was definitely a stupid idiot standing in Starbucks dissing coffee in front of coffee fanatics. And the biggest one was standing right next to me. 

But all JaeWon did was laugh; he threw his head back and laughed like he was a lost descendent of the hyenas. "That is the best bullshit I've heard in a long time. Good job April."

"Next!" One of the Starbucks worker's, standing behind the nearest counter to us, shouted.

"Come on April." JaeWon walked over first, still chuckling. "A large cup of just plain black coffee. Put anything else in and I'll sue."

The poor Starbucks dude nervously twisted his hat on his head as he punched in JaeWon's order. "Uh . . . okay."

I approached the counter feeling disturbed. Does JaeWon always have to act so hostile? What kind of mood was he in today?! I was still reaching into my purse for the money when JaeWon whipped out, like a magic, a bunch of bills. 

"Hey, I thought I was buying you the coffee," I protested. 
JaeWon didn't even bother to answer me when he placed it on the counter. "Hurry it up." 
"Here, take mine." I reached out and pushed JaeWon's money aside. 
"No." He quickly shoved his money towards the Starbucks dude. 
"Hey, I promised. You're messing with my morals. I never promise something I can't keep." 
"Fuck your morals. Dude, just take my money." 

I'll admit it. It was funny. "JaeWon, quit fucking around," I protested.
"You really thought I'd let you pay?" he scoffed at me as I was an idiot. 
" . . . Yeah?"
"What the hell is up with your question-like responses?" 

The Starbucks guy looked like his head was about to explode from the confusion he was having while watching JaeWon and me argue about who was paying. So, he finally snapped, "LOOK! WHOSE MONEY DO I TAKE?!" 

JaeWon turned to look at him, his eyebrows creasing. "Yah. Who the hell are you yelling at?"

"I –" he started to speak. But he held up an index finger and started to wag it in front of JaeWon's face in frustration. "Excuse me, but I'm just doing my job. You need to understand that." 

Naturally, JaeWon didn't want to hear anything else. "Don't you fucking point that finger at me. YOU need to understand something fool. I can make your family's life, YOUR life, and your future relative's life a living hell; and I'll go back to wreak havoc on your whole dynasty if I have the extra time. I can trace and track your every move like a Hollywood celebrity paparazzi stalker. Do you KNOW who you're talking to?"

JaeWon is classic. This was better than watching anything on T.V. "Large, plain black coffee." Someone from the back carried out JaeWon's order. She placed it on the counter, and then disappeared.

"Okay – enough. Just get your coffee." Enough was enough. If we didn't leave now, it was going to escalate into a fight. So, I reached out and grabbed the coffee, very aware that the Starbucks guy was looking at me with hate now. 

"You hear me?!" JaeWon was still shaking a fist at Starbucks dude.

"Let's just go." I reached out and grabbed JaeWon by the sleeve of his shirt. Dragging him along with me like a puppy, we exited Starbucks leaving the guy behind the counter speechless while various people in the back of us were snickering at JaeWon's outrageous behavior. 

"Psh. No respect. I'm fucking Mayhem and he's talking to me like that," JaeWon muttered when we were outside. "Gimme my coffee."

"You're so full of yourself. Always picking fights with people. You think you're some kind of God," I told him as we started walking down the street.

"I am a fucking God.” He took his first sip of coffee. Flavoring the taste, he smacked his lips together. 
"You fucking cuss too much," I said, not realizing I was cussing too. "See? You rubbed off on me."
"What are you talking about? You came like that," he retaliated. 
"Just shut up." I reached over and grabbed his coffee. "Let me have a taste."
"Yah, what are you doing? You didn't want it when I offered the first time. Too late." He tugged it back. 
"Why are you such a coffee hog?" I demanded. 
"Because." 
"Fine then." 

We rounded the corner and stopped at the crosswalk. Evening was coming, and the sky was slowly turning grayish for some reason. I wondered where umma and appa were; were they still at MiSun's grave? Did they see Choi SangWoo there? Should I call them up and tell them that I had just visited MiSun's grave? 

"Are you listening?" I felt JaeWon nudge me when the 'walk' sign flashed on. 
"What?" I asked. 

" . . . Lee MiSun was your half-sister? I figured. Ever since her death, he never looked at another girl. And then, all of a sudden, I heard he was chasing after this girl. And then, I saw you. That's when I realized how pathetic it was for him to choose a girl that looked so much like MiSun," he explained. Somehow I had blanked out when JaeWon brought up the subject. 

We crossed the street as JaeWon held out his arm, as if guarding me. I slapped away his arm. "I'm not five."
"Yeah, but you're pretty stupid," JaeWon told me. "I was pointing to your flip-flops. You just stepped in gum."
"Huh?" I looked down and indeed, I did step in gum. "FUCK. My new flip-flops."
"Told you." As soon as we stepped back up on the street, JaeWon stopped to wait for me. 

I reached out and placed an arm on his shoulder for balance. Leaning down, I took my right flip-flop off and tried to get the gum off by smearing it on the sidewalk. 

"You have a better chance of licking if off." 
"Shut up." 

JaeWon chuckled, taking another sip of his coffee. "You know, I'm not the type of person who puts up with shit. So, naturally, I couldn't stand MiSun. She walked around our school thinking she was the shit. When she and SangWoo got together, they thought they were the unstoppable powerful ball of shit. She hated me for the simple fact that SangWoo and I were rivals – are rivals." 

". . . Sounds just like her," I said, still slapping my flip-flop on the ground. My body was starting to get sore from being in the awkward position. 

"Am I making you uncomfortable?" JaeWon asked.

"No, just stand still. Dang, whoever chewed this gum must've had excessive saliva glands in their mouth," I said, disgusted that the gum was still hanging from the bottom of my flip flop. I slapped it on the ground several more times, dragging it back and forth. 

"No, I meant talking about MiSun," JaeWon replied.

"I'm over it," I muttered, not really wanting to push this painful issue further. The coincidence was too uncanny and painful.

"I'm glad you took my brilliant advice though. That's why you went to her grave huh? And yes, I did realize today was the anniversary of her death. SangWoo goes every fucking year." JaeWon never ceases to amaze me with his 'knowledge'. 

Giving up, I dropped my flip-flop back on the ground. The sticky gum kept on pinning my foot to the ground as I walked. But, I just had to deal with it.

"So . . . you and Choi SangWoo really went out huh?" JaeWon tried to make it sound casual, but I recognized the hesitation in his voice. 

"Not really. No, I wouldn't consider it that," I answered truthfully. 
"Did you let him kiss you?" JaeWon went on. 
I hadn't expected him to ask, but honesty is the best policy, so I replied, "Yeah . . . once."

"Oh April." JaeWon shook his head; he took another drink of his coffee. Then, he exploded, "WHAT WERE YOU THINKING?!" 

I moved away from him. "What? I'm not gonna lie." 

"Huh!" He shook his head. Then, abruptly, he reached out and pulled me near him again. We both stopped walking right in the middle of the street as he said, "Hey, May."

"What?" I looked up to see JaeWon's face approximately three inches away from mine; his lips, directly across mine about the distance of a mini-midpoint. Feel free to correct my two second b.s. of a mathematical calculation – I'm not good at math. But anyways, Yoon JaeWon had this determined look on his face as he leaned in closer and closer, pushing my stupid mathematical calculation to the limit. 

His eyes zoomed in on my lips and his lips displayed themselves seductively. Yoon JaeWon, Mayhem, was going to kiss me? 

For some stupid reason, possibly just instinctively, I closed my eyes . . . 

Nothing.

Instead, I felt his finger pushing hard on my forehead; I almost fell. I opened my eyes and felt like a complete fool.

"Is it THAT easy to kiss you?" JaeWon laughed as if he couldn't believe it. He continued walking, watching me awkwardly regaining my stance.

"Yah!" I exclaimed. HE JUST FRICKIN' MADE ME FEEL EASY. To defend myself, I said, "I WASN'T really going to let you kiss me. You wish! I TESTING YOU." 

"Stop trying to b.s. your way out of it. Wow." He brought his cup of coffee up to his lips. "Lesson number one, grasshopper, you shouldn't be kissing; you're way too young."

I knocked him upside on his hat. "I'm eighteen fool." 

We just stood there looking at each other. He watched me get all red with embarrassment as I watched him watching me with amusement. 

"I gotta get home." I turned away and started walking again, tired of our dumb game. 
"You really wanted me to kiss you didn't you?" JaeWon teased, walking right beside me again.
"No." 
"Yes you did."
"No."
"You told me you did."
"When?!"

"Your eyes. Ouyay idday." JaeWon concluded our debate. 
"Excuse me? Why are you calling me names now?" Offended, I glared at him.
"Hahaha," he laughed at my expression. "It's called Pig Latin."
"Pig Latin? What you calling me a pig now?" I scoffed.
"What? You skipped middle school or something?" JaeWon explained. "Pig Latin's a dialect."

I just stared at him. Since we had a good three more blocks to walk until we would get to my apartment, I decided to learn something new from him. "Really?"

"Pig Latin's a twist on the language. In America, they do that a lot. Everything you say, you take the first word and put it in the back and then add an 'ay' to it. There are special cases with your vowels and consonants. For instance, if the word ends with vowel, you add 'yay' at the end, but you don't switch the first letter. Then, if you have words that cannot be pronounced if you switch the first letters, you just simply add a 'y' at the beginning and an 'yay' at the end," he explained as if it was a simple thing. "Alright, I'll do it the easy way for you." 

I just blinked at him. What the hell? "Okay . . . say something."

We continued walking side by side as JaeWon took another a sip of his coffee. "Ouyay reayay yuglyay." 

"Umm . . . ." I started to decipher it. 
"Ndayay eryvay umbday," he went on. 
"Hold up! Just say a sentence, not dictate a whole freakin' essay." I stopped him. 
JaeWon laughed. "I'll wait then.” He continued to drink his coffee and watching my face contort as I thought. 

Hmm . . . ouyay areyay yuglyay. . . you put the first letter in the back and then add 'ay' . . . and if its vowels in front and back, you just add 'yay' . . .okay, so . . . switch . . . ouyay areyay yuglyay = you are ugly. "HEY!" I shouted when I figured it out. JaeWon jumped. He held out his arms as if waiting for me to hit him. But, I was too excited that I had indeed learned something cool. "You said, 'you are ugly' right?" 

He nodded, sipping his coffee again. "Wow, genius!"
I didn't care that he was making fun of me. This was fun. "Let me try it. Um . . . osay siay ouryay ommay." 
"Talking about my mom?" JaeWon asked. 
"Wow." I stared at him in awe. "You figured it out faster than I did."

"Of course." JaeWon shrugged, watching me with a smile on his face. Pausing for a split second, he finally leaned in as he said, "Alright, how about this one. Uh . . . Eway reayay oinggyay utoyay."

We stopped; I didn't realize that we were on my block already. "Uh . . . ."

Buh-leep . . . buh-leep . . . his cell phone rang again. Handing me his coffee to hold, JaeWon reached into his pocket. "Yeah."

Eway reayay oinggyay utoay . . . My brain started working. I stood there trying to figure it out as JaeWon talked on his cell. 

"Yeah, I'll be there." JaeWon didn't take long with his conversation before hanging up. "Figure it out yet?"
I shook my head. "It's kind of confusing." 
JaeWon chuckled, taking his coffee out of my hand. "Just go home and think about it."
"You're leaving?" I asked.

"Yeah, I walked you home didn't I? What? You want to invite me in for tea?" He raised an eyebrow; his eyes inviting. 

"No," I replied, still having the confused look on my face; still trying to figure out what the hell 'eway reayay oinggyay utoay was'. 

JaeWon winked, bringing up his Starbucks to his lips before retreating. He was just about turn, when he stopped. "Oh yeah, from now – stay away from Choi SangWoo. If I hear you're talking to him, you're dead – you hear?" 

I blinked at him. "Excuse me? Huh?"

"You heard me. Have a good day.” He raised a hand to wave, before turning. "And yes, eway reayay oinggyay utoay." 

"YAH! What the hell does that MEAN?!" I shouted after him. 

"Figure it out genius.” He raised a hand to wave again before walking down the opposite end of the street. 

I paused, rearranging the letters. 

eway reayay oinggyay utoay = we are going out. 


(Chapter 23)

After figuring out the Yoon JaeWon's Pig Latin, I definitely couldn't stop thinking about him. In more ways than one, he commanded my attention. Ever since I had found out that he was innocent of the crime Choi SangWoo had accused him of, I felt this need to justify everything about him. But, because JaeWon had announced we were going out without asking me, I was involved now. And there was no way could escape.

That's why I wasn't particularly surprised when HanSuk came after me at Sansachun two days later – actually, he sent one of his followers after me. You see – this is the problem. Once you've been attacked once or twice, you start to expect it to happen in a way. It becomes an unhealthy habit. 

"Bryan has a girlfriend?" I was asking Lina as I wiped the counter with an old rag.

Sansachun was a pitiful excuse for a convenience store; hardly anyone shopped in here anymore. So, Lina and I were just catching up on our girl talk once again. After yelling at me for half-an-hour earlier about leaving Groove without telling her the last time we saw each other, Lina was now completely over it. 

"Yeah, some girl. She's really innocent and polite. I didn't even know he was into girls like that. JunJin and I met her last week," Lina explained, popping her bubblegum lazily in her mouth. She paused and looked at me. "You jealous?"

I rolled my eyes, laughing. "No way. She can have him. I saw them at the park two days ago. They look really cute together."

Lina smiled. "Yeah." 

I looked at my best friend and felt guilty. We haven't been hanging out or talking a lot lately, and I felt that I was mostly at fault. I knew I should've told her about the whole SangWoo and JaeWon thing because Lina gives great advice, but I couldn't find the patience in me to unravel the whole mess in a story to her. And, I just kept ditching her every time we hung out. 

"Wait a minute – so, you have the whole apartment to yourself? Where did your umma go?" Lina reminded me.

My mind flashed back to that day when I came home. Expecting a lecture, I had prepared myself to tell umma that I did end up visiting MiSun's grave. But, I hadn't expected to walk into the apartment to see umma packing her things into a suitcase. With a worried look on her face, she was moving about her bedroom. 

"Where are you going?" I had asked, looking around.
"Oh.” She turned around; her face looked tired and abnormal. "May . . . where have you been?" 
"I went out – Umma, I went to see MiSun. I –" But to my surprise, I was cut off. 

"Oh honey.” Umma paused in front of me. She placed both hands on my cheeks, staring at me. "I have to leave for Pusan tonight. We'll talk later . . . okay? I'm so sorry." 

"What?" Confused, I watched her continuing to pack. "Why are you going to Pusan all of a sudden?"

"Oh . . . uh, your Aunt Mimi is not so well." 
"What about appa?" 
"Oh? He's – he's coming with me."

Then, with a kiss on the cheek and a brief explanation – she and appa left Seoul. Only after she left did I realize – we didn't have an Aunt Mimi.

"Yah, are you listening?" Lina waved a hand in front of my face, taking me back to reality – dispelling the air bubble above my forehead. 

"They'll be gone for a week," I told her, continuing our conversation. "You want to come over today?" 
Lina shook her head. "I can't. JunJin and I are going to the movies." 
"Oh," I said. 
Lina, seeing the disappointed look on my face, quickly added, "But, I can come tomorrow." 
"You . . . really like Feet don't you?" I mumbled, not really intending for her to hear it. 

"I know.” She sighed, standing straight up to fix her ponytail. "I know what you want to say. But – there are just some things you can't help, you know? He might not be the best looking guy in the world, and he might not be the most romantic –" 

"And he might not have the best feet in the world," I interjected, finally taking ease and laughing a little.
"It's not THAT bad! He's been going to foot therapy!” She defended him.
"Tsk!" I rolled my eyes, chuckling. "Feet therapy?!" 

"What? Hey! Stop making fun of him!" She slapped my arm. "Keep laughing and I'll call Bryan here to keep us company." She warned me. 

That shut me up; I was in a joking mood, but not 'Bryan mood'. 

"What about you? Any guy? . . . Wait a minute – what's been going on with you and Choi SangWoo?" Lina asked the dreadful question, turning the tables on me. "You've been ditching me for him a lot too." 

"Well –" I started to say when Mr. Chun entered the store. He does his daily check-ups on the store to see if we're robbing it ourselves. Or, he could just be here in time for regular deliveries. 

"Ah-hem. I don't think I pay you girls to stand there and talk about love.” The old man narrowed his eyes at us through his blind glasses. 

Lina stood up from the counter and started dusting her shirt. I didn't know what to do, so I just stood there looking at me like I was lost. He walked toward the back of the store with his hands behind his back.

"At least we have love to talk about." Lina made face at his retreating back.
"Hahaha,"I laughed at her comment. 

"MAY!" I jumped, knocking down a couple of boxes of candy on the counter when Mr. Chun shouted my name.

"Shit," I mumbled. "What did I do?"
"Good luck." Lina blew me a kiss. "Go on. I'll clean this up."

Mr. Chun came back out with two large bags of trash. "When were you thinking about putting this in the trash?"

"When my shift’s done sir," I said. 
"Do it now," he commanded, thrusting it into my arms. 

Lina gave me a look of sympathy as I walked out of the store, carrying the two bags. Dang, and I thought only old woman had menopause mood swings; Mr. Chun could give any one of them a run for their money. 

I rounded the corner of the store to the back, shadowy part of the building. As I dumped the two trash bags down near the big trash bins, I wiped the sweat off my forehead. This summer was really starting to heat up. 

"I was wondering when you'd be alone." 

I froze. No. He cannot do this to me. But, it seemed evident that this was the real deal. Usually, when I was attacked, I had other people with me. But, I was by myself now. I swallowed nervously, not wanting to turn around to see whose chilling voice that belonged to. 

"My boss doesn't get what it is about you that's got Mayhem and Crist pitted against one another, but he figures getting rid of you will be to his advantage." I whirled about to face one of HanSuk's followers. I recognized him immediately as Righty. Fear swept over me. What the hell did he want with me? How did he find me?!

Righty was dressed as if he was about to rob a place, but he was alone though. When he realized that I wasn't going to say anything to him, he took out his gun. The sliver metal of the silencer pointed directly at me. He didn't waste anytime. 

"It'll be fast, painless, and easy," he assured me. "But, I wouldn't know. I never got shot."

Trying to keep my cool, slyly, I reached into my pockets and felt my cell phone. I pressed the phone book button and was about to press the speed dial when – 

Then, it all happened so fast. 

"Bitch!" Righty advanced toward me; his eyes dead on mine. He positioned himself so that he was standing directly in front of me, gun pointed at its target, and he leaned in. He pressed his body against mine, pinning me against the rigid wall. His body weight suppressed mine, making me completely powerless. I felt suffocated and reached out to shield my body. 

"LET GO!" Righty made sure I could feel the cold gun against my temple as he leaned into, extending his lips to kiss . . . "Hell no," I said through gritted teeth. I drew my knee up and exerted all the force I could against his balls. 

"ARGH!" he groaned.

Taking my chance, I shoved him off me. But, I wasn't successful. He stretched out and grabbed a lock of my hair. "AHH!" I screamed. My eyes immediately became all teary as I heard every single rip from each strand as it disconnected with my roots. 

"You're not going anywhere!" he growled. Pressing both of his palms against my shoulders, Righty had the gun pointed under my chin now. His legs intertwined around my calves, and locked me in. Righty reached out and twisted my arms into an awkward, unrecognizable position that completely disabled my whole upper body.

My head was knocked back against the wall, and I saw stars for a minute. My body heated up with adrenaline and the need to live empowered me. I pounded my arms against his hard chest desperately, crying, "LET ME GO!"

"SHUT UP!" he growled into my ears.

"HELP!" I screamed again, prying my fingers frantically at his shirt. I was going to die. He was going to rape me and then kill me. "PLEASE!"

"UGH!" Righty reached out and clawed at my collared shirt. The two buttons bounced and shot off quickly; one hit him right in the eye. "SHIT!" He staggered, and the pressure blew off. 

"FUCKING LOSER!" Taking my chance, with all the strength I had, I hard-pressed Righty to the ground. And then I ran. I pumped my arms as fast as I could and felt the muscle in my legs burn as I ran away from him.

I made it out of the dark shadows and right out into the light; barely out of there when I bumped into someone. I had ran right into his chest . . . I was saved.

"May? You called me?" 

I must've dialed his number when I was trying to get help on my phone. But, I didn't care. 

"SangWoo!" I wrapped my arm around him as my body shook uncontrollably. "He –"

"What the hell happened?" SangWoo tried to pull me away from him so he could see me, but I held onto him tight. I trembled as I buried my face into his shoulders. Safe. I was safe now. 

SangWoo no longer tried to look at me. He seemed to understand because his arms came up my back and he held me close to him. I felt his body responding as his head tilted toward mine; SangWoo held me in steady stance as I cried hysterically. 

I tried to suppress the angst I was feeling, but I had no luck. I closed my eyes tighter as the hot, wet tears flowed down my cheeks. I dug my fingers deep into his shirt, bawling my eyes out. I couldn't breathe. I couldn't think. I couldn't see anything but the horror of what could've happened to me. 

And I was in SangWoo's arms.

What would my, boyfriend, JaeWon, do?

What was I going to tell him?

. . .

"Listen, I have to tell you something."

Slowly, SangWoo reached up and untangled my arms from his neck. He released me, and then held me out at arm's length. 

I sniffled like a little five-year-old who just fell off her bike while trying to do a wheelie. God damn that was scary; I had barely escaped from an attempted assassination by a hair, or two – depending on exactly how many strands Righty managed to pull out of my head, damn right I was scared sh1tless.

But, I regained my composure. As you probably know by now, I'm not like most girls. Shit happens, you cry, and then you get over it. So, I quickly wiped away my tears as I turned away from SangWoo. I don't like letting people see me cry, especially SangWoo or, eventually, . . . JaeWon. All of a sudden, I had turned into this big cry baby.

"You okay?" SangWoo was asking. 
I nodded, trying to remove the tearstains. "He's after me for no reason. He wants me dead –"
"May, there's something you gotta know," SangWoo hastily added. 

"GOD DAMN IT! WE'RE LATE!"
"SUNBAE IS GOING TO KILL YOU!"
"IT WASN'T MY FAULT!" 

SangWoo and I both turned away from each other just in time to see Danny with two other guys, identical twins, coming up the street. 

"What the hell?" I took a step back away from SangWoo, staring at them. "What are they doing here?"

This was when EVERYTHING started getting complicated.

SangWoo quickly grabbed my arm and leaned into whisper, "Whatever happens next, just meet me tonight at MuLa. I need to talk to you." 

"But, wait –" Before I could answer, SangWoo let me go and sprinted down the opposite end of the street. 

I stood, dumbfounded, and rooted in my spot. What the HELL were they doing here? Wait a minute – does that mean JaeWon was here to? That boy could really hunt me down like a wild animal with an incredible scent for its victim. He's so much like the freaking mafia, it's really disturbing sometimes. 

But, JaeWon was not with them. 

I didn't know whether to feel disappointed or glad. 

"Boss' girlfriend. Are you okay?" That was the first thing out of Danny's mouth when he reached me. But, he didn't wait for my answer. He turned to the twins to quickly say, "Go find him."

My eyes widened. Find who? SangWoo? Did they see me standing there with SangWoo? 

"Let's go!" The two ran off. 

Danny turned to me, and then he did the most amazing thing – he bowed to me. I'm talking about the whole clasping his hands together, positioning his body, bending his back, and then lowering his head. Never in a million years would I have expected Danny, the guy who nearly yanked off my arm like I was rag doll that day at Feet's house, and the guy that had pointed a gun at my head with the intention of killing me, was actually bowing to me now. 

Life is full of surprises.

I just stood there gaping at him, like, "What are you doing here?"
"To save you," Danny replied.
"What?" I asked, totally confused now. "How did you know –"

"We would've been here sooner, possibly soon enough to warn you, but –" Danny was cut off when the twins came back – with Righty. 

"ACK! ARGH!" Righty was grunting in pain. 

"FOOL! What a stupid arse! This is the only way out of the alley."
"Psh! Trying to hide! We'll teach you for messing with Sunbae's girlfriend!"

Creating a commotion, the other two were dragging Righty along with them. Not only is JaeWon like the mafia himself, but he's trained his gang into a mafia; how the hell did they managed to find Righty so quickly was mind-boggling. I thought he had already managed to run off, but I had underestimated how smart he was – not smart enough. Right now, Righty doesn't look so tough when he was held by his collar like that.

"Get him down," Danny ordered.

"GET DOWN!" The twins pushed Righty on the ground and then placed their feet on his back, grinding their shoes on him like he was a disposed cigarette. 

Even though I was still very confused, and shocked at the fact that Danny and the twins were here, I placed it all aside as I stared down at Righty in disgust. 

"How do YOU like being pinned down now?" I muttered. 
"What a dumb fool." The twins shook their heads in unison. 
Danny grinned. "Should we take him back? Show HanSuk what Mayhem is all about?" 

"Nice job fuckers, you caught me. Go ahead, do what you want. But, know that my boss has bigger things planned. Even if I didn't kill her today, he'll get her himself. He'll get ALL YOUR ARSES!" Righty, although grimacing in pain, managed to let the intentions be known.

"Is he –" Danny placed a finger into his right ear and rotated it. "Am I hearing this right? Is he threatening us?" 

"Yeah!" The twins nodded. 

"Oh no bitch. Your boss is green, a baby in this business. Do you know her?" Danny pointed to me. 

Righty lifted his head slowly to look at me. I stared down at him, getting angrier by the moment. Oh how God favors me. Just a minute ago I was in his mercy, and now he was in mine –  well in Danny, the twins, and mine too – but it's still 1/4 mine. 

"It's not her that your boss wants bitch," Danny went on. "I'm so sick of you wannabes thinking you can run Mayhem off the street. Why don't you just stop wasting your time and come straight to us? I got places to be you know? My little niece is celebrating her first birthday today, but am I there celebrating with her? Am I there watching Ricky, the clown, perform his tricks and eating chocolate cake? No. Instead, I got a phone call from my Boss telling me to come down here and kick some ass. So, you better stop it with your crap-like threats 'cause it won't mean much after I'm done with you."

"Well said."
"Bravo!"
The twins started clapping after Danny finished his speech.

How strange is JaeWon's mafia? But . . . in a way, I was glad they were here. I even laughed a little.

"Bullshit!" Righty replied from the ground. 

"Bullshit?" Danny nodded. "Bull?!" 

Without so much as a warning, Danny kicked Righty right in the stomach causing him to double over. Then, the twins started joining in. Usually, I would've said something, but I couldn't bring myself to stop them. Righty deserved it – he almost killed me. Danny stepped aside a while later, answering a phone call. 

"Take that!"
"Hiya!" 

The twins were kicking Righty all over the place. But, it was short-lived. In the middle of Righty's shouts and the twin's karate screams, someone shouted, "Yah! What are you doing?!" The four of us stopped and turned just in time to see a cop, obviously patrolling the street, pointing at us about twenty yards away.

"Oh shit. Run!" Forgetting he was on the phone, Danny started waving frantically at us. 

"Crap!" 
"Shit!" 

"Help me!" Righty shouted to the cop. 

"Sunbae's girlfriend. RUN!" One of the twins shouted to me.

"ARGH!" Before I ran, I made sure I kicked Righty hard in the shins. "If I had more time, I would kick you in your private spot to make sure you're not gonna have kids EVER! And I mean NEVER EVER ASS! Like not in this life, the next life, or the life after that!"

"Cop right behind you!" Danny screamed.

That's when I ran like a cheetah; I did not want to get caught. Even though I heard the cop screaming behind me, I continued running. Who needs exercise when you're hanging out with gangs practically twenty-four hours a day? No matter what I do around them, I always end up running my butt off away from something – burning more calories than on a regular treadmill.

"Faster!" Pretty soon I caught up to the twins and Danny; we were all running side-by-side now. 

"This way!" Danny was leading the way, so we all turned at the corner. Now that we were out on the main street, it was much harder for the cop to chase after us. 

"OUT OF THE WAY!" The twins spread their arms as they ran ahead of me like we were in the Olympics. 

My arm muscles were getting sore as my breathing got heavier. With my hair in my face, I still turned back occasionally to see if the cop was chasing after us. 

"KEEP RUNNING!"
"SHIT!"
"GO! GO! GO!"

Down another block, cross another street, and another turn at the corner. 

We escaped. 

"YES! WE LOST HIM!" I started slowing down. 

"Shit. He came out of nowhere!" Danny panted. 

The four of us stopped in the middle of the street. People who were passing by all stared at us, thinking, what a bunch of trouble makers.

"Oh my god." I wiped my forehead. "Righty's gonna snitch."
"No, he won't." Danny shook his head.
"That's not how it is in the game," the twins added, panting at intervals. 
"So," I stood up, still panting. I placed a hand on my hip. "Where's your boss?"

Danny and the twins exchanged glances, each taking deep breaths. "Nowhere."

I scoffed, studying them. "Your boss sent you here didn't he? Where is he?"

"Not really."
"Technically no."

Danny and the twins were looking at the sky or at the street, but they certainly were not looking at me when they answered. 

"Well, aren't you going to take me to him?" I asked.

"No."
"Not really."

"Huh . . . what the hell is going on then?" I went on. "You mind telling me what this is all about?" 

But, all they did was stare back at me. 

"Fine then. I'll just go," I said, walking away.
"Alright." They followed me.

I stopped walking. They stopped walking. I started walking. They started walking. "Hehehe, guys," I said, turning back to them. "I appreciate you helping me, but uh . . . I gotta go now."

"Yeah."
"Sure."

"Okay," I said, nodding. "Bye." I started walking. They started walking. I got frustrated, so I stopped walking. They stopped walking too. 

The silly walking game continued until they followed me home. 

The whole time I was walking home, I was trying to be nice and keep my composure, but I exploded when they tried to come into my apartment.

"YA'LL! GO AWAY!" I said at the front door. 
Danny shook his head sadly. "We wish, but we can't."
"Yeah.” The twins nodded sadly. "We can't."

I stared at them one at a time, "Oh . . . I get it. JaeWon sent you to 'protect' me huh? Look guys, I don't think Righty's going to attack me at home. I have a phone; I'll call the cops. You can tell JaeWon I'll call him later."

I started to close the door when six hands reached out and stopped me. "Can we come in?" 
. . .

"Yah, I'm bored out of my mind. All she has are these sappy dramas. There's no food in the fridge, no cards, no music. I'm really starting to understand how boredom can kill you. There's no cable."

"There's not even basic cable."
"Have you two lost your mind? Logically, there's not even a T.V. antennae!" 

What the fuck? They're lucky I haven't called the cops for being in my house without my consent. No matter how much I had bothered them, they wouldn't tell me where or how I would be able to contact JaeWon. I wanted to curse him out for sending these three psychos to 'protect' me. And now, I was stuck with them in my house, in my living room, complaining about the way I live. 

I went back inside my bedroom, sat down on my bed, and thought. 

I don't know why, but something was gnawing at me to show up at MuLa. Even though I didn't like SangWoo as a person, I couldn't forget the way he looked at me after he let me go from his arms. I saw something that made me feel crestfallen and hopeless. And I had to asked myself, why did he have that concern look? Wasn't he supposed to be this cold-hearted murderer who was part-time sadist and part-time 'normal'? Why was Choi SangWoo looking at me like he really cared for me?

He did seem urgent in wanting to talk me. Heck, if he hadn't been there – maybe Righty would've continued to chase me. And I'd probably be dead right now; probably standing in line waiting for my Judgment Day at God's place or probably waiting at the reincarnation line at Buddha's – I don't have a specific religion. 

Anyways . . . Out courtesy, in a way, I had to come to him. I just had to know why. 

Don't know why I did it, but I changed into a huge black sweatshirt and baggy pants. Trying to dress down, I pulled on a black baseball cap and pulled my hoodie over it. When I came back out, I couldn't believe my luck. 

Boredom really did kill them. 

Well, they were all asleep. Danny was sprawled on the floor, one twin was on a couch, and the other twin was on the other couch. 

I stood staring at them for a few seconds, letting them sink into a deeper sleep. As I tiptoed across the room, I was thankful that my umma was no longer in town. I seriously did not want to think about her reaction if she came home seeing three guys asleep in her living room; she'd probably have a heart attack. 

"Um . . . chicken." Danny rolled over in his sleep as he muttered. 

I bit my lower lip as I crossed over his arm. At the front door, I stood still for another couple of minutes. I turned the knob slowly; thankfully it still had enough grease inside so that it didn't squeak. 

And then . . . I was free. 

I ran like hell out of there. 

20% of the reason why I ran as fast as I did was because I didn't want them to follow me; the other 80% I ran as fast as I did was because I was frustrated. Frustrated because I couldn't get a hold of JaeWon. Where did he get the audacity to send his 'people' to 'protect'? Just because he told me we were going out, it doesn't mean we're going out. 

But, where was he now? In flesh and blood? Where was he instead of the three stooges? Sure, his little, 'we are going out' in Pig Latin got to me, but what difference does it make if he's not here to prove it? I had every belief in me that he was twisted and sick enough to mess with my mind like that. So I guess you can say, I didn't consider myself JaeWon's girlfriend – yet. See how the coffee freak has managed to make sure he occupied a place in my mind? Even when I was nearly having a seizure from Righty's attack, I was still thinking about explaining to him how I ended up in SangWoo's arms. But, why was I even worried about it? I was in a crisis, and seeing SangWoo meant that I wasn't going to die. It was a happy-I'm-not-going-to-die-hug. 

I was so caught up in my thoughts that I didn't realize that I had arrived at MuLa. 

I was at the front door, in fact, when I carelessly bumped into a girl. Why do I keep bumping into people?

"Oh!"
"Oh! I'm so sorry."

"It's okay.” She regained her balance and caught her drink before it spilled on the floor. Looking up, she just smiled at me. "I'm okay."

"What happened?" The door opened once again. 

"Holy crap," I said, suddenly realizing why the girl was so familiar looking.

Bryan. 50-cent-wannabe looked at his girlfriend and then back at me. "HEY NOONA."

Noona? When has he ever called me noona? The girl that I had just bumped into was the one I had seen playing badminton with Bryan at the park a couple of days ago. 

"You know her?" his girlfriend asked.

"Oh yeah." Bryan nodded, amazing me with his ability to act normal for once instead of like a love sick puppy around me, like he usually does. "This is May. May, this is my girlfriend, TaeHee."

"Oh . . . so you're May. Hi, I'm Kim TaeHee.” She held out a hand for me to shake. Up close, TaeHee was extremely sweet-looking; she was the epitome of a Korean. With a pale complexion, dark eyes, and a petite body, TaeHee had her hair dyed a mixture of a brown and orange color. Her eyes scanned me for a split second.

"Uh . . . hey.” I returned her handshake. I felt like so weak compared to her strong, experienced handshake. "What are you two doing here?"

"Getting drinks." Bryan was scaring the hell out of me for being so 'normal'. "What about you noona?"

"Um . . . meeting someone," I answered, looking from TaeHee to him. They didn't seem to compliment each other as a couple. Lina was right; this wasn't the type of girl I would've thought Bryan would go out with either. Supicious . . . 

"Uh, we're going to be late," TaeHee spoke up, looking at her watch. "Sorry."
"Oh, no problem. It was nice meeting you," I said.

"Talk to you later." Bryan winked at me as he placed an arm around his girlfriend. I watched them walk away towards what appears to be TaeHee's brand new Mercedes Benz. Kim TaeHee seemed high-matinence and looked money . . . 

How random was this?I was still scratching my head in confusion when I finally entered MuLa. Since it was a summer week day, the place was still crowded as usual. People were scattered all around the place; they were all laughing, talking, and looking so care-free . . . 

Towards the back, I spotted Choi SangWoo sitting at a table in deep thought. So much had happened between us, and it seemed like he had changed. He was much more solemn now. 

"I didn't think you'd come," SangWoo commented when he saw me approaching the table. He had his cell phone out, and was tapping the screen. 

"I didn't think I would either," I took a seat across from him. "But, I owe you it." 

A waitress came striding over. "Would you like anything?"

"A glass of water," I told her. No one orders water here; I must've been the first. But, she obliged and left. 

"You okay?" SangWoo asked again, turning his cell over his hand; he looked nervous. 

"It's not because of you I am here," I told him, feeling so heartless as I said it. "I don't think I can ever accept you as a . . . person. I felt obligated to at least say thanks for coming when I called you."

"That's what I want to talk to you about . . . you didn't call me," he replied truthfully, not letting my coldness affect him. Careful not to lock eyes with me, SangWoo leaned across the table – more business-like.

"What do you mean?" I leaned back in my seat just as the waitress came back, placing my glass of water in front of me. 

"He called me. Actually, he called us. This was all HanSuk's plan; he wanted to see which one of us would get there first. He was sure JaeWon would be there first, but he was wrong." The more SangWoo talked, the more confused I was. 

"You mean I didn't dial your number?" I asked. 

"No. JaeWon and I both got this message about five minutes prior to your attack, I think." SangWoo turned over his cell phone for me to see the text message, encoded: reh fo tfel hcum eb t’now ereht ,evirra uoy fo eno emit eht yB.

"What is that?" I asked, looking at the encrypted words. 

SangWoo took his cell back, clicked something, and then revealed the deciphered: Maybelline Lee caught between Crist and Mayhem. Let's play this game shall we? By the time one of you arrive . . . there won't be much left of her. 

THAT sent chills up and down my back. 

"So, HanSuk wanted JaeWon to be there to see me killed," I said, realizing his ridiculous plan. "What – the hell?" 

SangWoo nodded, sitting back in his chair. "But, he knew if he wanted JaeWon to know that it was a legit thing, he had to make JaeWon know that I would be coming too. But – really, he just wanted the both of us to show up."

"WHO THE FUCK DOES THAT HE/SHE THINK HE/SHE IS?!" I slapped a hand on the table when I shouted loudly, causing people to turn and look at me. 

SangWoo bit his lower lip to not laugh; it was a serious conversation we were having, but he couldn't deny the fact that HanSuk looks prettier than most of the girls he knew. 

"This is why I don't understand you gangs," I lowered my voice. "Just for power, you run around doing shit like this."

"For power?" SangWoo raised an eyebrow. 

"Yeah, HanSuk wants to take over JaeWon's place. He thinks JaeWon's a pushover; you're the only one he's scared of. Because – you –" I replied.

But by the way SangWoo was looking at me, I just KNEW that Flo's explanation was wrong. 

"What does he have to do with me? I don't –" I was so confused about the whole ordeal that I started to ramble on and on. 

"I need you need to talk to JaeWon," SangWoo interrupted me, getting straight to the point. 

"If I can get a hold of him," I muttered under my breath. 

"You need to tell him to stop pushing HanSuk's buttons. JaeWon needs to stop provoking him. If he doesn't, he's going to be exposed." All of a sudden, the conversation took a different turn.

"Excuse me?" I looked up at him, into his eyes. 
SangWoo looked like he was completely torn. "May . . . I just wish I hadn't brought you into this mess." 
"I don't understand." I shook my head. "Exposed?" 

"All you need to understand, right now, is that you need to tell JaeWon to back off before he can't back off. He needs to stop before blood is spilt." SangWoo was dead serious.

I just stared back at him, trying to figure out what he was trying to tell me. "You mean . . . HanSuk's not after JaeWon because he wants to take his place?" 

"No." He shook his head. "It's much bigger than that." 

"Then – what is it?" 
"I can't tell you." 
"Why?"

"May . . . JaeWon tells you to stay away from me for a reason, but I have a reason why you should stay away from him." When SangWoo said that, I felt the chill creeping down my spine. 

"You murdered his brother. Why should I believe you?" I spoke loud and clear.

"Do you know why I mistakenly shot his brother? Did he ever tell you why I meant to kill him? Did he ever tell you why our hate towards one another escalated to the point where I felt like I just had to get rid of him?" SangWoo narrowed his eyes. "You can label me as a murderer for the rest of your life, but what's more damaging? A violent, nano-second mistake in the past or the thing that kills you slowly in the future?"

"You're not making any sense." I closed my eyes. 

"I'm not supposed to," SangWoo said. He started to get up from the table. "Just tell him he needs to stop his game before it gets out of hand. He won't listen to me, of course, and there's no one else I can rely on, so I need you to talk to him. I know this thing is just between the two of them, but I don't want Seoul to be turned up side down if HanSuk decides to rage war against Mayhem." 

"Just tell me what it is then," I went on. "Unless you're lying." 

I had done it; I had said the magic sentence. 

Reaching out, SangWoo placed a hand on my chair and leaned in. He was so close to me that I could feel his hot breath against my ear. "Give JaeWon my message, and stay away from him. If you don't, you'll get hurt. It's better that you don't know; It's ugly and messy. Right now, he may seem like the perfect gentleman. But, I assure you, he's not. He hides it well in front you; hell, he hides it very well in the beginning. Eventually, he'll slip . . . and I'm sorry to say, that's when you'll know. And then, you'll regret  you should've stayed with me." 

SangWoo hesitated for a couple of seconds afterwards, and then left. 

I sat very still in my seat, letting his words absorb as a sinking feeling fell into the pit of my stomach – tying itself into knots.

(Chapter 24)


The twins are a spectacle to look at. Not because of their freakishly white porcelain faces and overwhelming height, but because they resembled catholic schoolboys on vacation. Wearing white collared shirts with neatly ironed Dockers, the twins, Min and Tae defied the stereotypical semblance of what gang members look like. To top it off, they were very well-mannered and soft-spoken when they were not chasing after the enemy or intentionally cussing. But, I liked them because they were entertaining and because they treated me like a QUEEN – I didn't mind that at all. 

So there I was, standing with the twins at the darkening street corner waiting for Danny, who was five yards away from us, talking on his cell phone in a hushed voice. I was getting frustrated because after exiting MuLa, I had found the three of them waiting for me. Evidently, they knew I had left the house and proceeded to follow me here. 

"Sunbae's girlfriend. Would you like to sit?" 
"Yeah! You could sit on my flip-flop if you don't want to get your gluteus maximums dirty."

"Uh . . . it's okay," I said, not really paying attention because I was wondering who Danny was on the phone with. "Who's he talking to?"

"Don't know."
"Who knows?"

"I know." I pushed them out of my way, unintentionally, as I rushed over to Danny. 

"Boss, come on. Don't you think – yeah, but she's scary! You see, the thing is . . . gotta go!" When he saw me coming, Danny hastily hung up the phone. 

"Ugh." I rolled my eyes, placing my hands on my hips. I was too late. 
"Hi." Danny grinned. "How're you doing?"
"Well? Am I going to see him? The almighty, untouchable Mayhem?" I asked.

The twins rushed over to my side and stared wildly at Danny. Danny motioned with his head for them to follow him. "We need to conduct a group meeting." 

I started to follow them when Min held out his hand to stop me. "Sorry, but you're not in the group sunbae's girlfriend."

"If you call me 'sunbae's girlfriend' one more time –“ I warned him through gritted teeth. 

But they were already gone; the three of them left me in the middle of the street to gather in a corner, talking in hushed voices. Psh, like I'm really gonna not eavesdrop, I thought when I edged closer to them.

"Look, if he told us to take her to him, what other choice do we have? Why are we even second thinking about this?" Tae was saying.

"I know! We NEVER go against his orders. What are you thinking?" Min added.

"ARGH!" Danny started stomping his foot on the ground. "LOOK! If we take her, and she sees . . . she's gonna do something to REALLY piss off him. They'll get into a big ass fight and everything! You saw that stupid arse SangWoo walking out of MuLA just as we walked in. He probably told her a whole bunch of shit."

"Yeah, and she is a nice person." Min nodded.
"Nice, but damn scary when she wants to be," Tae added.
"But," Danny pointed his index finger in the air. "if we don't take her, sunbae's going to get pissed off at us."
"Damn."
"You're right."

This was getting weirder and weirder as they continued to talk. Why did they feel like they would have to go against JaeWon's orders? So, does that mean that SangWoo's warning IS something I should take into consideration? I thought and thought.

"I'll make THIS so much more easier for ya'll." I couldn't take it anymore, so I stepped into their little circle. "Just take me to him."

Danny looked at Min as Min looked at Tae while Tae looked back at Danny who looked back at me. "We have to guys. Boss already sent a car anyways."

The twins, in unison, left Danny and me to walk closer to the bustling street to wait for the car. 

Danny glanced at me. "I hope you're ready."
I looked at him. "Excuse me?"
Danny shook his head. "I didn't say anything."
"You know, ya'll are . . . just becoming really weird. Is this a gang thing?" I told him. 
Danny jammed his hands into his pockets when he exhaled loudly. "You have no idea."
"So, where is JaeWon?" I asked.

Danny was about to answer me when the twins shouted, "Yo! Car!" Expecting to see a billion dollar car provided by Mayhem, himself, I nearly died from laughter when reality winked at me through those broken headlights. 

The banged-up 1990 Toyota sputtered, sending wisps of exhaust out from its tailpipe. It shook violently and creaked when the twins shifted inside. And the paint job, oh the paint job, was just an eyesore. Streaks of different colors were splattered everywhere; the colors were the great-great-great-grandparents of the current colors that make up the rainbow today. From the hood to the body to the tires, the car looked like CRAP.

"Why are you laughing?" Danny asked me. 
"That is one hot ride.” I grinned, rubbing my eyes; it was just too good to be true. 
"I know you're making fun of it," Danny said in a sing-a-long-tone. "But, don't worry, Kyoon's a great driver."
"Kyoon? Who's Kyoon?" Still chuckling, I followed him. 

"Kyoon, this is Boss' girlfriend. Boss' girlfriend, this is Kyoon." Danny introduced us when I reached the car door. 

Kyoon, the driver, looking like he just barely got out of middle school, turned around to greet me. "HI! HONOR TO MEET YOU!"

"Gawd dayum . Don't gotta scream," Tae groaned, rubbing his ears. He turned to his brother, jabbing him in the side, "Move over! Can't you see sunbae's girlfriend is coming in?"

"Nice ride." I grinned, finally climbing into the backseat next to Tae with Min to his left. 

"Thanks!" Kyoon laughed, slapping his hands on the wheel. "Buckle up."

"Wah, Danny. Can't you sit in the front seat?" I was now, officially, squished between Tae and Danny. In a car designed for three passengers in the back, we were definitely pushing the limit with four people.

"I can't. The passenger seat has a big ass hole in it," Danny complained, completely smashed up against the side door. 

I managed to lift myself up to look at the passenger seat, and saw that he was right. It looked like someone with the biggest mouth in the whole entire world had taken a bite ass bite out of the seat. Needless to say, it was the most uncomfortable situation I have ever been in in a car. 

"Alright, let's go!" Kyoon wasn't kidding when he had told us to buckle up. 

I had underestimated the kid until he stepped on the gas. The old Toyota shot back on the street like a fricking bullet and roared ferociously. It hissed at on-coming cars and defied every rule in the damn book. Serving left and right without signaling, gaining speed on pedestrian inhabited streets, and ignoring stops signs and red lights, Kyoon was one crazy fool. 

"HELL YEAH!" The twins, completely buckled up, rolled down the window for the rushing air to come into the car. Tae nudged me. "Isn't this like a roller coaster ride? WOOT WOOT!" 

"Whoa!" I held onto my seat belt. "How fast are you going?" 

"Sixty!" Kyoon shouted from the driver's seat. He checked his rearview mirror and then whizzed into the next lane. "Oh never-mind sixty-five." 

"SLOW DOWN!" Danny spoke up for me. I turned just in time to see him grab my arm for support when Kyoon did a forty-five angle turn. 

"Wow, you're scared?" I asked him, leaning on Tae when Kyoon was still trying to get out of the turn. "Sorry."

"No problem, Sunbae's girlfriend." Tae nodded at me.

"I – I don't like riding in fast cars," Danny answered my question when I looked back at him. "GOD DAYUM! SLOW DOWN!" 

But Kyoon showed no sign of stopping, in fact, he responded with, "Boss said I need to get you guys there as soon as possible." 

No one dared to say anything back because it would be like arguing with JaeWon, so Danny kept on grabbing my arm every time Kyoon made a sharp turn and the twins kept on having the time of their life; I was just stuck in the middle of it all, with no idea.

"That was fun."
"I know. You picking us up later Kyoon?"
"HELL NO HE IS NOT."

"Groove?" Instead of listening to Danny and the twins argue, I got out of the car and looked up at big blinking neon sign when we had arrived at the destination. "JaeWon's in here?"

"I rather take the bus."
"Then take the bus! Don't need to be giving your ungrateful butt a ride."

"Shut up! Stop arguing." I left them arguing to walk toward the elaborate front doors of the club, guarded by four bouncers. 

"Whoa, little lady. Where are you going?" The first one reached out to stop me in my tracks. 
"Can't go inside tonight. The club's shut down," the second one added.
"Then why are you guys guarding the door for?" Me and my big mouth had to talk.
"Mayhem's inside." The third bouncer stepped up. 
"So, now do you know why it's reserved? Run along." The fourth one waved me away like a child.

"Ya'll better stop disrespecting her. She's Boss' girlfriend." Danny, noticing that I was already at the front door, came walking up next to me.

"Oh, shit." The four of them suddenly got into a straight line and then bowed to me. 

"Ha!" I laughed in surprise as their sudden change. "What are you doing?" 
"Come on." Danny waved them aside and allowed me to walk into the club first.

The usual hip-hop music was reverberating throughout the club; everything looked normal except for the fact that the place was entirely empty. 

"So, he reserved the whole club just for himself?" I muttered, "He has enough money to do so, but he can't afford a nice car?"

"Follow me." Ignoring my comment, Danny led me across the dance floor that was squeaky clean and flashing from the disco lights above. 

We entered a long hall, to the right of the bartender's counter, toward the V.I.P. section. It was eerie walking down the narrow and dark hall without knowing where it would lead. 

Until – as if someone had switched on the T.V., loud laughter and conversations erupted all of a sudden. At the end of the hall, to the left, was a large podium. It was large enough for three, royal couches to be pushed together around a large table in the middle. Alcohol bottles, wine bottles, various glasses for shots, and two or three packs of cigarettes were littered on the table. 

The couches, all together, were filled with seven people. Yoon JaeWon was one of them; he was sitting on the second couch to the left with one girl on each side of him, holding onto a glass of wine. This was the first time I could see him clearly without a hat or cap on him. In a white dress shirt, with a black vest over it, JaeWon looked completely at ease. And I dare to add, he looked extremely hot - I'm not going to lie.

Both of the girls that were all up on him were extremely gorgeous also, and wearing dark as hell makeup accompanied with revealing outfits. The girl on his left had her hair all crimped and styled, making me look like a fool with my 'broken' hair tucked under my hat AND hoodie. The girl on his right had a tight fitting dress, hugging every curve on her body, making me look like a fashion victim in my baggy pants and sweatshirt.

But, it wasn't just the two of them. The other people that were there all dressed and looked the same – absolutely perfectly gorgeous. The other guys looked important; the other girls looked flawless.

So, this was Yoon JaeWon's world. 

"So, I told him no. He turned around, in anger, and walked right into it." JaeWon was in the middle of an inside-joke.

"HAHAHAHA!" The whole area erupted in laughter. 

"Boss," Danny spoke up, announcing that we were here.

I was contemplating about running out here, but Danny had already spoken. So, I just stood there, feeling completely awkward when they ALL turned their attention on me – especially JaeWon. 

"Oh!" He placed his glass of wine down. "She's here." 

The people started raising their eyebrows and whispering already.

"I need to talk to you . . . away from here," I added when JaeWon walked over to me, grinning.

"Ah, what's the hurry? Come have a seat. Let me introduce you to my friends." Without warning, he wrapped an arm around my neck and pulled me closer to him. I could smell the strong Calvin Klein cologne on him again . . . 

Danny turned and left without saying another word; his job was done. And that was when I knew that these people weren't members of JaeWon's gang; I don't really know what they were to him.

"Sit down." Instead of letting me sit next to him, JaeWon propped me against the only vacant space on the third couch. Then, he sat back in his old spot – between the two girls. "Everyone, this is May . . . my girlfriend."

"Oh?"
"Huh?"
"What?"
"You never told us!"

The others completely focused their attention on me. "Girlfriend?"
"No way.” The girl on his right shook her head.
"Absolutely no way. It's not April's Fools oppa.” The girl on his left added.

I looked over to see JaeWon picking up his wine glass again, shrugging. "May, these are my friends. That's DongWook, Steven, Jadi . . . ." 

I nodded to them all; not really sure where I fit in. After he was done with his introduction, to my amazement and embarrassment, JaeWon went back to talking to his friends.

"So, anyways, it was completely chaotic. The warehouse had to be completely cleared out. " DongWook, the rich-looking guy with eight diamond rings on his fingers, launched into a story.

"I know! The cops are just being arses these day," one of the girls chimed in.
"Call in the po-po. Shiet, I dun care." Steven, not the first black guy I've seen in Korea, added. 

"JaeWon," I muttered, trying to get his attention. "I have to talk to you."

He ignored me, completely occupied by the girls now. 

"Hmm? Hahaha . . . ." The girl on his right was rubbing his shoulder and placing her head on it. 
"Aww.” The girl on his left leaned into whisper something in his ear. 

I got angry. 

No way was he doing this. But, with each touch and caress the girls were giving to him, my blood coiled and lashed viciously inside of me. He allowed me to come here to watch him getting rubbed on by these girls? He allowed me to finally see him so that I could be ignored the whole time? 

"JaeWon, I need to talk to you," I spoke out loud, causing the chatter to cease.

"Did she say his name?"
"I think she did."

JaeWon looked at me, his face expressionless. "Yes?"

"I'm sorry, I have to leave." I pushed myself off the couch and headed down. 

"What is her problem?"
"Forrealz, where did she get the NERVE to call oppa by his real name?" 

That was the last two sentences I heard as I stormed out of the place. I was so angry I couldn't see straight. I picked up my pace and ran. First Choi SangWoo and now Yoon JaeWon – why did I allow myself to be in these types of situations?

"Hey."
"Yo!"

I pushed open the door and accidentally hit the bouncers on my way out. I wanted to say sorry, but nothing came out of me. All I wanted to do was run as fast as I could away. When I was all the way down the street, I slowed down – which was my mistake.

All of a sudden, his hand shot out and latched onto my right elbow immediately. Spinning me around to face him, Yoon JaeWon stared down at me in disquiet. 

I hadn't heard him run after me, so I nearly screamed my snots out until I realized it was him. Then, I shook him off me. "Let me go."

JaeWon glared at me as I backed up away from him. "May . . . ."

"Go back in there," I told him. "Go back to those girls. You liked them on you like that right?"

JaeWon looked around as if he was deciding what to do, and then decided to grab my arm again. "Are you jealous?"

I gritted my teeth, letting out a laugh. "Jealous? What for?" 
He watched my expression for a while longer before deciding. "Let's go. We need to talk."
"You didn't want to talk to me in there." 
"Yeah well, I have my reasons. Come on."
"I'm not going anywhere with you."
"Oh yes you are. You're my girlfriend."

" . . . . " Fuck! Two seconds of NOT talking is going to make him think that he won. Rule number four when a girl is in a relationship: NEVER LET HIM HAVE THE LAST WORD! Say something May! But, I couldn't say anything. 

"Come on.” He tugged me all the way down to the end of the street where he signaled for a Taxi. 

"I just need to talk to you for like five minutes because you usually talk back. There's no need to go anywhere else." I pulled him back just as he was about to open the door.

JaeWon faced me. "Yeah well, I need to talk to you too and I need a place where I can defend myself incase the chemical imbalances in your brain decide to spread like wildfire." 

First ignoring me, and now insulting me. And yet, like a fool, I let JaeWon push me into the Taxi.

. . .



"Don't you live with your uncle?" 
"No. He's been telling everyone that, but it's not true. I see him sometimes."
"And he knows that his precious nephew is a gang leader?"
"Of course, why do you think he tells people I'm a goody-two-shoe? Why isn't it opening?!" 

I tried not to laugh, still remembering how upset I was a couple of minutes ago when he ignored me at the club, but I couldn't help it. Standing under the lantern-like light of his place, a small and independent condo, JaeWon was, once again, the guy I had been starting to get to know lately. 

"Maybe if you weren't so aggressive," I suggested.
"What are you talking about?" he asked.

"Here." I reached out and took the keys into my hands. I angled the key into the lock, slowly stuck it in, turned, and stood back when it clicked open. Smiling, I turned to look at JaeWon, wanting to boast, when I caught him looking at me. 

We locked eyes for just the moment.

Quickly, JaeWon grabbed the keys out of my hand. "Great job."
"Don't appreciate your sarcasm," I said, following him inside. 

He was already clear across the room when I closed the door behind me. Then, he clicked on the light.

"Whoa." I stood back to take in the largest, cleanest, and neatest living room I have ever seen in my whole entire life. The white, grandeur sofas, the entertainment area, the big glass table in the corner of the room, and a wall lined with nothing but books – it all captivated me. The theme color was unique too; blue and white. 

He lives here? He is so not the type! I thought. 

"Have a seat." JaeWon waved toward one of the sofas; he threw his keys on the subwoofer. 
"This is not where you live," I said, looking around. "Who really lives here?"

"Just because I'm not like those fools who are so fascinated with themselves that they have to have pictures of themselves on the mantel or on the wall, doesn't mean this isn't my house," JaeWon retorted.

"Then why did you send that crappy car today?" I asked. 
"Hahaha, did you like that?" he laughed. 

I was about to reply when something stuck its head out from behind the opposite couch. Its ears perked up and its watery eyes glanced from JaeWon and then to me. 

Smiling instantly, I clapped my hands and it came sashaying out from behind the couch. "Arf! Arf!"

"Ahh!" I squealed in delight. With open arms, I got off the couch to scoop up the small Pomeranian in my arms. Mixed into a fantastically beautiful color, the Pomeranian was brownish blonde with the cutest eyes, and was as soft as can be. "You never told me you had a dog!"

"Hmm." JaeWon walked toward me. "Something's wrong with her though."

Immediately, I was already having a connection with the dog. I started stroking her body gently as she yapped happily, barking cutely at me, and clawing gently at my shirt. 

"What's wrong with her?" I looked up at him.

"Can't dogs sense evil? Why did she run straight at you? Completely forgetting who her master is." JaeWon should've won an Oscar for keeping a straight face when he said that.

"Shut up," I said, not bothering to retort as I sat back down on the sofa. 
"Jovial, bite her for me." JaeWon laughed as he headed for the door that led to the kitchen.
"Jovial?" I looked down at the Pomeranian. "Is that your name?"

Jovial got super hyper when I propped her small paws on my shoulders; she was the cutest thing I'd ever seen. Yapping excitedly, she leaned in and nipped at my nose. "Ahahaha."

"Yah, stop abusing my dog." JaeWon came back, holding out two sodas. "Here." 

I took one and allowed Jovial to settle down next to me on the couch. "She's so adorable. Do you keep her locked up in here all the time?"

"Well . . . how would I look carrying her on my arm to my meetings?" he asked. 
"HOT," I replied.

"Really?" His eyes glinted, but then he turned away from me to open his soda cap. "So, what were you and SangWoo talking about?"

He tried to sound casual, but I knew that tone. I stopped petting Jovial and settled her onto the couch next to me. "Do you know what happened to me today?" 

He leaned against one of the speaker stands across the room. "I saw."
"What?" I asked, ignoring Jovial who wanted to climb onto my lap. 

"I'm sure he told you about how the attack was all HanSuk's plan. What an idiot I was, dropping everything and racing to that stupid store you work at that pays below minimum wage . . . and what did I see? Hmm . . . you and him . . . ." he trailed off.

"Oh?" I said. "So, instead of coming up to us, you ran off?"
"I didn't run off," JaeWon said calmly. "I have manners. I didn't want to interrupt." 

I stood up from the couch. "Look, it wasn't even like that. I was scared out of my mind, and he was the only one there that I knew could save me."

JaeWon looked away, staring at the opposite side of his wall. 

"I was attacked because of YOU!" I pointed at his chest when I reached him. "I'm in this crap because of you, and I've been trying to tell you what really happened ALL DAY."

JaeWon turned slowly and I had to catch my breath when he focused his attention on me. "Well, how do you think I felt? After I told you we're going out, you end up hugging him?"

"Key word, told, you told me we were going out; you didn't ask me. Hell, I don't even know if you like me," I pointed out. "Don't you think you owe me an explanation? Don't you think you're acting childish?"

"ARF! ARF!" Even Jovial agreed with me. 

JaeWon threw a death glare at the dog, causing her to press her belly against the couch, look the other way, and whimper. See what a scary person he is? He's even got his dog trained to be scared of him. Evil. "Yah, lower your voice. Why are you yelling all of a sudden?" 

"Do you like me?" I don't know where I got the nerve to ask, but I wanted to know. "If you say we're going out. If –" 

He just stared at me blankly. "April."
"It's May," I corrected him.

"Yes, and June is coming." He moved and walked away from me, dodging the question. My cheeks started to burn. Did I just get dismissed? So, I quickly spoke up to change the subject. 

"You knew that I would come to you. You knew I would want to talk to you right? So, that's why you set that up at the club? To get me jealous of those two chicks that was all over you? To get me to feel the way you felt when you saw me and SangWoo?" I asked, letting him know that I had already realized all this during the taxi ride. "That’s pretty juvenile." 

He shrugged, scoffing. "Juvenile? Look who's talking. Maybe, but I didn't want to see your cry. So that's why you're here."

Stunned, I stood rooted to the spot. "Get over yourself, I would never cry for you."
JaeWon shrugged again, smirking. "We'll see." 
"You and your jealously."
"I'M NOT JEALOUS." 

Ignoring him, I went on, "But, the real reason why I'm here is because . . . SangWoo told me something." 

JaeWon's smirk vanished off his face; his eyes narrowed, and the only sound in the room was Jovial scratching on the couch impatiently because neither of us was paying the slightest attention to her. The minute I mentioned SangWoo, our conversation took a drastic turn. 

"Of course," he said softly. "Tell me what that backstabbing son-of-a-bitch said."
"Backstabbing?" I asked. 
"What did he say?" JaeWon neglected my questions again.

"Look, obviously the only reason why I'm here is to know why HanSuk is after me. SangWoo said . . . that there's something about you that I don't know . . . and it's also that something about you that is causing HanSuk to come after you . . . which is why he's coming after me too," I said slowly, trying to make sense.

JaeWon had no trouble understanding. His jaw muscle twitched and he officially looked away from me. "Ha. . . ." 

"He said it's between you and HanSuk, but he wants me to tell you to stop provoking him, stop retaliating against him, or something like that," I said, trying to recall. 

"And you believe every bit of the bull?" 
"Huh?" 

"So, he tells you I'm hiding something and you believe him?" JaeWon inquired. "I thought you realized what kind of person HE really is after I told you he shot my brother."

"That's the thing; you never told me why he mistakenly shot your brother. What turned so sour between the two you that he accidentally did it?" I was completely being logical, but it didn't matter to JaeWon at all.

"Hell no." He shook his head, gripping his soda can. "Now, you're questioning what's right and wrong? Killing someone isn't right! Is this – are you back with him?!" 

"What?!" I shook my head. "No, no, no. You're taking this completely the wrong way. SangWoo and I never –" 

"I can't believe this," he scoffed, interrupting me. "Do you have the slightest idea of what kind of bullshit Choi SangWoo is feeding you on?! I can't BELIEVE you would believe him. He comes to you with some fake bull and you eat it all up. Why were you even meeting up with him? Talking to him behind my back? How do you think I felt when Danny told me he saw you and him talking at that place?"

"Why do you care?!" I snapped. "You made damn sure that I wouldn't be able to reach you. We were just talking!"

"You – you know . . . got me interested in you . . . and you want to play games?" He started to accuse me, making me blind with anger. "I saw it from the beginning; first SangWoo and then me. But, I wanted to give you a chance. Because . . . I got caught up. You went against the norm . . . made yourself unique . . . well, congratulations, you got my attention." 

WHAT?!. I really did feel like pulling my hair out and screaming, but I wanted to show him that I was completely capable of keeping my sanity when arguing with him. "I can't believe this!"

"Did he tell you to come see me? Is this all apart of his plan?"
"No, it's –" 
"Am I just a trick in all this?"
"No, I –"

"Well, I FEEL LIKE IT!" JaeWon exploded. "Don't come telling me that I've got secrets just because Choi SangWoo is talking shit!" 

"IT'S because you do!" I snapped back. I advanced toward him. "Tell me why HanSuk sent that guy today to kill me! Are you telling me I brought that on myself? If you know – why don't you just tell me?!" 

"No, you brought yourself into this the moment you let SangWoo into you!" He wasted no time in retaliating.

That was it. I had had enough. I was so angry to the point that I felt like slapping him hard across the face. 

"Forget about this shit. You're right; I don't have anything to do with this. Don't even know why I bother!" I stormed toward the door. 

"Fuck!" I heard JaeWon curse behind me. "Dammit! May!" 

"Screw you!" I shouted, running out of the front door. 

Freaking jerk! Don't even know why I bother. He accused me . . . accused me of pretending to be who I am just to get close to him . . . accused me of working for SangWoo! Just when I thought he was alright, and that I had found someone I kinda liked . . . No, JaeWon, you didn't hurt my feelings because you don't matter to me . . . go to hell . . . and if I had a tree cutter, I would cut all the stupid bushes lining up to your fricking, stupid condo! 

I got to the very end of it; my vision extremely blurry and the uncomfortable pain in my chest that could only be relieved if I allowed myself to cry. "I don't need this. GO DROWN YOURSELF IN COFFEE!" I screamed back. Then, I started continue walking when, for the first time I noticed the soft pit-pat sound of small paws. 

"ARF!" Jovial looked up at me with wide, round eyes. She started wagging her tiny tail and raising her paws at me. 

"How did you follow me?" I muttered, stooping down to wrap her up in my arms. She continued to pant, resting her small head on my shoulders.

"I can't take you with me," I told her as I turned back to look at his front door. You just ran out, you can't go back in. How would that look? "But, I'm not going back in."

"ARF! ARF!" Jovial barked, clawing at my shirt gently. She barked again, weakly, as if saying, I want to go with you.

"That's right . . . you won't have to go back to that demon either," I muttered, stroking her fur. 

And I started walking away with Jovial on my arms. I didn't know that the very next day JaeWon was going to report his puppy missing and that I was the 'dog-napper'.

That coffee freak. 

But all in all, he only did it just so he could see me again . . . Yoon JaeWon works in strange ways. 


(Chapter 25)

I couldn't get him out of my mind. 


He accused me of not being me, whatever the hell that meant, and that I was a product Choi SangWoo was using against him. How dare he turn everything around on me? For all he knew, I was helping him. But, something inside me desperately wanted to make JaeWon understand that his accusations were all false and that I was genuine. Yet at the same time, I didn't want to talk to him. Why did we always end up arguing practically every time we saw each other? Why did he always make sure that he would be running around in my mind? 

Am I really starting to like him? When I turned the corner, still running my hands through Jovial's fine fur, I spotted Danny standing there smoking a cigarette. 

"What are you doing here?" I stopped. 
"I have to make sure you get home okay," he replied. 
"Well, you can go home," I said quietly. "I'm sure JaeWon doesn't care if you follow me or not anymore." 
"Oh." Danny's face dropped. "You two had a fight?"

"Just more like not seeing eye to eye," I muttered, continuing to walk. I thought for sure he would turn around and leave, but Danny followed me. 

"You know, you shouldn't believe that ass SangWoo. He's just lying to you; he's got skills like that." He held up the cigarette into his mouth, inhaled long enough for it to spark bright red, and then exhaled. 

"ARF!" Jovial jumped slightly in my arms. 

Smiling slowly, I petted her little head and continued walking. I glanced at Danny before replying, "Are you just saying that because JaeWon's your Boss?"

"No way," Danny replied. "Did you know I had the choice to choose between Crist or Mayhem to join? And I ended up picking Mayhem?"

"Because SangWoo wouldn't let you in Crist," I answered simply.

"Nooooooooooooooooo." Danny puffed out his chest as if he was the shit. "Everyone wanted Danny to be on their side."

"Why then?" I asked, entertaining the thought that he liked JaeWon or something. 

"Because . . . he's a good person," Danny answered, staring at Jovial as if he was seeing her for the first time. "REALLY." 

"Yeah, well . . . ." I trailed away, not thinking so at the time. So, I changed the subject, "You seriously think HanSuk's gonna come after me?" I asked him when we started walking again. I stroked Jovial's ears, trying to sound like myself, but Danny could definitely tell that I was pretty beaten up about the fight with JaeWon. 

"Not right away," he answered. "It didn't go well today, so he's not going to try again within twenty-four hours."

I opened my mouth, wanting to ask if Danny knew about the bitter rivalry between HanSuk and JaeWon, but decided not to speak up. What if he went and told JaeWon I asked? After all, I had just gotten into a fight with him. 

"So, I'm safe for a couple of days?" I asked instead. 

"I guess so." 
"Ah . . . ."

"May," he said when we were at the corner. 
"What?" I asked him, sensing the hesitation in his voice. 

"Don't tell Boss I told you this, but . . . I think you're the first girl that he's paying attention to in a long time. I didn't know why he kept canceling and rearranging our plans just to go see you. So, I hope you know that he cares about you. He asked me to trust him . . . he said he saw something in you that he could trust. And, I think it means something," Danny explained as best as he could. 

I felt my heart drop. JaeWon said that about me? He saw something in me that he could trust? I was the first girl he cared for in a long time? I hesitated, not knowing what to say. So, I just did it. I wrapped my arms tighter around Jovial, and felt her small head leaning against my heart. 

"Bye Danny," I said, not knowing exactly how I should reply to that. "I'll talk to you later." 

Little did I know that when I would see him later, I was going to introduce to him the most important person in his life. Perhaps it was to pay him back for telling me the thoughts of JaeWon. But whatever it was, even though I was having 'relationship' problems of my own, I, unknowingly, became a matchmaker. And it got me thinking, what is the fine line between loving someone and being in love with them? What makes you think that they're your only one? What makes you think your heart won't change? 

When I came home to an empty apartment, I was even more depressed. Umma did really left Seoul. For the past three years, ever since appa was out of the picture, she had never spent a night away. Now, she was gone. I contemplated on calling Lina, but realized she had told me she would be out with Feet. So, I spent the rest of the night watching T.V. and playing with Jovial. 

Nothing special followed after that – not right away anyways.

In fact, that was just it. 

I didn't wake up the next morning on cloud nine and feeling like a happy princess who just received all the Hello Kitties in the world. 

Instead, I woke up the next morning to bad surprises. 

The first was Mr. Chun, who left me a loud ass message on my answering machine first thing in the morning with, "Since when does 'take out the trash' gave you permission to ditch work?! I thought you were more responsible than that May. I knew you and Lina weren't doing what I paid you to do. Caught you didn't I? You can forget about going to work today young lady!" I thought about calling him back and begging for my job, but I was fed up with it all. First Trax (because Danny broke my arm that time, so my boss fired me for being handicapped) and now Sansachun; I just couldn't keep a job for all the Snickers in the world. 

But, I had other things on my mind. And what surprised me the most was that there wasn't any news from JaeWon. Even though I refused to think about it, the whole entire day I was home in the dingy apartment moping around, I saw JaeWon every time I looked at Jovial. But, I was glad she was there to keep me company. I swear Jovial was the most amazing dog ever. Not only did she have such gentle and kind humanly characteristics, but she also just seemed to love me. 

Jovial and I made a trip to the local pet store around mid-afternoon. When I came out, with a full bag, I didn't even notice them until he called out my name. This is when I ran into my second surprise. 

"May!" Bryan, oh-so-different Bryan, was standing next to his girlfriend. 

I blinked a couple of times, making sure I really knew them. Together, they looked like they had just stepped out of a catalogue. Bryan was wearing a collared shirt and dress pants whereas Kim TaeHee had on a designer top with a short, flowery miniskirt. She dresses him too? Why was I suddenly seeing them together a lot now?

"Hi." I smiled at them. 

"ARF! ARF!" Jovial jumped out of my arms and straight at Park TaeHee. 

Expecting her to scream at Jovial for getting her shirt dirty or something, I was utterly surprised when she bent over to pick Jovial up in her arms. "Aww . . . come here."

"She likes animals," Bryan told me, smiling. 

"I do." TaeHee smiled, stroking Jovial behind the ears. Then, this look came over her face, "Is this your dog?" 

I shook my head. "No. It's a friend's." I stared at Jovial who was happily licking TaeHee's cheeks. 

I looked over at Bryan who was smiling at his girlfriend as she cradled Jovial in her arms. How come this girl had this affect over him? She had turned Bryan around 180 degrees and Jovial, oh well Jovial's a nice dog anyway. But this – I just had this feeling . . . 

"How are you doing Jovial?" TaeHee whispered. 
"You know her name?" I asked quickly.
"It's on her collar." She pointed, making me feel like a fool for jumping to ridiculous conclusions. 
"So, what are you two doing here?" I turned to Bryan, who was so quiet he was making me get Goosebumps. 
"Just to buy some stuff." He nodded.
"We need to talk," I told him through gritted teeth. "You're acting weird and it's scaring me."

Bryan just grinned at me while TaeHe handed Jovial back. "It's good to see you again. We have to get going though." 

"Yeah." I nodded, wrapping my arms around a squirming Jovial. 

"See you later."
"Bye May." 

Smiling as they retreated, Bryan and TaeHee turned in the opposite direction. I stood with Jovial in my arms staring after them for a while. I really should talk to Lina about this. What the hell is on? I placed Jovial on the ground to walk the rest of the way back to the apartment. Why the hell was Bryan acting so strange now? 

When I descended on the landing, keys jangling and scooping Jovial into my arms, I jumped in surprise to see Lina waiting for me at my front door. 

"May!" Lina jumped when she saw me. She gasped when she saw Jovial in my arms. "So it's true!" 

"Hey! I was just thinking about you calling you! Wait – what?" I asked, confused at her outbrurst. 

"What the fuck is this?" Lina held out a piece of a paper in front of my face. "You're wanted for dog napping or something?" 

"What?" I reached out to snatch the paper out of her hands. WHAT?! My eyes widened as I scanned the paper. 

The poster-like design screamed: Have you seen this dog? Pomeranian: Jovial: Wears a silver collar. Have you seen this person? She stole him; infamous dog-napper. Call 295-4831 if you have any information, and ask for Danny. It was a really colorful poster; it would be exactly how a kindergartener would've done it. In the very middle, there was a big splash of a radiant ensign-like sketch as if he had misinterpreted what the therapist had really wanted him to draw. For the final, very descriptive touch, JaeWon had arrows pointing to a cutout picture of a pretty looking Jovial who was dressed in Von Dutch clothing for dogs. As for the picture of me – he drew a stick figure with big hair and busy eyebrows. 

"Nice stick figure of you. At least you don't look fat in your 'wanted' poster, which would suck!" Lina pointed. 
"Where did you find this?" I pulled out my keys to open the door.

"It's all over your apartment complex. You didn't know that?" Lina asked. "Lemme have the dog." Lina reached out and allowed Jovial to jump into her arms. "Oh my god, I want one! No wonder why you stole her." 

"Ugh! I can't believe him! Is this suppose to be funny?!" I yanked at the door, and when it finally opened, I marched inside. "I didn't steal her!" 

Lina took a seat on the couch, grinning."Is it SangWoo? Is he playing games with you?"

"No one," I replied, still thinking dark thoughts of strangling Yoon JaeWon – feeling his neck in-between my fingers. I wanted to tell her that it wasn't SangWoo – that it was JaeWon and that I would kill him. But, I couldn't. So, I just slouched down further on the couch. What does he want?!

Jovial barked, stretching out her legs as she jumped over to me. I reached out to stroke her body when my cell phone rang. 

"I'll be right back."
"Take your time." 

Getting up, I left Lina in the living room to go to my bedroom. Jovial barked at me as I passed her. 

I picked up my cell, buzzing private caller, and found no one answering on the other line. "Hello? . . . Yah, speak up. Hello?" Silence; the eerie silence that scary movies use to pivot a typical plot when the victim picks up a phone to have no one on the other line talking back to her. She's supposed to hang up, feel scared, and start hyperventilating. Not me. "YAH! If you had the time to sit down, pick up the phone, and punch in the numbers, why not speak up? Get a life if you like pissing people off," I got kind-of carried away. 

"You always answer the phone like that?" His voice sounded gruff . . . not himself. But, I recognized that it belong to the one and only Yoon JaeWon. 

No way. The anticipation overtook me and I wanted to hear him talk more. Did he think it through? Did he realize that he shouldn't have blown up? Maybe, he really does have a heart inside that cold body of his. 

I cleared my throat, and tried to sound casual. "Not always."

"So, hey . . . .” His smooth voice traveled into my ears, but I got the vibe that he was not himself right now. 
" . . . ." I couldn't say anything, I was holding my breath. 
"You know . . . it wasn't very polite of you to run out like that."
" . . . ."
"You're not going to say anything?" 
" . . . umm . . . ." 
"Well, did you think it through?" 
"Think what through?"

"About apologizing," he said casually. 

"EXCUSE ME?!" I asked, not sure if I heard it right. "Sorry, I thought I heard you say apologize." 

"Yeah." JaeWon cleared his throat from the other line. "Some . . . some of the things you said were kind of harsh, don't you think?"

"You –" I was at lost for words. "Apologize?"
"So you're not apologizing?" He had the audacity to ask.

How can someone be so ridiculous? "Yeah, I'll apologize . . . in your fricking dreams. What's up with the wanted poster you posted all over my apartment?! I'm not apologizing!" 

"YOU'LL BE SORRY!" I heard him yell before hanging up. That's Mayhem for you; his name describes him perfectly. 

"Huh!" I bit my lower lip in anger. "Ow!" What the HELL WAS THAT? 

"May! Someone's at the front door!" I heard Lina yell. 

"Don't open the door," I said, quickly remembering that I was still on HanSuk's assassination list. I placed the phone back on my table, still pissed at JaeWon's strange call. 

"Too late!" was Lina's reply. Then, her loud scream erupted, "HEY!" after I heard the door open. 

Quickly forgetting about my phone call with JaeWon, I dove into my closet to search for my baseball bat. My heart was pounding. So, HanSuk really was after me huh? 

"WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!" Lina screamed again. 

"GET OFF!" 
"YOU GET OFF!" 

"Where the fuck is it?" I scrambled through the messy pile of clothes, searching for my worn-out bat. When I finally found it, with the bat raised high above my head, I ran into the living room to see Lina sitting on him slapping his head like he was a punching bag. Danny, his arms failing around everywhere, was trying to stop her. 

"Lina! Lina! I know him!" I dropped my bat and ran over to rescue him. "Danny! Let her go! What are you grabbing her hair for? This isn't a chick fight! Both of you! Let go!" 

Immediately, the both of them stopped . . . in the most awkward position. Danny was lying on his side with Lina's leg held across his chest while she was trying to bite his arm.

"You okay Lina?" I rushed over to my best friend, pushed Danny's remaining limbs off of her, and helped her up. 

"Yah! WHO THE FUCK ARE YOU?" Lina glared at him when she was upright. Pushing her hair out of her eyes, she said, "Stupid motherfucker attacked me like an owl lost in the daylight. LOOK! I'm bleeding." 

"HEY!" Danny injected as if he had never heard anyone say the F word. But, he moved closer to look at her arm, "It's just a little cut."

"A LITTLE?!" Lina screeched. 

"What are you doing here?" I asked, breathing and pushing my hair out of my face. "Damn Danny. We thought it was one of HanSuk's people."

"Huh . . . huh." He was still breathing as he glared at Lina. All he did was shook his head, "I'm sorry. I just . . . I'm sorry." 

". . . YOU!" Lina cried out suddenly, making me jump. "I REMEMBER YOU!" she exclaimed. 
"You do?" Danny was asking. 
"YOU ATTACKED MY BOYFRIEND THAT DAY!" Lina pointed out. 
"OH SHIT. YEAH! I did, didn't I?" 
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU SMILING FOR?! YOU FUCKEN ALMOST KILLED HIM!" 

I stared at the two of them, holding up my hands. "Chill!" 

"You got a bathroom I can use May?" Taking off his jacket, Danny threw it on the couch.
"Down the hall to the left," I pointed. "After you're done, mind telling me why you're here?"
"To protect you," Danny answered, walking away. 
"What?" I asked.

"Are you associated with Mayhem?" Lina rounded on me, connecting the fact that I was allowing Danny to be in my apartment. "May!" 

"Danny's here because of this guy, HanSuk –" I started. 
"Who? HanSuck?" she asked, confused. 

"He –" I started to say when Danny's cell vibrated in his pocket. Without thinking, I leaned over and retrieved it. I didn't have to say anything because the girl on the line quickly started talking, "Danny? . . . . JaeWon is so fricking knocked out right now at Groove; he looks like he's sick and drunk at the same time. He – he's really lost it. You need to come . . . before . . . . before HanSuk knows he's alone and out of his mind." 

I gasped. No wonder why he made that weird phone call to me. But wait a minute, JaeWon was sick and drunk?

Without thinking, I ran with Danny's cell phone in my hands. 

HanSuk out of my mind. 

Lina and Danny in my apartment out of my mind.

JaeWon was the only thing on my mind.
. . .


Pitiful.

He was sprawled across the counter circling the rim of the glass filled with alcohol. Groove was packed as usual, so no one noticed him – or cared. 

"Hey," I said softly, sliding into the stool next to JaeWon. I didn't like seeing him so . . . not himself and out of control like that. Something must've happened to him. 

The loud, raucous music pulsating throughout the club didn't seem to bother JaeWon's head. As if he heard me loud and clear, he looked up. His large, puppy-like eyes searched my face. At first I thought he wouldn't recognize me because I could tell he was really tip-sied, but he shouted, "APRIL!!!"

"Coffee!" I shouted back, relieved that he wasn't too out of it. 

He grinned, sitting up slowly. "Whoa . . . since when did you get a twin? Ya'll don't look alike. One's kinda leaning sideways."

". . . ." I stared at him. "How drunk are you?" 

"What's her name?" he asked, leaning over and reaching out to nothing but air next to me. "I wanna shake her hand."

"JaeWon." I pulled down his arm. "I don't have a twin. You're just seeing double. You feeling okay? Want me to take you home or something?"

He shook his head and drew himself up, but then decided against it. "Whoa . . . that doesn't feel too good."

"Put your head down," I told him, reaching out to touch his head. That was when I felt how hot it was. "JaeWon . . . why are you drinking when you're sick?"

He shrugged, looking like he was drained. "I'm not sick . . . I'm . . . what's that when you're not feeling happy?"

"Sad?" I offered.
"Yeah! Sad . . . ." he said slowly. "Sad and pissed."
"Why?" I leaned in closer to hear him. 
"Because I can't do anything right!" He threw up his hands. "I . . . she . . . he . . . argh." 

He wasn't making sense, but I didn't want to ask him anymore. It must've been something really bad to make him act like this. He wasn't the type to be a reckless drinker; the last time we got drunk together, he still had some composure – kind of.

"Come on, I'll take you home," I offered, getting up. 
"No! Wait, wait, wait, wait.” He grabbed my arm. "I wanna show you something . . . ." 

"What?" I sat back on the stool, still staring at him in worry; the fight that we had yesterday was completely out of my mind. All I wanted now was to make sure he was okay. Somehow, seeing him completely out of his element made me feel something; it gave me a reason not to bully him. 

"Here." I hadn't noticed it before, but in his left hand he was holding onto a crumpled piece of paper. As he started unfolding and smoothing it out, I realized it was the original copy of the 'Wanted' poster. "Yah, when you're sober, you're gonna get it."

"Look." He ignored me and pulled out a bright green, four-leaf clover. "One of a kind."
"Nice?" What else was I suppose to say? I sat back, watching him. 

"Are you mad at me?" JaeWon asked, peering into my face as if he was checking for black pores or something like that. 

"Well . . . that fight we had wasn't nothing," I admitted, placing my hands on the counter. 
He nodded. "I figured . . . . but you didn't want to apologize . . . . I gave you your chance –"
"Yah! How am I suppose to apologize –" I started to say. 

"So, now I have to apologize." JaeWon ended his sentence as though he hadn't heard me. "Wanna hear a funny story?"

"Do I have a choice?" I teased him, suddenly feeling happy that he has semi-admitted he had been at fault. "Okay . . ." I was finding myself liking this kind of JaeWon. 

"So, after you left, I got really mad . . . . I wanted you to come back so we could you know . . . talk it out because I hate it when someone leaves during the argument . . .. . Hold on! Let me finish . . . . so . . . . yeah . . . . . um . . . . Right, there was a piece of paper on the coffee table . . . . Hmm . . . I could use some coffee right now. Anyways, I was pissed off at you . . . . . so I drew you . . . I dunno . . . I just felt like it . . . . . . . then I got mad because I drew you all pretty . . . you know? What the fuck? . . . . So I added in the bushy eyebrows . . . . and the tail . . . . You didn't see the tail? Well, there is . . . . see? Right there! . . . So um . . . . Then I felt bad, so . . . . I started writing . . . . Remember when I wrote the word she? . . . . . . . hahaha . . . . it started out as the 's' for sorry . . . . . . . Then I remembered how you yelled at me . . . . So I continued making it a 'wanted' paper . . . . And then . . . . . . . the . . ." he squinted. "Hold on . . . lost my thought . . . ." 

I pursed my lip together, trying not to laugh or cry at the same time. I had never heard anyone come up with anything like that; I would've never, in a million years, imagined he had put so much thought into the 'Wanted' poster. Yoon JaeWon was full of surprises. 

The whole time he was explaining, he was showing me each part of the original drawing.

"Oh yeah, and the sun! . . . hahahaha . . . I meant to draw the sun . . . . . . . Don't laugh! . . . . . As a heart . . . . but then I remembered you yelling again so I . . . . . drew the sun with shades all the way up on its forehead . . . . . it was red at first cause' hearts are red . . . . . but then I colored it yellow, so it's like orange. . . see? Hahaha . . . . Yeah you saw that? . . . . Right . . . . And the arrows . . . they stood for . . . . like getting to you . . . you know? . . . . Trying to figure you out, trying to arrive . . . at the destination . . . I guess . . . hahahaha . . . . . So I'm just saying . . . . I don't wanna fight with you . . . . . let's call it truce okay?" It took him a whole ten minutes to get that all out because he was so out of it. But, by the time he was finished, JaeWon gave me chills.

"I –" I managed to say that much.
"Here." He handed me the four-leaf clover. "Truce?"
". . . Truce," I finally said. I was so taken away, that I felt like I couldn't breathe anymore. 
JaeWon nodded, pursing his lips. "Alrighty then! . . . . Let's bounce!"
I got up from the stool, feeling as if my knees were going to give out. "Come on."

"BYE EVERYONE!!!" JaeWon threw his hands up in the air and started waving around; no one was paying the slightest attention to him of course.

"Come on." I grabbed his shoulders just before he started to stumble. ". . . Walk slowly. How does your head feel?"

"I dunno . . . is it supposed to feel like the soccer ball they kick in the World Championships?" he mumbled.

"Oh crap, let me feel." I reached up and touched his forehead as we exited the club. His forehead was emanating heat like a fireplace. "JaeWon . . . you're hot."

"Why thank you," he said casually as we walked slowly down the deserted street.
"No, hot as in fever," I told him. 

"Really? I feel fine . . . ." JaeWon wrapped his arm around my neck for support; he would've fallen if he hadn't done so. 

"JaeWon . . . what happened to you?" I muttered, but he didn't hear me. 

We rounded the corner; I started looking up and down the street for a Taxi when I spotted him walking towards me with five other guys behind him. I tried not to look at him, but it was hard not to with a drunken JaeWon on my arms leaning his whole body against mine. 

Closer . . . . 
Right in front of me . . . 
He sidestepped so that he would walk past me on my left side . . . .
I continued walking . . . .
He continued walking . . . .
And we passed each other . . . .

What was he doing here? Choi SangWoo's eyes glanced at mine . . . the silhouette of his presence paralleled with my own. "You need hlep?" It was hard to read him, to know what he was feeling. 

I stopped walking and tried to balance JaeWon at the same time. "No . . . I got him."

". . . Okay . . . ." SangWoo spoke to my back. For the next thirty seconds, I didn't hear anything. And then, I heard the footsteps resuming, walking away from me.

"January, February, March . . . APRIL!" JaeWon shouted, completely oblivious to the fact that we had just walked by SangWoo. I knew what SangWoo must've been thinking, but I was glad he didn't say or do anything else. However, just as he had appeared, he was gone. And I took JaeWon home with me. 

My mind could not waste a thought on Choi SangWoo right now. It was too occupied with Yoon JaeWon. He was sick – sick and drunk. That is the worst combination ever. I didn't think about anything else; everything became blurry. 

I had hoped that Danny and Lina would still be there to help me, but I came home to find an empty apartment and Jovial on the couch whimpering. She perked up when she saw what I dragged in. 

"ARF! ARF!" she barked when she saw who was on my arms.

"I know," I told her. "Come on JaeWon." 

I managed to support him all the way over to the couch, and then gently put him down. He was no longer the way he was at Groove; he became very quiet and had his eyes closed. I rushed into my room to get a pillow. 

I took a double-take when I came back and saw that he was lying on the couch so drunk, sick, and hopeless. Gently, I slipped the pillow under his head and placed his legs on the couch. 

"What happened to you?" I asked JaeWon, reaching out to feel his forehead again; it was burning hot still. What should I do? He's getting hotter! Working efficiently, I got down by his side and took off his jacket for him. He was wearing a wife-beater, so I figured it was enough; I wouldn't have to take off his shirt too. Then, I got up and rushed into the kitchen to find him something to cool down his fever.

My hands were shaking so bad because I didn't want to leave him unattended. 

"JaeWon, can you hear me?" I asked him when I came back by his side with a bowl, a wet cloth, and a spoonful of Tylenol.

He turned slowly, groaning as if he was in pain. 

"Say something," I whispered, stroking my hand on his right cheek. "Do you want to go to the hospital? I'll go call." I started to get up when his hand reached up to touch mine.

"No . . . . I'll be fine . . ." JaeWon's voice was barely above a whisper. ". . . Don't go anywhere though." 

"Okay," I said, sitting back down. "Okay."

He opened his eyes to make sure that I was really there. Then, he closed them. Breathing deeply, he fell into sleep. 

JaeWon's face is very angelic when his eyes are closed. His face structure is strong, yet sensual; his eyelashes are thick and pungent, his nose is tall, and his lips are . . . perfect. I found myself falling for this guy just staring at him . . . . And I guess you can say I figured out what Danny had told me previously. He told me that JaeWon trusts me; he saw something in me . . . . and his apology . . . from his thoughtful 'Wanted' poster to the way he described how it came to be . . . I think I . . . 

And that's why I stayed by his side the whole night, watching him sleep. 

I cared.
(Chapter 26)

The bad news came almost first thing in the morning; the phone call that sparked my rebellion, my tears, and my forgiveness. 

The call came right after JaeWon and I were involved in a tacit staring contest. 

Standing there with muddled brownish hair, some living its own life, sticking out in various directions; Yoon JaeWon looked refreshed and did not resemble anything of the night before. He actually looked like he had had a nice, invigorating sleep. His facial structure, with his hair styled like that, looked chiseled and anew. Up until that point, I had never stared at him like that. From his worthy of note eyes to his chin, I noticed that he hadn't shaved recently; a shadow was cast upon his chin. 

Then, I snapped out of my trance when I realized he was staring back at me too. Perhaps, he was staring at the way my eyes, thick with lashes, seemed to droop when I first wake up in the morning. Or, perhaps he was staring at the fact that my skin isn't as vibrant and luscious-looking because I hadn't applied the usual lotion and cream I usually do before going to sleep. And perhaps, he was just staring at how dry my lips were without lip gloss or chapstick. Yeah, I looked like crap.

"Oh April," JaeWon sighed, turning around and breaking our stare finally. 
" . . . What? It's not usually this bad," I mumbled, following his gaze. 

And the view panned out.
We were standing in the middle of my bedroom. Let's just stop so that I could give you some adjectives; Chaotic, untidy, messy as hell if hell is messy – clothes and foreign objects were strewn everywhere. 

" . . . What? Is it usually badder?" JaeWon stared in awe around my room. "This is a pigsty!" 
"Hutsay puay," I mumbled. 

He ignored my Pig Latin comment to say, "If you did find me a t-shirt, how can you guarantee it's going to be clean?" JaeWon made a face at the pile of shirts that had pile themselves near my bed. 

I wanted to yell at him for judging me like this; I wanted to tell him the truth is that I hadn't been home a lot the last couple of days, and that I simply didn't have time to clean. But, I was too tired. 

You see, JaeWon and I already had a fight just an hour ago, when we both woke up because I accidentally hit the T.V. remote with my leg; it came on and blared like the surround system in the theaters. Then, JaeWon decided to share something about himself to me. He explained that he doesn't get sick; sure, he gets the occasional fever, cough, and sniffles but he doesn't get sick. Last night, the whole entire night I was up taking care of him, was just an illusion. Yoon JaeWon likes to think of himself as Superman; invincible and untouchable. 

Of course, I dismissed everything and told him that the fever last night must've damaged various parts of his brain. Basically, I didn't believe an ounce of his b.s.

So, he yelled at me to get him some orange juice.

Oh yes, it doesn't stop there. So, he wanted orange juice to soothe his throat. Because HE was careless, he spilled it all over himself and the couch. But of course, he blamed it on me for not handing it to him properly. 

I was just too tired. 

Now, we were in my room, looking for a t-shirt he could change into – I felt like I was babysitting.

"You want to go get some breakfast after this? I'm hungry," JaeWon announced. 
"Don't you want to change your shirt first?" I asked.
"That's why I said after." He smirked – smartass. 

"I have extra t-shirts in my closet." I ignored him, deciding to walk into my room because we were both squeezed in near the doorway. 

"Be careful," he warned – like I was going in to face the swamp monster or something.

I gave him a look. "Yah! I stayed up 'till two last night until your fever went down, and then I went to sleep in that awkward position next to the couch. Can you please refrain from pushing my buttons? It's too early." 

"Yeah, well, who turned on the T.V. at six in the morning today? That's right. If it weren't for you, we'd both still be sleeping." He had a point; that Einstein. 

"Forgetiti'mnotevengonnaarguewithyou,youungratefulwasteofspermhuman," I muttered, stepping over a large pile of jeans. 

I looked back to see JaeWon cross his arms, and then leaned against the doorway to study the calendar I had pinned on the wall above my desk. 

It feels as though we were inevitable to fighting. The weird thing is neither of us ever apologizes, and yet we would start talking/arguing afterwards as if we never had an argument in the first place – is that the beauty of a relationship or what? 

The closet doors squeaked open to reveal a part of myself; the neat freak one. Everything was hung, color-coordinated, stuffed, and stacked properly. 

"See?" I stuck my tongue out at him. "I'm usually very organized."
"No, that's called a split personality," JaeWon said, looking in surprise. "The messy one and the neat one." 

I'm going to find you the ugliest t-shirt I have, I thought maliciously. I thumbed through the racks and landed on yellow. Extracting a bright yellow, unisex t-shirt, I heard JaeWon suck in his breath.

"HELL NO."
"It's the only one I have."
"HELL NO. What about that black one?"

"This is the only unisex t-shirt I have." I looked at him innocently.
"I'm gonna look like the Asian sun!" he protested.

"It's either that or walking around for the rest of the day with a huge wannabe, orange stain on your shirt that looks like the sun," I pointed out. 

JaeWon just stood there staring at me like he didn't believe it. 

"Take it or leave it. I'm going to wash my face." I walked back and handed him the t-shirt. 
"Yeah well, make sure you take off the mask first and exfoliate." JaeWon took the shirt unwillingly. 
"Oh, I will dear," I replied, leaving my room. "And oh yeah, touch anything, and die."
"I know. I know something's bound to be living in your room," he retorted.

The cold water ran like a stream from the faucet; the coldness shocked all the warm particles on my face away, and invigorated my pores. I was almost done washing my face when I heard the house phone ring a couple of times again, and then stopped. Then, it rang again. Throwing the wet cloth down on the sink, I prayed that JaeWon hadn't picked it up. If umma was calling to check up on me, I would never hear the end of it.

And just my luck, when I opened the bathroom door, JaeWon stood in front of me with the cordless phone in his hand; he hadn't changed his shirt yet. 

"Your umma . . ." he whispered to me so that she wouldn't hear. "Tell her I'm sorry for hanging up on her the first time . . . I thought she was a telemarketer." 

"You what?!" I whispered back, taking the phone from him. "Aiya!"

JaeWon gave me a thumbs-up, and then closed the bathroom door for me. 

What a great morning this was turning out to be. 

"Hehehehehe . . . hi umma," I said meekly when I brought the phone up to my ear, getting ready to explain why a guy answered the phone. 

" . . . May?" Not expecting her voice to sound so somber and lifeless, I was taken aback. "Oh honey . . . "

. . .



There had to be a reason why she went to Pusan all of a sudden; since appa came back out of nowhere. Why didn't I see it before? Why didn't I suspect there was a reason? But you did May; you just ignored it. I buried my face into my hands. 

"Yah April, are you done in there? What are you doing? Number two?" As he walked by the bathroom, JaeWon pounded on the bathroom; scaring the sh1t out of me.

I stood up slowly, my knees feeling like noodles from the umma's news. "I'm coming."

"Hurry, I'm hella hungry," he told me. 

As I came out of the bathroom, I glanced at the clock hung in the hallway: 8:42 A.M. If I hurry, I'd be able to get there in about five or six hours.

JaeWon was standing at the front door of the apartment, all ready. "You ready to go? What took you so long?" 

"Gah," I gasped. I hadn't expected him to be standing there, finally succumbing to my peer pressure to wear the yellow shirt. The sun, err – JaeWon was standing in front of me wearing that bright yellow t-shirt. How the hell did he still look so good wearing that stupid thing? It was weird how much older and different he looked after last night, but the yellow shirt definitely softened his look.

The usual May would've told him that it looked like crap on him, made fun of him until he was yellow in the face to make it match with his t-shirt, and provoked another fight. But, I couldn't say anything at all. 

Noticing that I was staring at him, JaeWon glared. "Yah. What are you staring at? I don't want to smell like oranges for the rest of the day. What took you so long?" 

". . . Nothing." I shook my head. I pointed to my hair tie and purse, "I had to get my stuff." 

JaeWon stared as if he was trying to figure me out, but eventually decided it was probably, after all, nothing. "Well, then, let's go. Starbucks is already open." 

"We have to drop by Starbucks first?" I muttered, walking over to the threshold and slipping into a pair of flip-flops. 

"Yes," JaeWon replied, holding the apartment door open for me.
"Can't we just get food first?" I complained. "You can live without coffee you know."

"No, I can't. That's why I got 'sick' yesterday, I didn't have my daily dose," JaeWon explained, as if he was hooked on drugs instead of coffee. "Dang April, how long does it take for you to get those on?"

"It's on, it's on." I stumbled slightly, but made it out the door. 

Once we both exited the apartment, JaeWon closed the door quietly behind us. "Some air would do you good April," JaeWon told me as he led me down the landing. 

"I guess . . . ."I said dreamily, still thinking about something. 

I noticed how gloomy, cloudy today was; the sun, JaeWon's competition in that shirt, was nowhere to be seen behind the dark clouds. It looked like it was actually going to rain; the air was a bit cold too. What a weird summer day this was. 

We should've seen this as a sign. 

But of course, we were too busy arguing. 

"Let's get food first," I told JaeWon when we were walking down the landing. 

"No, coffee."
"Food! We're both hungry."
"Coffee." 
"JaeWon."
"April."

"ARGH! Your stupid coffee. It's getting annoying now," I told him once we descended the complex, and entered the sidewalk. "It's not cute anymore you know? It's getting on my nerves."

"YOU made me wear this shirt, you deserve this pain." JaeWon pointed to the yellow shirt. 

"Like that makes it a difference," I muttered. "You –" I paused just as the morning bus was rounding the corner across the street . . . 

"I –" JaeWon never got a chance to answer me; he also didn't get a chance to see me staring at the bus, contemplating whether I should just ditch him and run for it. 

Like I said, we should've seen it. 

"About time you love birds came out of the apartment.” A sneering voice rang out from behind us. 

"AHH!" I closed my eyes, scared to turn around.

But, JaeWon did it immediately with agility. The pace that JaeWon and I were walking immediately ceased; we both recognized that voice. 

No way! This CANNOT be happening. Why were they here?! . . . So this is why, for the last few days, JaeWon had the twins and Danny follow me around to protect me. But, why would they blatantly attack me when I was with JaeWon on the street? Why would they attack me and JAEWON?

Clutching onto the strap of my purse, I turned around to see Righty leading the pack with three other guys behind him. 

Immediately, JaeWon stepped in front of me. "How dare you." 

"Dare what?" Righty, who had a cigarette in his mouth, casually dropped it on the ground to grind it carefully under his shoe. 'What? Mayhem? Hahaha . . . did you tell her the truth? Does she know what you really are? Look, I'm just here on my boss' orders. Let's get this over with." 

"You –" 
"No."

I grabbed JaeWon's arm just as he stepped forward. The three other guys behind Righty all advanced too; from the bulk of their shirts, I knew they were carrying weapons. So, this was what it was like to be assassinated – never thought I would witness myself being wiped off the face of the Earth. 

Righty grinned. "What – are – you – going – to – do?" 

They started advancing toward us, looking like cold-blooded murderers. 

I grabbed onto JaeWon's back and became a ventriloquist. "JaeWon . . . we have to run. They'll kill us."

He didn't give me any type of response. I was so scared; my adrenaline was pumping, I didn't want us to die. 

" . . . RUN!" I screamed. In an instant, I felt myself grabbing onto something yellow, spinning it around, and then dragging it along with me.

"Ape – I mean MAY!!" JaeWon shouted in my ear. 

But we were both running our asses off – for the second time ever since we've met each other, we were running together away from HanSuk's men again.

"GET THEM!"
"YAH!!!"
"STOP!" 

Their sneakers thudded on the pavement, right behind us. I felt JaeWon slip his arm under my elbow and guide me. With my heart thumping, my legs becoming strained for not stretching first, and my hair flying all over my face, I continued to push myself. JaeWon was running about an inch ahead of me, and all I concentrated on was the back of the bright yellow shirt. 

"The bus! The bus!" I pointed across the street just as we turned the corner. 

"Come on!" Looking both ways, and ignoring the No Walking sign, we sprinted across the street even though it was full of traffic. Horns honked, blared, and a few people shouted, but we didn't care.

"ARGH!!!"
"NOOO!" 

"Let us on! Let us on!" I shouted when we were three yards away from the bus when it was about to close its doors. 

JaeWon and I skidded in front of its descending steps. 

"What is going on?" The bus driver, a large woman looking like a toad in her uniform, glared down at us from her seat. 

"Hurry, go!" JaeWon stepped back, letting me get on the bus first, and then glancing back to see if Righty had made it across the street. 

I didn't even bother. I jumped on the bus and then turned around. "Hurry! Get on!" 

JaeWon bounded up the steps. 

The two of us were gasping for air as we both turned, in unison, to look out the windows. Righty and his three minions were still across the street, stuck because of the traffic light. Righty stuck up his middle finger and made an obscene gesture. 

"That motherfucker! I should get off this bus and pound his face in!" JaeWon cursed. 
"Oh god." I leaned against the first pole, breathing hard. ". . . I can't believe they waited for us . . . " 

"Uh . . . hello? Are you two going to pay?" Annoyed, the bus driver glared at us. 

I stood up and let out one last deep breath. "Sorry . . . can I buy a bus ticket that'll take me from Seoul to Pusan?" 

"Pusan?" JaeWon whirled around in surprise. "We don't have to go all the way there to hide from them. Wh –"

"I'm not hiding from them," I told him, taking out some bills from my purse. I handed it to the bus driver who handed me the ticket. "Thank you."

I turned to face the bus. Thankfully, it was empty except for an old lady with a bunch of newspapers in her lap toward the back, an old couple bickering by the front, and a small boy with his knapsack in the middle. 

"Same ticket as hers." I heard JaeWon say. 
I turned around to look at him. "What are you doing?"
"I'm coming with you," JaeWon answered. 

Why didn't we just take a taxi to Pusan? It would've saved more time; we wouldn't have to deal with the hassle of changing buses, and we wouldn't have all the time in the world to annoy each other. 

Because I was broke.

And JaeWon was broke too. 

"I'm going to kill him. I swear to God. I'm going to gut him like fish. I'm going to skin him like an animal for fur. I'm going to be his dentist and knock his teeth out. I'm going to squish him like a fat person. I'm going to shoot him like he's a bird . . . I'm going to . . . ." JaeWon was so immersed in using all the metaphors he could to describe what he was going to do to Righty that he didn't notice people on the bus giving him looks. 

This was the third bus we were on; the first two – completely the same thing. 

"Yah, shut up." I leaned my head against the window. "I get it. You're going to murder him." Unlike the first and second bus, this bus was crowded and loud. Full of old people, young people, and little people (children), there was absolutely nowhere else to turn. And since we were genius enough to choose the seats in the back, JaeWon and I were squished against the window to make room for two more people. 

"Damn right. I'm going to . . . ." JaeWon went on, completely oblivious to the fact that I was a fly away from smacking him. 

"Would you like a newspaper dear?" An old man, sitting across from us leaned over to hand me the Entertainment section; he smiled a sympathy smile at me, as if he understood why JaeWon was mumbling to himself like he was insane. 

" . . . Yes, thank you." I bowed to him. "Thank you so much."

The old man nodded, handed me the paper, and settled back in his seat. 

"Then, I'm going to – Yah, are you listening?" JaeWon finally noticed that I was slowly unfolding the paper.

"Uh huh . . . " I mumbled, scanning the front page. 

"Next stop, we should get something to eat," JaeWon announced, looking at me to see if I was paying attention to him. 

"Yeah . . ." I turned the page. 

"Oh yeah . . . why are we going to Pusan?" 
"I have to go to Pusan. I don't know why you're going with me, but you're welcome to. You're great company." 
"I don't appreciate your sarcasm."

"Uh huh . . ." I nodded, not really listening. "I'm only going to be there for a couple of hours, and then I'll be back in Seoul. I think at this next stop, you can take the other bus and turn around back to Seoul." 

"Who said I'm going back to Seoul?"
"What? You really want to come?" 

I looked up to see JaeWon looking back at me with those eyes; oh how I never knew in a million years those eyes would haunt me. They were so pure, truthful, and untainted. It was like a pool of just . . . something.

"What's in the paper?" As if it settled the question, JaeWon pointed to the last page – the comic section. "They got a special section today." 

"You read the paper usually?" 
"You really underestimate me don't you April? I must be crazy to follow you." 

"No one asked you too," I told him, scanning the special section. "Oh, look. They have a special section today. Let's see . . . As babies, we learn to talk, develop social skills, and eventually associate with others . . . Talk eventually leads to conversations . . . if you're sitting there with that someone, turn this boring day into something memorable . . . Conversations between a Gentleman and a Lady. Look JaeWon, it has a female picture and a male picture."

"Is it one of those stupid quizzes?" JaeWon settled back in his seat, looking down at his yellow shirt. "Damn this shirt is bright."

"Well, aren't you a ray of sunshine?" I replied. "This looks interesting . . . there's three parts to it . . . hey, let's try it."

"Do I have a choice?" JaeWon asked lazily, closing his eyes.
"Nope. Here goes!" Giving JaeWon a cheesy smile, I sat up in my seat. "What's your favorite color?"
"You're kidding right?" JaeWon continued to act like he was really sleepy.
"Just answer the question," I said impatiently. 
"This is stupid." 
"Well, then am I suppose to sit here and listen to you complain the whole ride?"
"Damn right." 
"JaeWon . . . ."
"April . . . ."

"Fine, forget you then." I turned away from him, ignoring him. 
"Yah, you can't seriously be pissed. . . . . April," JaeWon scoffed, trying to make me feel like a baby.
" . . . ." I ignored him, keeping my eyes on the paper. 
"Ugh! What's the first freaking question?" JaeWon opened his eyes and glared at me. "I feel like I'm a babysitter."

I turned back to him smiling, ignoring the fact that other people on the bus were giving us dirty looks for arguing too loudly. "Now you know how I felt this morning about your shirt. So, what's your favorite color?"

"Black," he answered with simple candor.

" . . . What's your favorite food?" 
"Rice."

"That's it? . . . Okay . . . what's your favorite type of shirt?" I took a moment to look up at him.
JaeWon was looking at me, but turned away to answer. ". . . T-shirt." 
"What's your favorite type of jeans?" I went on, eyeing him occasionally. 

It became a game for us; looking at each other when the other wasn't looking. 

"What? . . . duh, jeans!" JaeWon replied.

I sighed; as I was asking him these questions, I was mentally keeping tabs on his answers too. "What's your favorite type of movie?" 

"Action."
"In your home, what room gives you the most comfort?" 
"My bedroom." 

"Hahahah," I laughed when I saw the next question. "What's your favorite type of drink?"
"Coffee" JaeWon jutted out his jaw at me, as if that justified his obsession. 

After five minutes of questioning, we were done. 

"Wow," I said. "I kept checking off the rating for your responses: one worded answer, descriptive, answered a whole essay. And I got this . . . ." 

"I'm so hungry April," was all JaeWon said. 

Ignoring him, I read the conclusion. "The female concludes: your partner is dull; responses are noncreative, lifeless, and rhetorical. With a guy like him, you are sure wasting your time. How can you have conversations when he's more boring than an open book? Girl, drop him like a hot tamale puh – lease. HAHAHAHA! How cute!" It was the funniest thing I had ever read. 

"No way!" JaeWon snatched the newspaper out of my hand and read it. "I don't believe this crap anyways." 
"My turn!" I said excitedly, "Ask me!" 

JaeWon gave me a weird look, but then turned the newspaper around so that it faced him. "What's your favorite color?" 

"Well . . . I like teal because it's bluish green you know? But then, because I am a girl, I prefer pink to go with décor sometimes. As for clothing, I prefer casual so it would either be just blue jeans and white/black shirt . . . " 

Thirty minutes later . . . 

"The male concludes: your partner is EXTREMELY garrulous; you won't ever need to watch T.V. when she's around; responses are multihued, lengthy, and blah blah blah. How can you have conversations with her if she's talking the whole time? But, just one advice, if she's hot – forget, forgive, and enjoy your time. " JaeWon read aloud the conclusion based on my responses.

"THAT is SO sexist!" I gasped, snatching the newspaper back from him.

JaeWon just smirked. "I'm starting to like this Conversations game. These people know what they're talking about." 

"What's part two?" I ignored it, leaning closer to him.

JaeWon angled his face so that his cheek nearly touched mine. "A sense of security is what usually makes us cling to the old; it's hard to let go and get something new. Fights generate from disagreements which are spawned by one partner not being able to see from the other's point of view. Literally, switch." 

". . . . " After JaeWon finished reading, I looked up to see him looking back at me yet again. "What did all that mean?" 

He scoffed, looking around the bus and then back at me. "Use your brain April."
". . . I'm a girl," was all I said. "What can we switch of each other's?"
"Guess we're not playing anymore." JaeWon started to fold up the paper. 
"No way." Then, the thought hit me. "Shoes. We switch shoes – walk in the other's shoe." 
"What? . . . No way, you have nasty feet." JaeWon made a face, looking down at my feet.
"I do not!" I snapped, looking down at my feet too. "What's so nasty about it?" 
"That part." JaeWon pointed.
"Where?"
"Your big toe, look at it its . . . "

"HAHAHAHA! STOP! THAT TICKLES!" He pointed at finger at my foot to show me the so-called flaw, but I forgot to tell him that I was extremely ticklish – even at the slightest touch. 

" . . . What the?" 
"HAHAHAHA!"
"Oh shit!'
"Oh no!" 

Pretty soon, my right flip-flop flew off my foot and veered to the left, hitting a lady on her shoulder.

"Oh?" I tried to duck as the lady, looking like she was going to kill, turned to look at me. But, it was hard to duck when the person you're sitting next to was wearing a bright yellow shirt. 

". . . I don't think she liked that April." JaeWon tried to stifle his laughter, but he was literally shaking from fits. "Hahahaha . . . this is classic."

The bus slowed down, and then came to a hissing stop; loud chatter upon already loud chatter erupted as people bustled to get off the bus. 

"Better go and ask her for your flip-flop." JaeWon poked me; we got up from our seats. "She's holding it." 

"She looks scary. Go get it for me."
"Heck no. You kicked it."
"Please??? I'm scared of her! . . . JaeWon, Please?" 

He looked at me like a babysitter. "Why am I here? . . . Fine."

Perhaps we had been on buses too long; JaeWon and I had officially lost our minds. But I stood back to watch him, yellow-shirt and all, walking over to the lady. He walked over to her with a sly smirk on his face; that flirtatious smirk that I've grown used to. 

"Excuse me dear." An elderly man got in my way, and then pretty soon, I was lost in the line of people getting off the bus. 

"JaeWon!" I tried to shout through the thick mass, but I couldn't see him. "JaeWon!"

I was nearly pushed off the bus. I tried to stay back or go back, but there was no way I could move those people out of my way. So, I followed them out. 

Once I was out, I stood back to let the other people pass. But, I could no longer see JaeWon everywhere. When the bus started to clear out, I didn't see JaeWon anywhere on or near the bus. I hopped a couple of times to see if he was still inside, but I couldn't see him at all. 

No yellow shirt. 

"Where is he?" I tried left and right; I couldn't see him at all. I started panicking as the doors to the bus hissed to close. "No, wait!" I shouted, running toward the front. "Wait!" 

But the bus let out a loud hiss, and then gathered speed. 

"JAEWON!" I shouted. I stood back to watched the bus get back onto the street, and then disappeared around the corner. "WHERE ARE YOU?"

People who were walking in the street looked at me, but none of them I recognized. I stood glued to the spot, numbed. 

Did he leave? Or maybe he pissed the lady off? Where was he? So many questions, and yet JaeWon was nowhere to be seen. 

Limping, because I was wearing only one flip-flop, I walked back to the bus stop. 

And waited. 
I waited.
And waited.
JaeWon never came back.

"YOON JAEWON! WHERE THE HELL ARE YOU?!" I screamed after twenty minutes. "JAEWON!" 

All around me, people in their cars across the street, people walking by, and people in the bus stop next to me all looked at me like I was some psycho. 

I didn't care; if that coffee freak left me, I would . . . ugh, I don't even want to think about it! But then, I felt guilty. I was the one that made him get my flip-flop. And even though I told him I didn't want him to come along with him, I felt this huge void without him. I sat back on the bench, placed my hands on each side of my body on the wooden bench, and allowed my feet to dangle; one flip-flop foot and one naked one. Why did he come with me and then leave me here? Where are you JaeWon? 

"Fricking five blocks blocks and no water or coffee." 

"YOU!" I looked up at him and squealed like a little child. 
"Holy crap!" He moved back. "You almost made me spill the drinks." 

I stared at him holding two large cups of drink and my flip-flop in his arms. I had to remind myself to keep self-control from jumping on him. And I tried to hide my smile, my grateful smile, but it peeked out anyway. " . . . Where the hell did you go?!" 

Completely oblivious to the fact that I almost had a panic attack over him leaving without telling me, JaeWon took a seat next to me. "I was looking for coffee, but all I could come up with was Soju." 

"And you didn't even bother to tell me? You just got off the bus?" I demanded. "Did you know how worried I was?"

JaeWon moved back a couple of steps to avoid my flailing arms at him. "Chill, April. Besides . . . I saw you looking for me. See, I told you you'd want me to come with you."

"Y –" I was speechless. "I – ARGH!" Not wanting him to know that he had hit the nail on the head with this one, I dropped my flip-flop to the floor, and then shook my other one off too. Barefoot and sitting next to him was the only thing I felt like doing. I wanted to tell him that I was glad he was here, but I couldn't bring myself to say anything. So, I watched him in silence. 

"I couldn't find any water or soda. Here, Soju." JaeWon handed me a cup. "It looks like it's going to rain."

I took the cup for him, and managed to peel my eyes away from him to look up at the dark sky; indeed, dark clouds were pulling in and a gust of wind blew around us. The humid air felt comforting nonetheless. After what seemed like a busy day, it felt good to sit back for a while. 

"When's the next bus coming?" JaeWon sat up straight, holding his Soju cup in his hands.

Thirsty, I brought my Soju cup to my mouth and swallowed the liquid. I continued to drink with second thoughts about going to Pusan. But then again, umma wouldn't be too happy that I didn't keep my promise. So, I drank even more. It started to ease my tension and clear my mind; this was the sweet Soju for once. 

"What's wrong April?" JaeWon looked over at me. "Don't drink until you're drunk now. I should've gotten the one that tastes like rubbing alcohol."

"I won't." I promised. " . . . . I like this one."
JaeWon finally took a sip of his. "Hmm . . . the perks of being Korean."
". . . JaeWon . . . can I ask you something?" 
"Don't you always?"
". . . When are you planning to tell me the truth?" I swallowed another gulp of Soju. 
"What are you talking about?" 
"I figured it out . . . " 
"What?" 

I sighed, looking up at the sky. ". . . Why did we have to run away from Righty today JaeWon?"
He froze for a while before he simply answered, "That's none of your business." 
"Mayhem . . . there is no Mayhem is there?" I asked, sipping more Soju. 
"May . . . " JaeWon said slowly. 

"SangWoo thought that I'm only going with you because you're a gang leader; he thinks I like that kind of stuff – he thinks I'm that kind of girl. So, he told me I would be devastated if I found out that you're . . . not really one . . . "

". . . How did you know?" His tone was very awkward all of a sudden. 
"If you were, we wouldn't run from Righty. You would've gotten rid of HanSuk already." I reasoned logically.
To my surprise, JaeWon chuckled. "Huh . . . I think I underestimated you April." 
"Why didn't you just tell me the truth?" Another sip of Soju went down my throat. 
"You're not in this mess," he said simply. " . . . Can we talk about something else?"
I turned to face him, my eyes glistening. "I want to know."
"Just leave it alone April." He looked away. 

But, I went on to tell him how I knew, ". . . For a girl to be associated with a gang, especially a gang leader, she has to prove her loyalty to him. YOU never made me do anything. SangWoo did . . . he brought me to that picnic one time, but I went home. He tried. HanSuk sent Righty to me . . . all of them . . . but, you never once tried to do anything to me." 

Another gulp of Soju diminished my throat. 

"Now you're making me feel guilty," he admitted. "That fight we had last time." 

"The one you accused me?" I waved it away. "You had nothing to prove JaeWon . . . I won that one. And besides, I'm sitting here next to you aren't I?"

He went quiet for the longest time. 

And we sat staring at the busy street; people walking by, cars speeding by, and the clouds coming in. 

". . . I was Mayhem." JaeWon finally spoke up. "But not anymore . . . I'm getting out." There was reluctance in his voice but slowly, it came out. JaeWon settled back on the bench. "But, it's hard to withdraw because HanSuk won't let it go easily. It has nothing to do with him, but . . . ." 

"That's why there's only a few of you . . ." I nodded, putting two and two together. "It's only you, Danny, and the twins. Everyone else left." 

JaeWon nodded. 

"Why are you leaving it?" The cup of Soju was permanently attached to my lips now. 

"Because I'm tired of it." He looked so sad with his simple answer that I wanted to hold him, but that would mean letting go of my Soju cup. "But, I don't want to talk about it anymore. I really don't. That's why I followed you here, to get away from it all. I can be myself around you; I don't have to worry about anything else. I drank myself to a fever last night about it. I want out. No one understands." 

"You could've told me," I offered.
JaeWon paused to gaze at me. "Would you care?"
"I care," I answered softly. I brought the cup of Soju back up to greet my lips. 

"I should've left a long time ago . . . when my parents left." He looked away from me, looking down at his shoes.

"Ahh." I nodded to him as if I understood. ". . . Do you hate them?" 

". . . Not much as I should," was his honest reply. 
"What if – what if you found out that one of them is dying? Would you be able to forgive?" I asked.

Soju was coursing in my system now, bringing the heat to my blood and heating up my body temperature. I could feel my body burning for more; my eyes became a little blurry. I was becoming a little drunk – buzzed. How pitiful; it was only a large cup filled with Soju and I was already nodding off.

"Dying?" JaeWon raised an eyebrow. "Is that what the phone call was about this morning? Your umma's dying?"

I shook my head, and despite the warning signs, I gulped down more Soju. ". . . Appa." 
"Oh . . ." This time, it was his voice that was soft. 

"I try to laugh things off, ignore it. But I can't . . . ." I took another drink of Soju, and continued babbling, "But, umma was hysterical this morning. She said doctors said it's in the last stage; there's nothing they can do. They're in Pusan because . . . he wants to stay there until he passes away . . . how dare he come back here all of a sudden, to die?"

JaeWon went completely quiet, letting me vent. 

"Hehehee . . ." I felt my cheeks blushing, laughing away my dark thoughts once again. " . . . I think I'm getting drunk." 

". . . Drunk or not." JaeWon turned to look for his Soju. " . . . Yah! You drank mine too?"

I nodded, laughing harder. "Hahaha . . . one of us needs to be sober." 

JaeWon took my cup out of my hands, knowing he had to get my mind off of drinking. ". . . We never got to part three of the Conversations game."

"Oh yeah," I said, watching him pull out the newspaper. "Let me read it." He gave it to me, but I couldn't read a single word.

"Being spontaneous and living in the moment is the most important thing a couple can do. Do something you've never done." JaeWon finally read it for me. 

"What, is like a dare game?" I asked him, turning so quickly that my right cheek met his left one. 

JaeWon knew that if he moved, our lips would meet. But, he didn't do anything like that. We locked eyes for a moment; we've been doing that a lot lately. Just locking eyes and staring into each other's pupils – I was staring at his iris this time. 

"I've never done this." JaeWon held out his left hand and took my right one into his. 

The newspaper fell to the ground – forgotten.

Slowly, sensually, he entangled his hand on mine. His fingers, long and comforting stroked my own – tracing with embrace every detail. Like someone lit a fire, our hands warmed up. He opened his hand, like a flower opening, and I moved mine into his; touch – we converged into one. He ran a finger from the tip of my nails to the heart of my hand, so sweet and soft that I found myself holding my breath. With caress, JaeWon settled the smooth back of his hand into my warm palms. I folded my hand, latching onto the back of his hand like a tarantula. Converged. 

JaeWon's forehead leaned into mine.

My right hand and his left hand. 

So intimate . . . it spoke more than what a person can say in his or her lifetime. Now, I understood the term actions speak louder than words. 

I read his mind just as much as he read mine. 
We had never held hands like that before . . . with anyone.
And never will I, ever again, hold hands with anyone like that. 
And neither will he. 

JaeWon and I owed something to that Conversations game.
(Chapter 27)

I wish I could savor that moment forever; trapping it inside my palms the way Yoon JaeWon had me trapped inside of his. 

I truly felt like I was on a high; it was just JaeWon and me against the world. If only that moment is a tangible thing – I would always reach for it when my reality became too overwhelming. All the worries that plagued me earlier: my appa being sick, leaving Seoul to go to Pusan to see him, Choi SangWoo, and that he/she HanSuk wanting to kill me – none of that penetrated the bubble of happiness JaeWon created for me the moment he took my hand. 

I suppose this was yet again one of those times I caught myself having feelings for him – which is why I wish that what happened afterwards could've been more romantic than what really happened. 

Because . . . 

You would think that after our whole handholding ordeal, Yoon JaeWon and I had made a major breakthrough in our relationship. The two of us, hand-in-hand, literally had stepped onto a very significant plateau in our relationship. You would also think we would stop our foolish bickering and turn into those "Let's buy matching outfits!" couple. And that I, Maybelline Lee, would turn into an "oppa" calling-freak, and Yoon JaeWon would be calling me, "Baby," instead of "April."

If only that was the only problem our relationship would face . . . .

"Come on April, are you really going to keep acting like that just because I said you have manly hands?"
"You know what? I really don't feel like talking to a banana-puke wearing jerk." 
"Yah, this is your shirt remember?"
"You – I – your face." 

That was how I had stormed onto the bus after kicking JaeWon in the shins at the bus stop. It was very nice of him to take the liberty of holding my hands like that, tracing them, giving me all these feelings and then telling me that they were ridiculously bigger than the average girl's. Jerk. 

"Omo – look at who just came onto the bus." 
"Huh?" 

Grouped together, filling out the next to last two seats of the bus, were five guys – ten eyes turned towards our direction. Dressed in dark apparels and flashing each other amused glances, they all turned their attention to JaeWon when he stepped onto the bus. With the yellow shirt he was wearing, there was no mystery as to why – or so I thought. Even though they were not the only ones on the bus, they certainly stood out as the only teenagers. 

I felt like I was being dissected under those eyes, so I lowered my head and headed toward the very last seat. Whispers broke out when JaeWon passed them, who was looking uninterested at the commotion. I had to marvel at the fact that JaeWon had all the confidence in the world – even when wearing that yellow shirt. As he sat down next to me, near the window, they were all still darting glances at JaeWon. I had no clue what was going on, but it made me slightly uncomfortable – what were they looking at? 

"JaeWon." I leaned in slightly when the bus took off, humming. Forgetting about how he had just made fun of my hands, I felt that this was more important. Still keeping an eye out for the group who were now whispering excitedly, I whispered to him. 

"What," he mumbled, pulling out his cell phone from his pocket. Flipping it open, he immersed himself into checking his messages or something.

"Why do they keep looking at us?" 
"Who?"
"That group over there."

JaeWon looked up, sending the five guys who were staring at him to quickly turn away – making it so obvious. His face was expressionless as he went back to his cell. 

"They just keep looking over here," I went on, stealing glances at them, informing him. 

"So?"
"I don't know . . . it's weird." 
"Chill April."
"JaeWon."

Flipping his cell phone shut, JaeWon faced me. It was the first time since our handholding ordeal that he looked me directly in the eyes. With a dark eyebrow raised and pursed lips, JaeWon was giving me one of his infamous facial expressions. I didn't know whether to slap it off of his face or kiss it. That was how much he was starting to affect me.

All of a sudden, I felt really self-conscious. Realizing that I had been running my hand through my hair, I lowered it just in time for JaeWon to reach out and grab it. 

". . . Let go."
"Why?"
"You know why."
"Humor me April."
"You said I have man hands."

"You do. Look." Whether I wanted to look or not, JaeWon pulled my arm out straight forward and unfolded my hand. Even though I would've liked to hold hands with him again, I didn't want him to make fun them again – he really knew how to ruin the moment. I am not going through this again, so I jerked my hand back as hard as I could just as JaeWon pulled it forward. Without warning, my knuckle went right into his hard stomach. "Oof."

"Oh shit. Are you okay?!" Cupping my hands against my cheeks, I stared at JaeWon's surprised expression. 

It was one of the best moments I've ever shared with him. To see his cool, calm collected self being taken surprise was definitely like winning a prize. 

"Hahahahahaha," I laughed, pointing at him. "You dumbass." 

"Oh? That was funny huh?" With a quick motion, JaeWon reached out again with an iron-clad grip on my wrist. Shit! 

"Excuse us." 

We both looked up to see the group, all five of them, with their full attention on us. The tug-a-war for my wrist suddenly stopped. Having completely forgotten about them, it took me a second to remember that they must've been watching JaeWon and me all along. I scanned their faces, recognizing none. 

"We were wondering . . . " The guy with the black beanie on his head started. "Since you came onto the bus . . . "

"Are you Mayhem?" The guy to his left, his face tucked underneath a baseball hat, finished for him. 

It was not a question JaeWon and I expected; I knew for sure. It was a weird one; completely out of place, out of nowhere. But somehow, it made sense since they had been staring at us for so long. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see JaeWon's amused expression fade. The muscle on his left cheek moved as he looked at the group. If he really did not notice them looking at him earlier, he did now for sure. 

"Who's Mayhem?" My own eyes widened. Whoa, am I hearing this right? Was Yoon JaeWon denying the fact that he was Mayhem?

The five guys exchanged looks with each other, murmuring. The guy by the window, a dragon tattoo on his wrist, narrowed his eyes at JaeWon. "You don't know who Mayhem is?" 

JaeWon shrugged, shaking his head. With an uninterested face and nonchalant attitude, JaeWon reached out to swathe an around my neck, pulling me into him – surprising the crap out of me. "Honey, do you know who Mayhem is?" 

Not knowing exactly what was going on and trying not to explode with questions, I placed a fake smile on my face as I thought to myself – If I say yes while JaeWon's denying himself, we might get killed. So, the best choice is to go along with him? "Nope. Who's Mayhem?" I concluded.

All of a sudden, the disappointment spread across the faces of the group. They all glanced at one another, as if hearing bad news. 

"Really? I could swear that you look exactly like him," the beanie guy insisted, staring at JaeWon.

"Yeah," the one behind him added. "Same persona." 

"But how could you not know who Mayhem is? Aren't you from Pusan?" A guy, who hadn't spoken yet, asked. 

"No, my girlfriend and I are from JeJu island. I don't know who Mayhem is, but if I look like him – then hey, the guy's lucky." If attitude could roar, JaeWon's would've made a deafening sound. 

"You might not want to talk like that," the beanie guy replied. "You wouldn't want to be heard talking like that about him." 

JaeWon's amused expression returned. "Really?"

"Yeah, everyone who lives in Pusan knows Mayhem; he's pretty popular around here," he paused as snickers broke throughout his group. "But, he left Pusan for Seoul for a while. It's been a while since anyone's seen him here. News of him being back is definitely big. But, I guess not. I mean – why would Mayhem be sitting on this bus wearing a yellow shirt. I don't think he even has a girlfriend. Hahahaha." 

I couldn't help the grin spreading across my face as I turned to look at JaeWon. "Isn't that right?"

JaeWon clenched his jaw together, leaning closer to me as he breathed, reminding me once again, "This is your shirt." 

But I didn't care; I was dying inside with laughter, not even caring about why JaeWon was lying to them.

The group, one by one, started to turn their attention away from us – still suspicious about the whole situation. Throughout the rest of the bus ride, some of them continued to dart glances at us – which was why JaeWon kept his arm around me the whole time. Not that I was complaining, per se. 

"When this bus stops, we're getting off together. Don't leave my side. Got it April?" JaeWon leaned in, murmuring into my ear when one of the five guys pulled out his cell phone. I was sure he had taken a picture. He tried to be slick, but when I turned in his direction I clearly saw the click and transaction. 

I saw JaeWon clenching his hand. His facial expression became somber, reverting back to the Yoon JaeWon that I was always intimidated of. When his own cell phone beeped, JaeWon checked it with a frown and then turned off his cell phone completely. 

Confused, I had no choice to listen to him. Wait a minute – what was going on? 

Within the next minute the bus stopped at the central station, announcing that we were at the heart of Pusan – I didn't know what to do. Suddenly, our day had taken a drastic turn. The group, one by one, got up. They glanced back at JaeWon and me once again before descending the bus; they continued to murmur to one another, clearly still debating whether JaeWon was Mayhem or not. 

"Come on." JaeWon got up, stretching slightly. He glanced outside of the bus window to see that the five guys were still lingering around. Wrapping an arm around my shoulder, he leaned in again, bringing his lips right to my ear. "Work with me okay? They can't find out I'm Mayhem. We can't afford that right now." 

I nodded, obliging. I didn't know what was going on, but like JaeWon said – it wouldn't be a good idea for them to know he was Mayhem.

The sky had turned to a nasty color of gray, as if it was going to rain. The humid smell from the air wasn't exactly fresh, but it was better than the stuffy bus we had been on. The street was scattered with people chattering, walking, and carrying various bags in their arms. JaeWon and I descended the bus; with his arm wrapped around my neck and my arms around his side, I played along with him. 

"So baby, where do you want to go eat? I'm hungry, aren't you?" Hearing him call me baby almost made my heart stop; JaeWon had never used that tone or word with me before. It made me wish that he would continue calling me that – even after this whole pretend thing ended. Being so close to him, my cheeks near his jaw-line, I smiled glancing at the five guys who were watching us. 

"Hmm . . . I don't know. I'm not really hungry, oppa," I gushed, wrapping my arms tighter around his side – secretly enjoying the fact that I was surprising the hell out of JaeWon. 

We continued walking further away from the bus stop, away from them, with arms wrapped around each other. 

"Are they still looking?"
"Yeah."
"Keep your arm around me. Smile."
"Hehehe . . . oppa!" 

It felt stupid to be doing it, but somehow JaeWon and I carried it out. As we went further and further down the street, we played our roles completely. When we were sure we were out of their sight – when we were sure they couldn't hear us anymore – when we were sure we were a good distance away from them, we both let go of each other – 

"Oppa?" JaeWon made a face at me, looking at me up and down.
"Baby?" I raised an eyebrow back at him, standing a good five inches away from him. 
JaeWon scoffed, "When you called me oppa, I almost gagged. Don't do it again." 
"What about baby?" I rolled my eyes at him. "Made me want to wash out my ears." 

That's how we were, always bickering to hide exactly what we wanted and how we felt. It was stupid, but it was how we communicated. It gets better later, but as of now – there was nothing more important than our prides. 

"Alright, we need to go or we won't get there in time." All of a sudden, his hand was clamped around my wrist again. Without so much as an explanation, JaeWon was pulling me down the street. 

"What the hell? Where are we going now?!" I squealed, almost tripping. 

. . .



"I'm going to clobber you in, like, two seconds if you don't let me go."

"Shut up. People are staring." 

"Yoon JaeWon, you let me go right now."

Sighing, he turned back to me with a frustrated look when he finally let me go. 

A fifteen minute taxi ride later, standing in the lobby of Pusan's five-star hotel, Yoon JaeWon was displaying his unpredictable self again. Questions were bombarding my mind like crazy. Didn't he know the reason why I was in Pusan? Didn't he know that we had to say our goodbyes and go our separate way? Didn't he know that I had to go see my appa? Didn't he know that that was whole reason why we have been on buses all day? And why the hell were we here? 

"JaeWon –" I started, staring around the bright lobby.
"I know," he cut me off. "but you can't."
I blinked at him. "What did you say?"
"You can't." 
"Why not?" 
"Because I said you can't." 

I stared at him in disbelief. Okay, this isn't so cute anymore. "Yah, don't you think you're going overboard Yoon JaeWon? You wasted a good fifteen minutes dragging me here when I could be on my way. I didn't give you a black eye yet because I was curious to see where you're going to be staying now that you're in Pusan. The reason I came all this way was to go see my parents. You can't possibly think that just because you took me here tonight, I'm staying. What do you think I am? A whore?" 

JaeWon stared back at me, possibly thinking I had gone crazy. Then, surprising the hell out of me, he chuckled – crossing his arm across his chest. "Is that how you think of me April? 

"Well –" I started to say, blinking. "Is that a trick question? After all, we are standing in the lobby of a hotel." 

JaeWon sighed again, looking around the bustling lobby. "I worry about you sometimes. You don't like to think or you just don't know how to think?"

"Yah," I said, blinking furiously now. "I'm tired, sleepy, and hungry. If you don't want to tell me why I'm here, then fine; I don't need this. I have places to be, people to see." 

"Wait –" Reaching out to grab my elbow just as I turned to leave, JaeWon made me stop in my tracks. He has the habit of doing that to people. "You and I both know that we can't just part right now. Those guys on that bus weren't entirely convinced I wasn't Mayhem; you saw one of those fuckers take a picture. I'm pretty sure they remember me. I've met them before – once, a long time ago. In about an hour, I'll have people looking for me when the news breaks out that I'm in Pusan. Not only people here, but also HanSuk . . . and SangWoo. I . . . have to go into . . . hiding." 

I stared at him, an unbelievable smile forming on my lips. "Are you serious?" 
"I knew I shouldn't have said anything," he mumbled.
"Hahahaha . . . you're that special huh?" I joked, not really believing it. 

JaeWon glared at me, scaring me with stern facial expression. "Yes I am. And if you leave tonight, by yourself, I guarantee you HanSuk's people will come for you." 

That wiped the smile off of my face. "How can they know we're in Pusan?" 

"When you're living this life, you don't ask how they know. You're just figuring out how to not let them get to you before you have a solid plan," JaeWon replied firmly. 

I was speechless; this is real? "Then – what do we do?"

"We can't separate tonight. HanSuk will find out why you're in Pusan. His people were chasing us today; HanSuk will have someone confirm we're in Pusan. If you go to your parents – he'll –"JaeWon looked away, not wanting to go on further. 

But, I understood. I had forgotten the reason why JaeWon went to Pusan with me; he wanted to escape them for a little while. Suddenly, I felt guilty for not understanding him when I had told him I did – before. 

"Sorry," I apologized slowly. "I just – why didn't you tell me sooner? " 

But JaeWon was no longer looking at me. He was looking over my shoulder at someone else. "Hey, Flo. Over here." 

Flo? I spun around quickly, forgetting my alleged apology. 

I had completely forgotten about Flo's existence. Flo, looking completely different from the last time I had seen him, was walking towards us from the top of the hotel's marble staircase. Even though I had picked him out as a rich kid when I first met him, outside of that dump-of-an apartment of his, it was still a shock to see him standing in the lobby of Pusan's five-star hotel. Wearing a nice dress shirt and pants, possibly by Armani, with colored sunglasses by Bvlgari, he had on his friendly grin when he saw JaeWon and me. 

I instantly flashed back to how he, JaeWon, and I had escaped from HanSuk the last time the three of us were together. What was he doing here? 

"I got your message. It's good to see you again Boss." When he reached us, Flo immediately pulled JaeWon into a hug despite the fact that they were in the crowded lobby. 

First Danny and now Flo, I'm really starting to question you, Yoon JaeWon. I thought to myself as I watched them, almost not seeing Flo rounding on me. 

"It's great to see you again too Boss' girlfriend!" The guy was practically choking up as he suddenly enveloped me in his arms. 

"Uh . . . hi," I said with wide eyes as Flo was slowly squeezing the air out of me. I didn't know whether to hug him back or not.

Luckily, JaeWon decided for me. "Yah, what are you doing?" He peeled Flo away from me, separating us.

I held a hand against my chest, breathing afterwards. 

"Oh sorry." Flo made an apologetic face as he turned to JaeWon "I'm just so excited that you're here. At –" 

"Do you have the card to the room?" JaeWon interrupted him, glancing around – having no patience at all. 

Card? To a room? What? "Oh yeah." Flo reached into his pockets, withdrawing a card. "The penthouse suite. So, no one will bother you unless you call for room service or something."

The penthouse suite?! My eyes widened.

JaeWon nodded, taking the card from him. "Good, I'll probably just be here for a week or so."
"No problem, stay as long as you want," Flo told him. He held out a hand. "Mi casa is su casa." 

JaeWon gave him a look, but didn't say anything as he turned, placing a hand on my shoulder to steer me along with him. But he paused, "Oh yeah. And, remember what I told you?"

"Don't worry, no one will know that you're here," Flo answered, bowing slightly to him.

"Good." JaeWon, satisfied with the answer, turned back to the elevator. He held up the card and managed a smile, "Thanks." 

"Bye." Flo nodded, turning. When he caught me looking at me with a questioning look, Flo winked at me.

"Yah, why did he wink at me? Does he think we'll? He can't – I mean –" I started mumbling as JaeWon pulled me behind him toward the elevator that had dinged open. 

"Get over yourself April," JaeWon chuckled, pushing me inside the elevator first. 

The doors silently closed behind us – humming, the elevator headed up to the highest floor.


. . .



The penthouse suite was gigantic; it was fashioned with incandescent lighting under chic lamps strategically placed throughout. Classy and contemporary, the entire suite was stylized with captivating interior design making it feel like home. There was the main room, lavished with imported furniture and specks of gold; there was also the kitchen/bar stacked with all kinds of champagne and straight liquor; there was the balcony, leading out to the stairway of heaven – now cascaded with the city lights and dark sky; and then, there was the bedroom – something one couldn't see when just coming into the penthouse.

I could feel my stomach twisting in knots. 

"Surprised to see Flo?" JaeWon was already making his way over to the Moroccan leathered sofa. He threw the card of the penthouse suite down onto the glass, gold-lined, coffee table. "When I first met him, about five years ago, he didn't tell me he was the heir to Korea's five-star chain of hotels. I found that out when Danny was kicked out of his house and had nowhere to stay; Flo had offered him this suite to stay for a week too." 

"Oh," was all I could say; my heart was pounding. Trying to act as normal as possible, I took a seat at the sofa. The cold leather hugged my back, making it hard to get comfortable.

"You want something to drink? Or eat?" JaeWon pointed to the granite countertop stacked with all types of dishes. 

I looked at the countertop, feeling my stomach growl, realizing that I was hungry. Don't you feel nervous at all Yoon JaeWon? 

"April," JaeWon paused, looking at me when he realized I wasn't speaking. 
"Yeah." I nodded, avoiding his eyes. "I'll eat later."
"Alright." Running a hand through his hair, JaeWon turned, heading out of the room. "I'll be back."
"Where are you going?" I asked. 
JaeWon turned around, smirking. "To take a shower. Why, you want to come?" 

"No!" I stood up from the couch. Way to play it smooth May. "I mean – couldn't you just wait until I leave tomorrow?" 

"I'm not going to sleep in this dirty shirt April." He gave me a, "are you stupid?" look before exiting the room. A minute later, I heard a door open and then close. 

Silence filled the penthouse. 

I stood still for a minute, not sure of what to do. Will you just chill? Why are you acting like so nervous? I headed over to the counter. Eating would take my mind off my nerves. Dipping a fork into some Chow Mein, I started eating. Food in such an empty stomach felt so good. It filled the void that worries and confusion had lived before. 

What am I doing here? Surely that he/she HanSuk wouldn't kill me just because I'm going to visit appa. He couldn't possibly! Umma! I reached into my pocket, withdrawing my forgotten cell phone. Blinking: you have five missed calls; the first two numbers were from umma while the other three were unknown callers. 

Not giving a care, I dialed umma's number. Holding my breath between the intervals of rings, I was almost speechless when she picked up. 

"Hello?"
"Umma? It's me." 

"May? Honey, where are you? Are you in Pusan yet?" Her voice, tired and out of breath, tugged my heart. The thought of her and appa together in a hospital room alone – without me was heartbreaking. "Hello? May?"

I swallowed hard, biting on my lower lip. Running a frustrated hand through my hair, I said, "I – I can't make it tonight umma. I'll be there tomorrow." 

"Oh . . . well – are you sure? Is everything okay?" she went on, piling the guilt on me like a ton of bricks. 

"I'm fine. I just got detoured, that's all. But, I promise I'll be there tomorrow – first thing in the morning umma," I promised her. 

"That's alright then. Your appa's doing fine tonight, so there's no hurry. Okay? Just as long as you come tomorrow," umma assured me.

"Yeah . . . ." I trailed away, tapping my fingers slowly on the countertop. 

"I have to cut this call short honey. I have to go. Call me tomorrow? Bye." 
"Bye umma." 

As I flipped my cell phone shut, I couldn't help but feel the guilt gripping me. But if I step out of this place tonight, there was no guarantee that I would be alive to even get to appa. HanSuk had said he wanted me dead, and I'm sure he would do it. If only SangWoo and JaeWon were cool – Crist and Mayhem would kill that he/she in an instant. God, what am I thinking? JaeWon will kill me himself for thinking that! JaeWon . . . is he still showering? 

It was still awfully silent.

I got up from my place at the counter to step down into the main floor, wandering around the place. Following the structure of the penthouse – I was heading toward the bedroom door; it was ajar. Pushing it open, I gasped slightly. Decorated with specks of mutual colors of gold and sliver, the bedroom was a spacious room complete with a fireplace across the large bed stacked with millions of pillows. Above the fireplace was flat plasma screen T.V., and adjacent to the left of the bed was a huge opening for sliding closet doors. 

As my eyes scanned over the other side of the bedroom, the bathroom door – the brass knobs clicked open. 

Before I could react, as if in slow motion – Yoon JaeWon stepped out of the bathroom. Thoughts like: this is really not happening, I'm dreaming, and what the hell am I doing here, bombarded my mind. With matted wet hair clinging to his face and a towel wrapped around the lower half of his body – his tanned upper body glistened from the shower. With broad shoulders, appropriately-sized pecs leading down to his six-pack – his body looked like it belonged on a Roman coin. I felt like my worst nightmare had come true. The moment I knew I would be spending the night here with JaeWon – this was what I pictured would be the worst thing happening. 

Now that he was standing in front of me, half-naked, I didn't know what to do. So I did the only thing I could. "I – mean – you were gone so I was just – I'll just go! AHH!" Without another word, I turned and left the room as quickly as I could. 

"APRIL! DON'T YOU KNOCK?!" I heard him yelling after me. 

He was the first guy I had ever come so close to seeing naked; but, that wasn't what made me scream. What made me scream was the reality; the realization. I was, after all, a girl and Yoon JaeWon was, after all, a guy. After doing the math, it just wasn't appropriate for us to be in this hotel together. 

Not like this – 

"Where are you going?" I looked up to see folded clothes landing on sofa, just as I was about to head for the door. 

JaeWon was dressed now, in a dark shirt and sweat pants. With his hair still wet, it gave his face an alluring effect. Why does he have to be so hot?

"Why did you run out? You could've have helped me get dress." The bastard. He smirked, catching my eyes. 

"I – I remember I forgot something out here." It was the stupidest thing I could come up, but it was the only excuse. I was just about to head out the door, and leave. I couldn't take this. But now that JaeWon was in front of me, we would get into another fight, and he would end up winning, if I tried to leave. So, I changed the subject. "What is this for?" I asked, inspecting the shirt and shorts. 

"Your turn."
"To what?"
"Shower." 
"What?" 

"You plan to sleep in those clothes? Dirty?" JaeWon pointed to me. 
"No," I mumbled, avoiding his eye contact immaturely. 

"If it'll make you feel better, I'll stay out here the whole time." Walking over to the opposite sofa, JaeWon reached for the T.V. remote, turning it on. He settled on the couch, placing his legs on the coffee table – relaxed. 

I stared at him, not knowing what to say. JaeWon glanced at me, and then his eyes never left; his expression never faltered. To this day, I have never found anyone who looked at me the way Yoon JaeWon did. How can a look be so bittersweet? 

"Go," he said finally, lowering his voice as if to warn me. "I'll be here." 

Clutching the folded clothes against my chest, I started walking back to him, warning, "If I hear noises, you're the first person I kill." 

"God April. Not everything is about sex," JaeWon bluntly retorted, stopping me in my tracks. "You make it seem like you have some thing I've never seen before." 

"Bastard." I turned around to grab a throw pillow propped up on the couch. But, he caught it before it smacked him across the face. 

He laughed, celebrating in the fact that he had managed to piss me off. 

Why are you acting like that? He's not going to do anything to you. Yeah, he's a jerk, but he's all talk. But he's one sexy jerk though . . . ugh! Yoon JaeWon!

I closed the bathroom door behind me. Within a minute, I was drowning myself in the marble tub filled with scented oils and bubbles. I don't know how long I was in there, splashing and soaking myself. It was my escape of the night. All my thoughts faded away . . . and I was floating again – in the bubble holding hands with JaeWon again . . . 

"Yah, April. Are you still alive?!" Loud pounds ignited throughout the silent bathroom, adding to the echoes. 

"Shit.” I scrambled, hitting my knee against the tub. "YAH YOON JAEWON! DIDN'T I TELL YOU I'LL KILL YOU IF YOU CAME IN HERE?!"

"You've been in there for two hours already!" he shouted through the door. "I'm going to sleep!" 

Two hours? "Aww damn . . . ." Not wanting my relaxing time to end, I reluctantly got up to drape the large towel around myself. 

It took a while to dry my hair and wash my face. But, when I stepped out of the bathroom, dressed in the shirt and shorts he had given to me, JaeWon was already making the pillows. I closed the bathroom door behind me, looking at him warily.

"Why are you making the pillows? Who said you're getting the bed?" I frowned, walking over to the right side of the bed. Without thinking, I pushed at his arm. 

"I do." JaeWon pushed me away. 

"No way. You're sleeping on the sofa. I get the bed. I'm the girl," I told him, reaching out to push him off again.

He slapped my arm. "With manly hands."
"Yah!" Instead of pushing him off again, I grabbed a pillow and smacked it across his side. "Get off my bed!" 
"I'm not leaving April." JaeWon grabbed the pillow out of my hand. "Find a way." 

"Are you kidding?" I placed a hand on my hip. Then, my pride got the best of me. "Fine. Take it. I don't care." Reaching out, I grabbed two pillows and stormed out of the room. "Selfish bastard." 

"Love you too sweetie," he said after me. 

The main room was dimmed, cascading shadows all over. I threw the pillows down on the sofa; I laid down, ready to sleep. But, sleep didn't come. Instead, I started getting angry. How could he do this to me? Was he really that selfish? Maybe I should just kill him in his sleep. Selfish bastard . . . No, I'm not going to kill him. Where's the fun in that? I'm going to just take the bed – it's my bed. He should be sleeping on the couch. That's right, I'm going to take his bed! 

I sat up, turned around and snatched my pillows. 

"AHHHHHHHHHHHH!" 
"WAHHHHHHHHHH!"
"What the fuck are you doing standing there?!" 

In the dark, and deep in my thoughts, I hadn't heard JaeWon walk out here. But there he was, holding something in his arm in the dark.

"Didn't you hear me?" he asked, throwing the blanket at me. "You forgot this." 

"No, it's yours." I thrust it back into his arms along with the pillows. "I made up my mind. That bed is mine. You're sleeping on the sofa." Sticking a tongue out at him, I ran. I ran full speed toward the bedroom.

"I DO SOMETHING NICE FOR YOU AND YOU DO THIS TO ME?!" JaeWon shouted before I slammed the bedroom door behind me.

"Loser," I mumbled, crawling into the warm, full bed. Pulling the covers over me, I smiled, "Ahh . . . much better." 

I closed my eyes, ready to sleep again. But no matter how tired I was, sleep didn't come. Instead, I started thinking. That sofa isn't really comfortable . . . no, he has to sleep out there. Cold heart May, cold heart. But, it really is uncomfortable. And what happens if it gets colder in the night? Ahh damn . . . Throwing the covers off of me, I started kicking the bed. Why do I have to feel guilty? Then, standing up, I gathered up all the pillows. Placing them in the middle of the bed, I started stacking them on top of the other. 

When I opened the bedroom door, darkness flooded in. As I walked down toward the main room, my bare feet, getting colder from the floor, I entered the room to see JaeWon curled up on the sofa. 

A wave of emotion came over me, and I just had to do it. There was no turning back now.

"Yah, you can sleep inside."
"What?" 

I thought he had been asleep, but he immediately sat up. 

Without another word, I went back into the bedroom followed by JaeWon. 

"I sure hope this isn't how you usually make your bed when you sleep," he said once he saw how I made the bed. With pillows dividing the middle of the bed, I pointed to the left side. 

"You sleep there. I'm sleeping on the right." I crawled into my side, burrowing myself under the covers. 

"What am I going to do with you April?" JaeWon murmured. I could see him shaking his head like I was a lost case. 

"Nothing. Touch me and I'll kill you," I retorted.

"You know what? Get up. Get up." Suddenly reaching over to my side, JaeWon tugged at my arm pulling me up. I guess that I had pushed him a little too much – a little too far. 

"What?!" I threw the covers off of me, pulling a few strands of my hair along with it. Blowing them out of my face, I faced him – watching the shadows hiding a part of his face. 

"Why are you acting like such a bitch?" 
"Excuse me?"
"You heard me. Why are you acting like a bitch? What's up with this attitude?" 

"I'm not acting like a bitch!" I snapped at him, jerking my arm back from him. "Leave me alone." I fell back onto the bed, pulling the covers over me again, mumbling. "Pull on my arm one more time . . . just to go sleep."

But JaeWon didn’t let it go. "Ever since we came here, you've been like this. It's not cute anymore you know? Something's obviously bothering you isn't it? Is it because you think I'm going to rape you or something? Or is it because I'm keeping you from seeing your appa tonight? I told you why you can't go – why we can't go. If we step out of this place tonight, we'll get killed. I'm sure of it. There's no one to help us right now. You know this. So don't act like you don't and get angry with me. If this is who you really are – I don't like it. You're like two completely different people right now. I hate girls like this – if something's bothering you, say it. Don't be bitching and then pretending nothing's wrong. Why can't –" 

"THAT'S MY PROBLEM!" I couldn't take it anymore. Throwing the covers off of me, I sat up again, facing JaeWon who had been sitting up all this time. As if all my feelings had been bottled up inside, I exploded. "It's not about not seeing my appa tonight. I know that, I know HanSuk will kill us as soon as we step out of this place. I know! Because you're not Mayhem anymore, because you're leaving a gang – you're the leader of the gang, you have to pay the price for abandoning it. I KNOW. But you know what Yoon JaeWon, it's not about that. It's always about you! You, you – do you not understand girls? You're always talking about the girls you've been with – but, you're – you're the first guy I'm spending the night with like this. Yeah, you spent the night at my house last night, but you were sick. But, now we're in a Hotel. And you know what? I'm fucken terrified. You're right, not everything's about sex but – for once, I want you to be JaeWon and not this overly confident – cocky Mayhem. You know how intimidating you are sometimes? I'm fucken terrified JaeWon – about my appa dying, about us getting killed, about – about everything! I like – I think I like you. I don't know how to act; I don't know what to say. I've never felt this way. For almost 3 years, I've been in and out of that mental institution because of MiSun, so I don't know what to do – I don't know what to say. I've never been with anyone this way. And you're not making this any easier for me. Can't you understand that?"

Before I could help it, the tears started forming. I was breathing hard, trying to get the words out – trying to make him understand. All of this had been bothering me ever since we were in the elevator. "When we were in the elevator on our way up here, do you know what I was thinking? I'm spending the night at a hotel while my appa's sick. I can't get to him. I –" 

But I didn't need to talk anymore. 

JaeWon was staring at me; it dawned on him what I was going through. He watched me break down from the day of tiredness and worries. Whether it made sense or not – how we both exploded, we understood each other. All the pressure and stress was getting to us. So, without saying anything, JaeWon reached across, breaking our pillow barrier to wrap his arms around me, pulling me in a tight embrace. "I didn't mean to –" 

"God . . . that felt good." I clung to him, burying my face into his chest, breathing. 

Maybe it was the wrong thing to do, to pour all my thoughts and worries into JaeWon – sharing it with him. How was I to know that it would be my fault in the very end? How was I to know that all these thoughts and worries would affect him more than I thought it would? How was I to know . . . 

But we were so caught up in the moment that it was hard to; to deny the temptation of pouring out your soul to another person. 

Which was why I didn't hear my cell phone, flashing soundly back on the kitchen counter – the caller ID blinking: Choi SangWoo calling . . .

(Chapter 28)

Thinking back to how I overreacted to the whole situation makes me feel stupid – I'm not going to lie and say I felt fine after my breakdown. Of course not; the truth is, I felt incredibly embarrassed and stupid. Stupid times ten to the nth power, divided by the quadratic formula, and then left with crappy remainders of squared roots – as if I had managed to copy a neighbor's math test, but realized afterwards that we had different test forms. Oh yeah, I figured out "stupid" down to the very T. 

In my defense though, I had planned on telling JaeWon sooner or later that I liked him; it was pretty obvious. But I hadn't planned on it coming out the way it did – all jumbled and jarred. A part of me hoped that JaeWon would get my point anyway – besides thinking that I was a mentally unstable freak. The truth is he was the first guy I allowed to see me break into pieces; I tend to do so when I feel the pressure caving in. It's a fact about myself I try my best to hide, but fail miserably in front of a person I feel comfortable with. It's a trait that MiSun left me. I figured that if JaeWon couldn't accept this about me, then he wasn't the right guy to deal with me. 

But at the end of the night, it was JaeWon who handed me a box of tissue and allowed me to sleep in his lap. I don't think I need any other reason to justify why I became so attached to him. 

I must've fallen asleep by my fifth tissue because when I woke up the next morning, JaeWon's lap was now a pillow and I was wrapped up underneath the covers like an egg roll. The strong scent of coffee greeted my senses as I rolled over to my side, listening to the commotion that had woken me up. 

What was he doing out there? Beating someone? Or maybe he just has some-kind of morning ritual. 

Tossing the covers off of me, I got up and headed to find the culprit. 

The penthouse looked completely different bathed in daylight. It hadn't lost its extravagance, but it was less glittery and "fakely" glamorized underneath last night's fluorescent lighting. I retraced my steps, heading up the smalls steps that led to the kitchen. 

I found JaeWon standing right in the middle of the spacious kitchen streaked in bright morning light. He was hiding his face again, underneath the hoodie of a black sweatshirt. With a spatula in his right hand and a cup of coffee in the other, I couldn't help but laugh to see Mayhem all "domesticated" as he leaned across a hissing and steaming pan. 

But, I suppose right then and I there I decided Yoon JaeWon was mine. 

"I had a dream about coffee beans last night. They were chasing me down with bats, screaming, 'Starbucks," I confessed, hoping to start the morning off with humor. I was trying to do "damage" control, for a lack of a better term. 

JaeWon turned to me, the bottom half of his face visible; I could see his lips parting to reveal his trademark amused smile. He must've heard me approaching because he showed no surprise. "Are you trying to tell me you dreamt about me April?"

"I said it was a dream, not a nightmare," I corrected him.
JaeWon smiled as he turned, holding out his cup of coffee. "Have some."
My eyes widened. "Whoa . . . you're learning to share now?" I strode over to him, taking the cup. 
"Nah, you just look like shit," was JaeWon's comeback. 

Some things just never change do they? "Ha-ha. Very funny," I said sarcastically, looking down into the frying pan. JaeWon was cooking pancakes; the sausage and bacon, already done, was divided and settled into two plates. Spread across the kitchen counter were various cooking utensils and instruments that I hadn't notice before. JaeWon shifted the spatula underneath the pancakes as he removed them from the pan onto the plates. 

He turned off the stove as he handed me a fork. "Here." 

I was still holding his coffee in my hand, but was too surprised to move. "You really cooked?"

"No, I was just standing here looking pretty," JaeWon sarcastically replied. He rolled his eyes at me, pushing an index finger at my forehead as he picked up his plate and headed over to the counter. "Tell me it's because it's morning – that's why you're having gorilla brains April. Maybe I should call you Apes from now on."

". . . Gorilla's are smart." The moment I said that I realized how weak the comeback was. I followed his suit; picking up the plate that he left me, I carried it over to the counter. I sat down next him, really letting it sink in that he cooked all of this. 

"Whatever Apes," JaeWon answered. He ignored my stares as he started eating, occasionally taking sips of his coffee. 

I marveled at the fact he had actually cooked this. I looked down at my plate, feeling hungry for the first time since I had woken up. Picking up my fork, I jabbed at the pancakes first. He acted like he didn't care, but out of the corner of my eyes, I could tell that JaeWon was waiting for my reaction.

It was a weird feeling; a strange feeling, a feeling that I've never felt before. No boy had ever cooked for me, and to be eating Mayhem's breakfast – it was a weird taste. No, JaeWon wasn't a bad cook. In fact, it was the best breakfast I had ever had. The pancakes were done to perfection and flavored tastefully with the syrup; the bacon wasn't overcooked and left a lingering taste on my taste-buds; the sausage was the final touch to the breakfast most definitely. 

After the first bite, I seriously considered proposing to JaeWon. 

"Is it good?" He sounded casual, but something told me that if I didn't say yes – he'd probably make sure real coffee beans would be after me. 

Thankfully, I didn't have to lie. "You know – you're full of surprises Yoon JaeWon." 

He smirked, continuing to eat. "What can I say? I'm just gifted."

I gave a little laugh, poking my fork at some more bacon. After my second bite and silence, I spoke up, trying to sound as casual as I could – easing into the conversation. "Uh . . . about last night, I just wanna say that – I feel really bad about the way I overreacted. When I'm under a lot of stress, I tend to just . . . ." 

"Don't tell me you're gonna start acting weird about it now," JaeWon interrupted, reaching across the counter for more syrup. 

I stared into the shadows of his hoodie, wondering what he meant. "Huh? "

"Because if you start acting weird now, then it wouldn't be fun anymore." JaeWon smirked. "Let it go. I did. I cooked you breakfast didn't I?" 

I couldn't help it; it was something I couldn't stop at all. All the emotions that I never thought was possible to feel for someone came rushing through me, and I smiled the biggest smile I had ever smiled in my whole entire life. All for Yoon JaeWon. 

"Yah, you have something stuck between your teeth. I think it's the bacon." Too bad my JaeWon had a habit of ruining the best moments of your life!

"Shit," I grumbled, poking at my teeth. 
"Hahahaha." It was his turn to laugh now. 

Why does he always do this to me?! But just like that, all my worries about him thinking I was a psycho vanished. I resumed eating after making sure I didn't have anything else stuck to my teeth. 

JaeWon was reaching for his coffee again when the ringing of a cell phone interrupted our breakfast air; his Samsung phone vibrated by the sink counter. I started to get up. 

"Just leave it alone." 
"Why don't you want to pick it up?"
"Because I'm eating breakfast." 

I sat back down, giving him a look. I couldn't tell if JaeWon saw it or not because of his damn hood, but he kicked my stool playfully. "Speaking of ringing phones, yours died." 

"What?" I asked, confused.

"After you went to sleep last night, I came out here and saw your phone on the counter. The battery was dead, so I threw it away." JaeWon kept his tone and demeanor in nonchalance mode when he told me this.

I hate it how he breaks news so casually to me, as if it was a normal thing to do to a phone when it's out of batteries. I dropped my fork back onto the table. "Yah! Are you kidding me?" Who does that?!

JaeWon angled his face at me, displaying his jaw-line. "What? I can't do that?" As if he read my mind. 

"Of course you can't! Are you serious?" I got up from the stool, turning in different directions expecting to see my phone. I headed over to the sink counters, trying to find the trashcan. "You don't just throw away a phone JaeWon! Where is it?"

"Yah, why are you raising your voice for? You can't be mad at me today," he said calmly, drinking his coffee again.

"Yah, do you have drugs in that coffee you're drinking? Tell me why I shouldn't cuss you out right now. My phone, JaeWon! My new LG cell phone! Haven't you EVER heard of recharging batteries?!" I spun around, staring at him in-disbelief, feeling the anger build up as I tried to drown out the annoying sync of his cell phone still ringing in the background. 

"You can't be mad at me today April, so don't even get worked up right now."
"You – argh! Why not?!" 
"Because." 
"WHY?!"
"Because."
"Why?!"
"Because it's my birthday!" 
"You! Wh – what?" 

JaeWon's cell phone stopped ringing; I stopped spinning around to face him. 

Biting into a piece of bacon as he grinned at me, Yoon JaeWon repeated clearly, "It's my birthday." 

. . .



When appa told me he and umma were going to separate for a while, a year after MiSun's death, I cried. I cried because it meant that there would be never be a chance for us to be a real family. I cried because I felt abandoned by appa once again. I cried because I hated him. 

But when I stood staring at the number C16 engraved on the hospital room door, I could feel all the emotions coming back. 

This was the moment I had subconsciously been dreading ever since I came to Pusan. I had known something was the wrong the night I came home and was surprised to see him with umma; I had known something was wrong when I heard him coughing during that night when he was talking to umma; I had known something was wrong with him because he had came back to Korea.

There was no doubt in my mind he was very sick. 

"I tried calling you, but all I got was the operator. Do you know how worried I was?" Umma's thin and stressed out face stared me down. She eyed the yellow t-shirt I was wearing; I had washed my face, tied my hair up, and tried to look as presentable for her inspection as I could before I came. But, it still wasn't perfect enough. 

"My battery died; there was no way of reviving it," I apologized, stepping aside as a patient passed us in the hall. 

Umma sighed, making me feel guilty. "You can't keep doing this May. You said you'd be here first thing in the morning. It's almost eleven now. No phone call from you – nothing. I was so worried." 

A wave of guilt drummed up and then splashed all over me. I reached out and grabbed umma in a hug. "I'm sorry. Please don't be mad at me." In my mind, I was picturing how I was going to KILL JaeWon with a birthday cake for making me late. If he hadn't insisted that I go with him down to the Hotel laundry room, I wouldn't have been so late. But then again, I wouldn't be wearing this yellow shirt if it hadn't been washed.

"Did you eat breakfast yet?" 
"Yeah."
"Where are you staying?" 
" . . . With a friend." 

"I insisted we stay in Seoul, but your appa wanted to return to Pusan. He plans on discharging from the hospital so that we could stay at our old house . . . ." I looked away, slightly shuddering at the thought of returning to the house that I had lived with MiSun. "So, I want you to try to convince him; I want him to stay with us for the remaining time . . . ."

Umma looked away, blinking. How many times has she cried? All of a sudden, it hit me how oblivious I had been to this serious situation at home. I felt like the worst person on Earth. 

"Is he sleeping or awake umma?" 
"He's awake; we just ate lunch. Go on." 

I expected the gloomy air to hit me right away; the presence of death and depressing emotions – but, instead, I entered a brightly lit hospital room. The blinds of the window were pulled up, allowing the background of the horizon and city to be visible. 

My appa was propped up on pillows, reading a newspaper. There was no sign to how severely sick he was at all; his face was full of life, emotion, and sparkle. He looked like he did not belong here. He was turning a page of the newspaper when he glanced up, seeing me stand by the door. His eyes widened in surprise. "May." 

"Hi," I said, walking towards a seat near his side. I tried to act as normal as I could – as casual as I could, but inside my heart was pounding wildly. 

He smiled at me, the lines creasing together near his eyes. "Hi." 

"How are you feeling?" 
"Good. I'm good. It's not too bad." 

I stared at him, taking in how he looked like after three years. When he started coughing, he tried to play it off by hiding behind the tissue but I saw the blood. The salty sensation burned in my eyes, and I turned, not wanting to look anymore. 

The awkward silence filled the room . . . and I just couldn't take it anymore. 

"You shouldn't have gone to America," I whispered finally. "If you had stayed here, you wouldn't have worked so hard. You wouldn't have lived all alone in such a desolate place . . . you wouldn't be sick." It was stupid to say such a thing, but I was trying to find blame. 

"Are you still mad at me? After all this time?" 
"I can't remember a time when I wasn't." 
"Am I – am I such a horrible person?" 

Of all the things I had expected him to say, I certainly didn't expect that. I looked up, catching my courage. "What?"

"You must think I hate you; the daughter that I never wanted . . . ." He looked away, outside of the window. "I had hoped you would've gone with us to visit MiSun's grave the last time I was in Seoul.But you have no idea how much I love you. I could never choose between you or MiSun – you're both my daughters. "

The scars faded, but all of appa's words were opening up the wounds. But, what else did I expect when I came here? To wish him better health and be on my way? Why couldn't I find the courage to tell him all the things I've wanted to tell him? So, I let go – taking JaeWon's advice to heart. 

". . . Did you love my umma? My real umma? Did you love her?" I turned to him, holding onto the courage I had gathered. 

It was the first time we were ever going to have this conversation. 

Appa turned to me, his eyes burning into mine; our similarities were uncanny but for the first time, I could really see it. I could really see that I had his eyes. "I loved her more than anything."

A chill came over me because I believed his sincere words. "Then why didn't you marry her? Why didn't you marry her instead?" 

Appa didn't answer me; he turned away, guilt splashing all over his face. 

"If you didn't marry her, then why did you want to be with her anyway? Why did you have me? Didn't you think I would be born into a life that –" I couldn't help it, I had to ask. 

For a while, he didn't speak – still keeping that barrier between us. 

I sighed, rubbing my hands together. "I'm not a child anymore appa. I think I grew up before my childhood –" 

"I loved your mother very much; there's no question about it," he cut across my sentence. "We were adults, we knew what we were doing, but we loved each other so much that despite what's right and wrong – we still brought you into this world. We didn't plan on her dying May; I tried committing suicide when I found out. But, I couldn't because of you." His words were slicing me with each syllable. 

I sat still in my seat, feeling the hot tears drip down my cheeks one by one. "You had a funny way of showing it."

"I met your mother when I was still in high school," he continued on, completely oblivious to my painful interjections. "We could've gotten married, but your grandpa wanted me to marry EunHye. With your mother away at college, and I was still in Pusan, I thought I could get over her and go on. But, I couldn't. When I realized how crazy in love with your mother I was, it was too late. I was already married and with a baby on the way." His voice came out strong, but I could see he was breaking. 

I blinked, letting another tear drip down my chin. 

"When I took you back to live with me, I sincerely thought we could all be a family . . . but you and MiSun just couldn't get along," he continued.

I cringed at the mention of her name; although I had forgiven her, I still couldn't stop the tainted memories from flooding back. 

"I knew you two were not getting along; I knew how MiSun's personality was. But, I kept wondering why you two couldn't just get along. It was frustrating, and –" he sighed.

"You have no clue." I realized, staring at him with brimming tears in my eyes. "You have no clue, even after all this time, what hell she put me through appa. Everything that happened during that time, she framed me. The kittens – she killed them. The fight we had that she accused me of slashing her face with the glass – it was all her. Can't you believe me? I tried telling you so many times, but you refused to listen to me. You sent me to that mental institution when I wasn't even crazy appa, but sometimes I feel like I am because of it. MiSun hated me; I didn't hate her appa. I never did anything to her! She would call me the whore's daughter; she would say I had ruined her life." 

He stared at me, watching my tears fall as I broke down. He went quiet as I continued. 

I shook my head, letting the tears flow. "Even now . . . now that she's dead, she haunts me. At the beginning of summer, I met this guy that I thought I liked, but it turned out that he only liked me – he only approached me – because I looked like MiSun. I feel like my life isn't my life because of MiSun – because of what you've done – because you ignored what she did to me. I didn't want to see you ever again, but hearing the news that you're sick – I can't help myself. I understood that you felt guilty for what you've done to MiSun and her mom – having an affair with another woman, but it wasn't okay to throw me aside. I'm so traumatized about relationships, and messed up. Sometimes I feel like I can't even breathe. You left for America; you didn't care how umma and I would take care of ourselves emotionally. You thought I would be fine being let out of that institution, and that I would go on with my life. But, you never thought about the scars I would have appa. You never cared. You didn't CARE! I can't even express my feelings to a guy that I like because of you – because I'm so scarred from rejection and abandonment . . . ." 

Before I knew it, I was swooped into his arms. He held me close; he held me tight, letting me cry. Everything I had ever wanted to say to him broke me down even more once I had said them. Why was it so hard to say these things before? 

"If I could, I would turn back time . . . Believe me when I say I love you more than anything in this world, May. I'm a horrible man for not knowing how to connect his two daughters together. What – what I did was wrong. I shouldn't have . . . . God, what have I done?" I felt him shuddering as he started to cry too, holding onto me. 

The conversation that had been long overdue for us was finally here. After all this time and pain, we finally connected on some level. Everything I wanted to tell him, he listened. And everything I had wanted to ask him, appa answered. It was so candid and heart-wrenching; so bitter and sweet. 

I finally found peace with my appa that day; I finally mended my wounds; I could finally move on.

There's nothing else that could break me again . . . right?
(Chapter 29)

Two breakdowns within twenty-four hours; boy was I on a roll. But, nothing could explain the closure I felt after I talked to appa. For so long, I had wanted to let him know how much I was hurting, and after I did – I felt as though I was whole again; free. 

That was why on my way back to the penthouse suite, I stopped by a bakery to get Yoon JaeWon the largest coffee cake they had. I smiled to myself as I waited for the woman to wrap it up in the box, thinking back to his advice before I left this morning. 

"I guess I should go now huh? I promised umma I'd be there first thing in the morning, but it's already ten-thirty. And since I don't have a PHONE, I can't call her."

"Yah, why is your eye twitching?"

"Huh? Oh, when I get extremely nervous, my eye twitches. Omo, is it doing that right now?"

"That is the ugliest thing I've ever seen. Yah, don't cover it. Let me see!" 

"Stop making fun of me! Can't you see I'm a nervous wreck?!"

"April, look at me. Wait – never mind don't. Look . . . hahahaha I should stop using saying 'look' huh." 

"You're a asshole JaeWon, I'm leaving." 

"No – wait. Listen, stop being nervous okay? He's your appa for god's sake. You go in there and you tell him how much you love him; you need to make him understand how you felt when he abandoned you. Don't break down until it's the right time; let him know how much you want to talk to him. You tell him everything you've ever wanted to say to him. You came to Pusan to see him; you went psychotic about not being able to see him last night, remember? You can't chicken out now, go. Because if you don't – you'll probably regret it for the rest of your life."

". . . You think I went psychotic last night?" 

"April!"

"Sorry, I just – I'm so nervous!" 

"Take a deep breath, let it go . . . there see? Better? Hey, your eye stopped twitching." 

Holding the box tightly in my arms, I entered the hotel lobby through the revolving doors, ready to head up to the penthouse suite. Smiling in content, just as I passed the marble staircase, I stopped dead in my tracks. Even though the hotel was still packed with people bustling about, they easily stood out in their black attires from head to toe. The twins were bickering about something, doing hand movements and the occasional eye rolling. 

"Yah, what are you two doing here?" Remembering the fact that JaeWon had made it clear he didn't want anyone knowing he was here, I didn't even bother saying hi to them. 

"Sunbae's girlfriend.” They stopped talking when they saw me; smiling their identical smiles, they bowed to me.

"Yah, can you two not do that." I glanced around the lobby, hoping no one saw that. 

"Thank god you're back. Sunbae said that if you weren't back by seven, we would have to go looking for you." 
"Yeah, Sunbae said he should've given his cell phone to you so that he could call you." 

Aww, how sweet. Not! Who was the fool that threw my cell phone away in the first place? "What the hell is JaeWon up to now?" I looked around the lobby, expecting to see him jump out of nowhere like he usually does.

"Oh . . . ." The twins exchanged glances; hushed up as if I had dared to cry out God's name in vain. 

"Come on guys; It's not like he'll kill you for saying it. Yoon JaeWon. Say it with me, Yoooooon Jjjjaaaaaaaawwwwwooooonnnnnn." I joked with them. 

They both shook their heads at me. 

I raised an eyebrow, laughing. "Fine, you won. Where is he?" 

"Pool Area." 
"Not swimming though." 

"Pool?" I asked, turning toward the direction. "Why is he there? Getting fresh air?" 

"What's that?" Min leaned in, looking through the plastic at the cake inside of the box I was holding. "Happy birthday? Today is Sunbae's birthday?" 

His brother shook his head. "No, I thought it isn't until another three weeks."
"Wh – what?" I looked at them. "His birthday isn't today?" 
The twins shook their head. "It's in July. It's only the first week of June." 

"Really?" I bit my lower lip, narrowing my eyes. Why did JaeWon tell me it was his birthday today then? What the hell? Without saying another word, I left the twins in the lobby, leaving to find JaeWon. 

Pusan's Five Star Hotel has an outdoor and an indoor pool as I found out five minutes after searching. Because it was summer time, there were a lot of people at the outdoor pool; knowing JaeWon, I knew he would be at the indoor pool for privacy and noise control. So, I cut half the time trying to find him at the outdoor pool.

The indoor pool was spacious and long, approximately twenty-by-twenty feet; twelve-feet deep. The tiles of the pool were imported from the same company that catered to the bathroom tiles of the Venetian – in other words, fancy. The blue water sparkled, reflecting against the walls as waves of its body moved. Lined against the walls were beach-chairs and tables, accompanying the colored lighting. When you talked – it echoed. 

Mayhem was sitting at the far end of the pool, looking irritated at the conversation he was having. He was holding out his cell phone, waiting for the guy across from him to take it. "She can't do this to me. You tell her she can't. Here, take it." 

Only when I was five feet away from him did I realize that it was Danny who was sitting across from JaeWon. They both turned when they heard my footsteps. How funny I must've looked with my wind-blown hair, worn-out shoes, and yellow shirt – all the while holding a large pink box with candles attached on top. To top it off, I looked pissed.

"Hi," Danny said brightly, smiling. Even though he was looking at me, his hands were slowly crunching up a piece of paper back on the table. 

I looked at JaeWon who looked back at me; his hood no longer covering his face. His dark eyes scanned my face. "Danny, why don't you and the twins go get something to eat?" 

"We're not hungry."
"I am." 

"Okay." Danny immediately got up. He took JaeWon's cell phone from him just as it rang. He glanced down, his eyebrows burrowed together as he looked back up.

"Is it?"
"Yeah."

"I'm tired of this shit. Give it to me." Getting up, JaeWon took his cell phone back from Danny. Turning toward the pool, I didn't even have time to blink as JaeWon threw his brand new Samsung model into the pool. 

"Yah, you have a problem of throwing away cell phones?" I blurted out in disbelief, as the phone barely made a splash before disappearing into the deep mass of water. 

"I'll be back then." Danny moved behind me, walking away. 

JaeWon waited until Danny had left before turning to me, scanning my eyes. "You cried."

I reached up to rub them, mumbling, "Yeah."

"How was your appa?" 
"He's not in too much pain now, but . . . ." 
"Did you talk to him?" 
"Yeah, I did." 
"And?" 
"I told him everything I ever wanted to say to him." 

JaeWon smiled at me, as if it was a relief for him too. It was one of the first times he smiled simply because he wanted to – not because of something I said or did to make him smile. He smiled on his own this time. How could I be mad at him when he does that? Glancing down, JaeWon pointed at the pink box I was holding, "What is that?" 

". . . Coffee cake. I got it for you birthday." I settled the box on the table as I started opened it. Placing the candles down on the table, I pulled the large cake out of its box. "As a thanks for your advice. Anyways, the inner layer is coffee; the outer is vanilla and strawberry intermixed. The sprinkles are from Starbucks; bet you didn't know they made them huh? The frosting's really good; it's sweet but not too sweet. I had the lady write Happy Birthday Mayhem because I figured you'd like that more than Yoon JaeWon. Oh! I got you the silly candles too; I figured that'd keep you young," I continued, knowing that JaeWon couldn't take his eyes off of me as I was setting up the cake. "You like it?" 

JaeWon slightly nodded, frowning. "You . . . bought it just now?"
"Yep. Right after I left the hospital." I ripped open the pack of candles, spreading them on the table. 
"So, I guess you're singing Happy Birthday for me too?" His voice dipped, almost into sarcasm. 

"No." I looked up, shaking my head. "I'm gonna rap for you instead. Bryan rapped it to me last year for my birthday; I'll just change some of the lyrics."

"Rap?" JaeWon snickered.

"Yoon JaeWon, you really underestimate me huh?" I questioned, feeling offended for some reason. I guess I expected him to be more in awe because I mention Bryan's name – but then, I realized JaeWon had never seen Bryan rap. 

So, there he was crossing his arm across his chest, an amused smile spread across his lips. "Humor me Apes."

"Fine," I said, recollecting the lyrics in my mind along the beat of the happy birthday song – the slowed down version of course. "Here goes: 

Yo, yo, Happy B to the I to the R-Day/ 
Oh what can I say/
You're one year older//
But it don't matter, you can still lean on my shoulder//
Do what you like, say what you like/
Tell all them haters to take a long ass hike!/
Today's is your day, it don't matter//
Eat all the cake, even get a little fatter//
Cuz why? Shorty, it's your birthday!/
GO! GO! GO!//
Yaddamean? WHOA!//"

Yoon JaeWon was staring at me with large eyes when I finished, as if he had had no clue what I had just done. I grinned widely at him, feeling my cheeks burn from the excitement. I finished to a long silence of nothing. 

Then, the reaction I was waiting for – "AHAHAHAHAHA! What the HELL was that?"

"Isn't that better than singing Happy Birthday?" I mumbled, picking up the candles again, avoiding his eyes. Damn that Bryan! I snuck a look back at JaeWon, secretly enjoying how much hotter he appeared when he smiled so wide like that. JaeWon's eyes were sparkling, allowing the light of the pool to hit his face animatedly as he continued doubling over with laughter. 

"Stop laughing. Help me," I said, sticking in a red candle first, not looking at him again. 

"Ha –" JaeWon was still laughing, picking up a candle. 

Omo, that was so embarrassing! I tried to keep myself composed, but all I felt like was falling apart with laughter. I moved over, putting more candles into cake. I angled my face away from the table, allowing strands of my hair to fall across my face – hoping that JaeWon would stop staring at me. When he didn't, I looked up right into his dark eyes. "Yah, I'm know I'm really pretty. But –" 

JaeWon rolled his eyes, crossing his arms across his chest again, still grinning. "You have no reason to be that conceited. You have something in your eye; eye booger." 

Shit. I glared at JaeWon, "Can't you just refrain yourself from embarrassing me just once?" Irritated, I started to reach up to touch my eye just as JaeWon's hand latched onto my wrist. 

"I could, but I don't want to." 
"Yah! What the –" 

Before I knew it, I was no longer standing within the safety perimeters of the table. I realized that JaeWon had completely lost his mind when we were at the edge of the pool; I was screaming, "NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!" But, it was too late. 

With his arm tightly around my waist, JaeWon spun me around – knocking us both off balance and into the pool – clothes and all. It felt like it all happened in slow motion; the whole rotation, our "Olympic" jump, and the penetration into the body of water. My hair, feet, and arms were flying everywhere; through my screams of protest, all I heard was JaeWon's, "WHOOOOOOOOO!" 

We hit the cool water with a splash, heading straight toward the bottom of the clear blue pool. Water seeped into my clothes, clinging to me. With opened eyes, I reached out and started kicking at JaeWon who was grinning with bubbles floating out of his mouth in front of me.

"You asshole!" I shouted, gulping for air when we came up to the surface – splashing water everywhere.

JaeWon laughed, drawing a hand over his face. "You should've seen the look on your face."

"Oh yeah? We'll see the look on your face when I drown your ass!" I kicked my legs, heading over to him. My ponytail was now shagging on my shoulders, loose strands of hair was everywhere on my face. But, I didn't care – I had to kill JaeWon. I hate the pool!

"Try!" With that, he disappeared back down beneath the surface, kicking a tsunami of water at my face.

"You'll see!" I shouted at him, watching him move underwater like I fish. Pushing off, I reached out and fell back onto the water – doing the freestyle. But JaeWon was already at the other end of the pool. Within a few minutes, he was doing laps around the pool, circling me. 

Man, I'm really out of shape! I breathed, treading water now. 

"Dang Apes, you're out of shape!" He really needs to stop saying the things I'm thinking! I glared at JaeWon as he circled me again, this time on his back. 

"I'm not out of shape!" I scoffed; the best comeback I could come up with. I went back under water again, closing my eyes. Then, I came back up to the surface, brushing my hair out of my eyes. My vision was blurry for a second, but when it cleared – I couldn't see JaeWon anymore. I turned, splashing water, looking for him. There were no other noises in the pool except from me. 

"Yah, JaeWon. Where'd you go?" Kicking my legs, I swam over to the right corner. "Yah, this isn't funny. JaeWon! Fine – I'm getting out!" Just as I about to turn, a wave of water came at my face – nearly snapping my head backwards. How sexy. JaeWon smirked as he floated up in front of me. 

We were now eye-to-eye, nose-to-nose, lips-to-lips, forehead to – you get the point. I nearly felt like I had drowned because I held in my breath. I had never been this close to JaeWon's face before. I scanned his shimmering eyes down to the crease above his top lip; the structure of a chiseled face was breath-takingly intimidating. The water dripping – he was just HOT. 

Silence filled the pool as we stared at each other's faces. JaeWon was probably noticing how pink my cheeks were, how the lashes on my large brown eyes were damp, how my lips parted slightly – how badly I needed a tan. 

"I have a confession to make," JaeWon spoke, barely above a whisper, bobbing in the water in front of me.
" . . . I already know today's not your real birthday," I told him – for once, I was able to read his mind.

"The twins told you huh?" he said, obviously not surprised at all. "I figured you'd already know since they can't keep their mouths shut for shit. But no. That's not my confession." 

I blinked, narrowing my eyes at him. What else did Yoon JaeWon have up his sleeve? "What?" 

"You had ten missed calls from Choi SangWoo blinking on the screen of your cell phone when I saw it on the counter. I should've told you. And if it had been anybody else, I would've. But, not him. So I threw away your cell phone." Somehow, I had expected it, but to hear him confess – I was pissed and flattered at the same time. JaeWon was the scary type when it came to jealousy.

"So you threw away my new LG phone?" I bit my lower lip, inclining my head.

" . . . Are you mad at me?" JaeWon raised an eyebrow, waiting for a bigger reaction

I leaned back in the water, letting out a laugh. "Ahh . . . JaeWon, what am I going to do with you?" I continued kicking my legs, hoping to stay afloat. Aish! This would be more romantic if we weren't in the freakin' water! 

"April?" JaeWon drew closer, causing me to move back until I felt the wall of the pool behind me. 

"Hahahahahaha," I laughed, reaching out to touch the edge of the pool; I couldn't help it. "Aiya, this is too corny JaeWon. My legs are sore from kicking to stay afloat. If you're gonna kiss me, then do it already." 

JaeWon frowned, reaching out to touch the edge of the pool above my shoulder, locking me in. "Hey, you're always saying I ruin the moment. Look who's doing it now. And who said I was gonna kiss you anyway? For all you know, I'm just here to point out that your eye booger's still there."

He was right, shit. I scoffed, turning my head away from him. "You only come close to me to make fun of me right? Yeah well, I bet you couldn't tell what a perfect moment is even if it farted in your face." 

JaeWon turned his head, clearly laughing at my last sentence.

I rolled my eyes at him. "Whatever. I'm getting out, it's getting cold." 

"But, I bet you couldn't tell this was coming." Just as I was about to turn, I felt Jaewon lock me in place as his lips landed on top of mine. Because of the water, our lips were wet, but soft – supple. JaeWon's lips parted as he angled his face; his chin resting against the bottom part of my cheek. The jaw-line that I had always thought sexy was now nestled affectionately against my own. My lips locked on his; my top lip nestled between his lips as the sensation rippled through. We held the affectionate touch with subtlety, drowning in each other . . . 

"BOSS! THEY'RE HERE!" 

AISH! JaeWon and I both snapped opened our eyes, breaking apart. He spun around in the water as I looked up; Danny was running full speed over to us as screams erupted from outside. We could hear the echoes of shouts floating from the lobby. Danny's face was pale as he tried to breathe when he reached us. "JIYONG'S HERE WITH HANSUK!"

Just like that – our moment was over. 

"FUCK!" JaeWon immediately gripped onto the edge of the pool, hoisting himself out. He turned back, helping me get out. We both stood up, dripping wet, breathing heavily. 

"What do we do?!" Danny panicked, turning back to make sure they weren't behind him. 

JaeWon was breathing hard as he looked at me; for the first time, I was seeing him look so worried. "We'll – we'll try to leave through the back. Where are the twins?" 

"They went to get food!" Danny replied. "Remember you told me to go get food, so I told them – "

"I know," JaeWon cut him off. "Look, let's just find a way to leave. Let's go." JaeWon reached for my hand, holding onto my wrist tightly as he led us out. I glanced back at the untouched birthday cake, feeling a heavy feeling in my stomach as we left. What's going on?!

Danny was out first, glancing up and down the hall. People were bustling up and down, horrified looks on their faces. 

"Kim JiYong, why would he be here?!" 
"He would NEVER do something like this!" 
"Go this way then! They're coming from the lobby!"

JaeWon gestured his head toward the group of people who were all heading toward the back. We joined the group crowding down the dimmed hallway, trying to find an exit. 

This all happening too quickly for me to register. 

"NO ONE MOVE!" 

*BAM!*

"AHHHH!" 

A shot was fired; the sound was deafening. Fear spread over me like a drug. I was more awake than I had ever been in my life. I gripped onto JaeWon's arm as we continued heading down the hall. There was a junction at the end of the hallway; sure that we were going to make it out quickly, sure that we could leave, sure that we wouldn't get caught – just then, the backdoor to the staircase opened and a rush of people poured out from upstairs. 

"MOVE!" 
"DON'T JUST STAND THERE!"
"CALL THE POLICE! CALL THE POLICE!" 

"No! Wait! JaeWon!" The grip we had on each other broke as two men fell back towards us, holding out their cell phones. 

Then, the crowd overtook our gap and pretty soon I could no longer see JaeWon. Frantically standing on my tip toes, I looked around, searching for him. "COFFEE! COFFEE!" I shouted, afraid to say his name or they would know. 

"APRIL!" I heard a slight shout, but it was only once before the crowd continued shouting and pushing forward when they saw the figures running down the hall toward us. 

Shit! My eyes widened as I saw the masked figures, holding guns or bats in their hands thundering towards us. Were they all here to get JaeWon?!

"COFFEE!" I screamed at the top of my lungs, only to be drowned out by screams from women who also realized they were carrying guns. By now, I was really panicking. I could feel the fear rise in my throat; my eyes widened as I turned and moved frantically. "CO –" 

"This way!" A hand grabbed onto my elbow, pulling me so hard that I nearly fell into him. 

Choi SangWoo. 

In the dimmed hallway, I hardly recognized that it was him until he spoke. Before I could ask him what the hell he was doing here, he quickly repeated, "We gotta go this way." 

There wasn't any time to ask questions at all. "Wha –" 

"This way is the way out safely."
"No – but I can't. JaeWon –" 
"You want to live or die?! They're here for you too!" 

"No – I can't leave Jaewon!" I struggled, looking frantically around. 

"There's no time! Come on!" SangWoo insisted, pulling me after him . . . People were pushing and shoving, shouting. A loud sound filled my ears and I coudn't see clearly.

You see, I knew I shouldn't have. I knew I should have stayed. I knew I should've trusted my instincts. I knew I should've kicked SangWoo in the balls and run to find JaeWon even if it killed me.

Maybe if I did, maybe if I had taken the risk, I could've saved everything.
(Chapter 30)

He was holding onto my wrist so tightly that it started to hurt. 


I wanted to tell him to just forget about it and let me go. But, I couldn’t find the voice to tell Choi SangWoo so in the middle of all the chaos. His grip on my wrist was pretty much iron-clad as he continued to lead us through scattered groups of people like liquid. He clearly knew where we were going, and because of this determination, it killed my hopes of chicken running away from him to find JaeWon. 

Speaking of JaeWon . . . where the hell are you? I felt foolish feeling like I was missing him already, but I couldn’t help it.

SangWoo continued pulling me along until we reached the end of the hallway. "Turn this way.” He pointed to the right. 

We turned, but stopped dead in our tracks. At least ten figures were occupying the way; they looked up at us when they heard footsteps. A flash of recognition spread across their faces when they glanced at SangWoo and then me. 

"Shit!” In a quick instant, SangWoo jerked me forward down the opposite end. 

And, we were off running. 

"GET THEM!" someone roared. 
"YAH! STOP!" another person screamed.

Like we would stop! Loud footsteps pounded the ground, chasing after us. Running wildly, SangWoo and I headed back down the opposite end, turning at the first corner we saw. 

"Closet! Get in!" Immediately spotting the door, SangWoo pointed at it. I didn't need him to tell me twice. Without hesitation, I yanked it open, tripping on a broom when I ran inside. 

"Shit!” Groaning in pain, I turned, adjusting to the darkness when SangWoo closed the door behind him.

We both stopped moving, breathing breathlessly, listening to the noises outside. Were they still chasing after us? Did they see us turn down this dead-end?

"You all saw that – Choi SangWoo was with that girl." 
"Well – where’d they go?"
"If I KNEW, we wouldn’t be STANDING HERE FOOL! GO FIND THEM!" 

The footsteps were picked up again – running away. 

"They don’t know we’re here." I let out a deep breath, leaning against the wall. That was when I realized how pitch black the room was. The smell of wet hay – don’t ask. Not to mention the tight space. You would think in a hotel as big as this one, the janitor’s closet would be able to contain at least five people – but in the reality, it only fit two people pressed against each other. 

"Yah!"
"Sorry, I thought that was your shoulder."

I reached up, patting the top of my head. Did he think I was that short? Feeling a little cold all of a sudden, I wrapped my arms around myself. This was not good. I was in a dark closet with no vision whatsoever. With Choi SangWoo. Alone. 

"May," SangWoo spoke up.
I jumped, staring at the darkness in front of me. "I’m here."
"I know you are."
Duh. "Oh . . . yeah." 

Awkward silence followed. For a while the both of us didn’t speak at all – just listening to me breathing. Since when did I develop asthma? Oh yeah, probably ever since I’ve met SangWoo and JaeWon – been running away from gangs chasing me; that could be the reason why I contracted it. Crap. I let out a loud sigh, rolling my eyes in the dark. I really don’t know how much I could take anymore. But, my heart started beating a little faster when I heard loud voices and footsteps surrounding us all of a sudden again. Did they come back? It was the worst scenario to be in – standing in a dark, cramped janitor’s closet awaiting death. Why do I get myself into situations like this? Oh yeah, ever since I met SangWoo and JaeWon . . . 

Then it went quiet again. It had just been another group passing by. 

"May," SangWoo spoke up again, breaking our silence. 
"What?" I asked, squinting in the darkness, but I still couldn't even make out his shape. 
"I need you to be perfectly honest with me,” he said; his voice sounded strangely serious. 

Huh? If SangWoo could’ve seen me, I had my what-kind-of-question-are-you-going-to-ask-me-in-the-dark face on. But, it wasn’t anything like that. SangWoo’s question was not what I expected, so you can imagine the shock slapping that look off my face. "Who betrayed JaeWon?" 

A chill ran through my body. Even though SangWoo and I were so close that our body heat could’ve been counted as one temperature, I swear mine shot up a mile ahead of his. "What – "

Before I could continue my sentence, all of a sudden sound bombarded from the other side of the door. This time the loud footsteps were taking long strides as if the owners were familiar with this spot. The footsteps stopped right outside of the closet SangWoo and I was hiding in. When the owners of the footsteps spoke, their voices were loud and clear as if they were standing next to us. 

Then, a sigh. "Fuck, we got called to Pusan for this? Yah, don’t you think we’re better than this?"

A second voice, raspier, answered, "Dude, how long have you been under Kim JiYong? You know he always has his reasons." 

"What I wanna know is where is SangWoo? Where’s Crist?" A third voice joined in – it sounded chillingly familiar. 

I turned to look at SangWoo, but I couldn’t see anything more than the color black. Being temporary blind was getting annoying. I didn’t even know if I was looking in the right direction. I gave up, turning back towards the door, listening to the on-going conversation on the other side. 

Raspy continued, "You know this is strictly between HanSuk and Mayhem." 
"Then why are we here? Last time I checked we follow Kim JiYong," Sigh snapped, clearly irritated. 
"We do. That’s why we’re here," Raspy replied; he was clearly the more "intelligent" one in the group.

"Shouldn’t we – shouldn’t we be looking for Mayhem then? Isn’t that the order?" the third voice spoke again – my god, where have I heard that voice before?

A silence followed – as if Sigh and Raspy was giving the third voice a look. Then, the unmistakable sound of a cigarette being lit could be heard. 

"We’re supposed to be looking for the girl too," Raspy spoke up again. "I heard it’s Mayhem’s new girlfriend."
"Girlfriend? Wait a minute – I thought he’s still linked to T. Did I miss something?" Sigh responded. 
"Mayhem went out with T?" the third voice intervened again – a name, any name. I know this voice! 

And who the hell is T? Even though it wasn’t the right time to, I could still feel my curiosity meter rise. Who are they talking about? Even though I subconsciously knew I couldn’t possibly be the first girl to JaeWon, it didn’t help the fact that I was hearing this from strangers on the other side of a smelly closet. Speaking of which – what has happened to me? Since when had I turned into such a coward? Why didn’t I just go out there and kick them all in the balls and run? There's only three – me and SangWoo could take them. Wasn’t I still the same girl that went with Lina to confront Mayhem's gang for being Feet up? 

Just as he felt me move, somewhere out of the darkness, SangWoo’s arm shot out and locked me in place. 

"What are you doing?"
"I’m not scared of these bastards. Let's go out there and teach them a lesson."
"Don’t."
"If you don't want to, I'll do it. What are they going to do? Hit a girl?"

"I’m serious. Don’t." It was the first time I heard SangWoo’s tone lowered firmly. 

But, it wasn’t his tone that made me change my sudden impulse. Another loud and quick footstep turned the corner, followed by that he/she voice I had grown to hate. "Yah, what the fuck are the three of you doing here?"

"Shit, "Sigh mumbled; he must’ve been the closest one to the door. 

”I thought the order was for everyone to be looking for Yoon JaeWon and that bitch of his? You think you came here for a vacation? You think we risked shutting down the hotel for the three of you to be standing in this corner smoking a cigarette?" HanSuk barked at them. An image of his feminine face flashed in my mind.

"Dang, sorry."
"Hey man, relax. He’s as good as caught."

"Yeah well, then where is he?! You want me to report this to JiYong?! Get the fuck out of here and search!" HanSuk growled.

Sure enough, the three could be heard retreating. But just as their footsteps died down as they left, another pair of footsteps could be heard practically running toward the door. What is this – meet me by the janitor’s closet day for the gang? Yet, the thought of HanSuk being alone on the other side of the door excited me. I turned to the direction I thought SangWoo would be. With SangWoo’s boxing skills and my enthusiasm, we could kick that he/she’s ass! Yeah! Good plan!

But before I could express my plan to SangWoo, someone spoke up to HanSuk. 

"You promised."

Flo. Flo was on the other side of the door. Flo was talking to HanSuk now.

"What?"
"You promised. But, look at what you’re doing to my hotel. My parents will kill me. You promised."

"Yah, are you a woman? Promised? Don’t you know any better? Loyalty and promises are kept by and to other gang members, but not to affiliates. If you’re not apart of the family, anything I say to you is gone with the wind. Got it? "HanSuk answered.

"Don’t give me that bullshit. You said that if I told you where JaeWon is staying, you wouldn’t cause a scene. But look at what’s going on. The police are being called!" Flo argued. 

That BASTARD! I clenched my fist together, understanding the question SangWoo had asked me earlier – who had betrayed JaeWon? I couldn’t believe it. Flo! How would this have happened? Why did Flo betray JaeWon? Why? Wait until JaeWon finds this out – 

"Shut the fuck up. You’re not only dealing with me anymore. You’re dealing with Kim JiYong too – have you forgotten?" HanSuk continued cussing at him.

"But –" Flo started.

I had heard enough. Frankly, I didn’t care anymore. These two conniving bastards needed to be taught a lesson. After all, I am still the same girl who went with Lina to confront Mayhem’s gang at Feet’s house not too long ago. 

I made up my mind. Before SangWoo could stop me, I kicked open the closet door. HanSuk had been standing directly in front of the door which was why he fell face forward when it swung open. Flo had been standing in front of HanSuk, confronting him – so naturally, he fell back and HanSuk was now on top of him. It would’ve been funny if I wasn’t gong to die in like five minutes when their followers would be swarming us. 

"No!" SangWoo had grabbed onto my arm when we spilled out of the closet like a scene from a detective movie. 

"Too late,” I told him, looking down at HanSuk and Flo laying on each other. 

"AISH!"
"FUCK!" 

HanSuk quickly turned around to look up. His eyes widened as his mouth twisted into an ugly sneer when he saw us. With his hair pulled back in a ponytail, he looked more feminine than ever. Gah! I blinked, looking down at him. As he started to move, I started to panic. What next? Without thinking, my leg shot out and kicked him hard in his stomach. I had never kicked anything that hard before – even when I used to played soccer, I hadn’t used that much force on the ball which was why I was benched most of the time. But that’s completely irrelevant to my point – my point is the hate I had for HanSuk was overwhelming. The way he had slapped me the last time we had met flashed before my eyes. The way he had sent Righty to attack me at the back of Sansachun . . . 

"Yah, he/she, not so tough now that you're on the floor huh?" I shouted, angling my shoe at his side as I whacked against his stomach again, taking full-advantage of the situation. Now, I got the saying: kicking someone when they’re down – especially when the jerk deserves it. "Don't you EVER slap me again!" 

"BITCH!" he shouted, fumbling to get up. 

Omo! Before I even blinked – that was when everything happened quickly. I had forgotten for a split second who I was kicking – what kind of person I was dealing with. Within the split second I had glanced at Flo to make sure he was there, because he was next, HanSuk had regained a stance. Before I knew it, I was jumped – literally, jumped on. If you’ve ever watched American football, you’d understand what I mean. The pain immediately jolted up my entire body as I felt my back hit the wall with a loud thump. My head snapped back and the pain spread like nerves sparking. FUCK! HanSuk pressed his entire body weight against me as he breathed in my face. Gross! 

"GET OFF ME!" I screamed, feeling the pain burn to my bones. 

"You fucken bitch!" That fucken animal. He reached up to pin my hands against the walls. Up close, his face was much more unpleasant than at a glance. His nostrils flared at me, killing oxygen; I felt sorry for the air that he breathed in. 

I struggled as he continued pinning me to the wall. But, my struggle didn't last long. 

*Click*

HanSuk’s eyes slid away from mine as we both turned our heads to see the gun barrel pointed directly at his temple. Choi SangWoo’s jaw muscle twitched as he steadied the sliver automatic, lowering it out of HanSuk’s peripheral view. "Let her go."

"Shit!"

Even though I was in pain and felt as though I couldn’t breathe, the shock of seeing a gun so up close quickly pulled every remnant of reality back to me. I suddenly realized the kind of situation I was in. I had underestimated the whole entire situation; what had I been thinking?! I was now pinned to a wall by a he/she gangster; Choi SangWoo was pointing at gun to his head; Flo had gotten up and was already running away from the scene – no doubt getting reinforcements; I’m going to die right? 

Then to my surprise, HanSuk chuckled. He removed his body weight off of me and I could finally breathe again, letting the pain ride out. That he/she! I pressed a hand against my chest, coughing. HanSuk rolled up the sleeves of his shirt as he stepped back, watching the gun SangWoo was still holding to his head. 

"You sold out big time." HanSuk shook his head. Shoving his left hand into his pockets, he raised his right to point a finger at my face. "Why didn’t you just sock me in the face when you saw me jump on her? After all this time I had thought you’d gotten over your guns. Is this how you want to end this? Throw away everything for your ex-girlfriend look-a-like? You’re pathetic."

What is he talking about? I looked back over to SangWoo.

"What would you know? Don’t you prefer men?" SangWoo retorted.

"FUCK YOU!" Maybe SangWoo had hit a nerve because the next thing I knew HanSuk was colliding full-speed at him.

"Get out of the way." SangWoo shoved me aside just as HanSuk knocked into him.

I fell hard against the wall again, watching in terror as the gun dropped from SangWoo’s hand, spinning uncontrollably on the floor. The two of them pounced on one another; fists started flying in all directions. SangWoo grabbed a handful of HanSuk’s shirt as he slammed a fist right into the bridge of his nose. With blood spurting all over his face, HanSuk blindly pounded SangWoo’s shoulders. Back and forth, they rotated punches until HanSuk caught SangWoo’s jaw with an open hand. 

"YOU’RE GONNA DIE! JIYONG IS GOING TO KILL YOU!"
"DON’T TALK ABOUT THINGS YOU DON’T KNOW!"

I got up, grabbing onto my right arm which was numb by now, when I heard the inevitable shouts of HanSuk’s reinforcements coming. Panicking, I ran full-speed for the gun. I had never touched a gun before in my whole entire life, and now was definitely not a good time for a first time. But it was split second decision, I had to. The metal felt heavier than I anticipated, but I turned back, aiming it downwards toward HanSuk’s face. "STOP IT!"

HanSuk, with blood all over his face, looked up at me in a surprise; SangWoo, taking advantage of his attention being diverted, made a final blow to his face. HanSuk snapped back, groaning as he spitted out blood before collapsing on the ground. SangWoo got up, wiping the back of his hand against his own mouth as he tasted the blood from his lip. 

"WHAT THE FUCK?!"
"KILL THEM!"

SangWoo and I both turned to see death.

At least twenty guys had surrounded the corner; the leader, Righty, had a crazed look on his face when he saw his boss on the ground rolling in blood. The guys behind him clenched their fists, growling. Righty stared at me, recognizing me as he glanced at SangWoo. 

Oh my god. My heart officially stopped. 

"Do it," SangWoo told them, holding onto his side for some reason. 

I turned to him in horror. Did he just say what I heard him say? Nooooo, I don’t want to die. WAH! I take it back! I take it back! Can we go back to where you and I were in the closet – before I decided to be Superwoman and kick HanSuk? Please, can we go back?! 

Righty narrowed his eyes, his face turning red with anger. “JiYong is going to kill you – literally.” 

"Maybe. But, he’ll want to personally do it,” SangWoo replied calmly, scanning the group in front of him. "He probably won’t appreciate you doing it for him. Seems like you don’t know him too well."

Who the hell is Kim JiYong? Why is he so important that these guys keep referring to him? I swallowed hard, trying not to faint as I stared at the deadly faces in front of me. If push came to shove, looks like SangWoo and I will have to kick their asses, I thought – getting myself mentally ready for the showdown.

"Let’s go." I jumped when SangWoo’s hand was wrapped around my wrist again. No showdown.

Go? We can’t just go! There was no possible way we could get out of there without being killed – SangWoo had practically mutilated HanSuk, who (by the way) was knocked out on the floor. But, we did. SangWoo pulled me closer as he started to walk, making me follow him. Any minute now, I anticipated them striking. But nothing happened. When we reached the barrier of HanSuk’s gang, SangWoo narrowed his eyes at them – causing them to part, making way for us, one-by-one. Why did he have so much power over HanSuk's gang? Am I missing something?

"Everyone is right. You really are pathetic now," Righty scoffed when SangWoo passed him. 

"And yet you’re the one moving out of his way. Hmm . . . I see the party started without me." I felt as though my heart dropped into the pit of my stomach, and then exploded in fireworks. Just hearing his voice made me realize how much I needed to hear it. I looked up, catching my breath when I saw Yoon JaeWon standing a couple of inches away from us. Behind him, Danny and the twins were all carrying metal bats. 

JaeWon! I wanted to scream – imagining myself waving up a large poster with his name scrawled across while jumping up and down. But when I quickly noticed how bruised his face already was, it placed me back into reality. No doubt JaeWon already had his fair share of fights. His bottom lip was cut, swelling. The bruise on his upper right cheek bone had pain written all over it. All I wanted to do was run to him, but when I moved SangWoo’s hand tugged me back. 

"JaeWon, we were JUST going to look for you!" someone in HanSuk’s gang said, causing a ripple of laughter to spread through them. 

"Funny, how are you fuckers going to laugh when we cut off your balls and mail them to your families?" Danny, who was standing behind JaeWon, smirked as he lifted up a baseball bat onto his shoulder. 

"Yeah, bitches!" the twins shouted in unison from behind him, doing an obscene movement. 

The laughter died immediately. 

Look at me JaeWon. Look at me. Why aren’t you looking at me? I was staring a hole into him, but Yoon JaeWon didn’t even glance at me. His eyes were on HanSuk’s unconscious body on the ground, to Righty and his gang, and then dead set on SangWoo’s. But, he never looked at me once. 

It was so strange. In that moment, I felt like I was just a stranger to him. I had thought I knew who JaeWon was – the guy I had spent the night with last night, eating breakfast with this morning, kissing just minutes ago . . . But right now, it wasn’t Yoon JaeWon standing in front of me – it was Mayhem. I felt as though I truly didn’t know who he was when it all boils down to it. In a way, it was incredibly disappointing but incredibly alluring. You see, this was vital to Yoon JaeWon’s charm – you never know what you’re gonna get. It scared me to death.

"You know we have orders to kill you right?" Righty spoke up strongly, but he was inching back into the group behind him.

You couldn’t blame him though. The look in JaeWon’s eyes was dead scary. They were narrowed, giving you a sense that he was looking at you but not directly because he was thinking of ways to cause you slow pain. JaeWon, or should I say, Mayhem lifted up his chin, challenging Righty. "You can certainly try, but how are you going to do that with one eye? "

"What?" Righty scoffed. 

"You know – " All of a sudden, Danny’s arm shot up and a small bag smacked Righty in his right eye. It burst as a hiss came out from it. Something resembling smoke quickly rose from it. 

"AHHHHHHHHHHHHH! IT BURNS!" Righty screeched, jumping around in a circle, clutching his eye.

“No shit!” JaeWon scoffed.

All hell broke loose.

"ARGH!" Loud shouts and commotion ensued as if someone turned up the volume to the scene. All of a sudden, there was a rush. Bodies collided and slammed about. One minute JaeWon was standing in my view, and the next I could no longer tell where he was when he, Danny, and the twins were completely enveloped by HanSuk's gang. HanSuk’s gang versus Mayhem. Twenty to four . . . 

"We gotta go NOW!" I wanted to scream at SangWoo when he tugged me forward, pushing a guy to his face so that we could run out of the fight pit. I wanted to shout at SangWoo to let me go; if he didn't want to help, at least don't run – not like this. But when I saw how much blood SangWoo was loosing from his stomach, my conscience got the better of me. Pretty soon, I was running alongside SangWoo down the hall – away from the fight pit – toward the exit – passing even more guys who were all running towards the fight. 

I’m so sorry JaeWon.

. . .



"I’m fine."

"No, you’re not. We have to get you to a hospital."

"May, I’m telling you I’m fine. It’s not that deep. Open the glove compartment."


He was lying. Why did Choi SangWoo have to lie to me? I wasn’t blind. I could see how deep the cut actually was, and how bad he was bleeding. For a split second during their fight, HanSuk had withdrawn a switchblade and pierced it into SangWoo’s stomach. That was why SangWoo had knocked him out cold with fury when HanSuk was distracted by the gun I pointed at him. 

After we had escaped, SangWoo and I had jumped into a car Reno had set up for SangWoo outside. We had driven away, but not too far because SangWoo was in pain. Now, parked in some random parking lot, he was still being stubborn about his injury. Exactly what was SangWoo doing? 

But, you only got away because all the other gang members were too occupied with going after JaeWon. Trying to clear my vision and steady my shaking hand, I popped open the glove compartment for SangWoo to reach across. He rummaged through it until retrieving a large white wrap – white bands doctor’s use to wrap around open wounds. Finding an opening with his teeth, SangWoo ripped open the bag. He groaned slightly as he took off the white shirt he was wearing; unrolling the band, he started wrapping it tightly around his stomach where the cut was. 

"Here, let me do it.” Not wanting to see him struggle like that, I offered. 

SangWoo sat straight up, holding up his arms as I leaned across from my seat. The deep gash was so bloodied that I tried to avoid looking at it as much as possible. “I think that’s good enough. Can you still breathe?” After tying the band, I sat back in my seat, glad to see that there wasn’t any blood seeping through it. 

"Yeah." SangWoo held the spot for a second before putting his shirt back on. Sitting back in his seat, he let out a breath – letting the pain ride out. 

For a while the both of us didn’t say anything. What had happened at the hotel was so out of control. But, JaeWon. I wanted to get back to JaeWon. If something had happened to him, I couldn’t forgive myself. 

"Is there – is there any way you could contact JaeWon?" I spoke finally, glancing at SangWoo. 

He turned away as if he hadn’t heard me.

". . . I just – I just want to know if he's okay. I –" I tried to go on, but I couldn't bring myself to say: I just want to know if he's alive. 

SangWoo noticed how I had lost my words because when he spoke up, it was the epitome of what suppressed anger would sound like, stinging me with every syllable. "I warned you. I told you to tell JaeWon to stop pushing HanSuk’s buttons. I told you if he raged war against JaeWon, it would be one of the worst things to happen right now – especially now that Kim JiYong is back. You’re in the middle of a gang war, May – people die. It’s not a game. You saw with your own eyes what happened back at the hotel. I risked everything to get you out. And now you’re telling me you want me to call Yoon JaeWon for you? Huh?" 

I bit my lower lip, not fully comprehending the magnitude of his words until they started to really hit me one by one. If SangWoo was saying all that to me because he was in pain, I couldn’t blame him, but I felt jaded. I closed my eyes, filling the tears welling up. I wanted to stop myself, but the words came spilling out before I realized they were. "Then why did you come to get me? Why did you appear out of nowhere? You really didn’t have to SangWoo. I thought we ended our twisted relationship. Because every time I look at you, I think of MiSun. I think of how you screwed me over because all you saw when you looked at me was my dead half-sister. I never swore any loyalty to you, so why did you come to get me?"

I suppose it made me feel better after saying that – giving him back words just as equally stinging. 

"Because I fucken like you.” As if it was just any other word, Choi SangWoo shut me up – all the same. 

I shook my head, staring straight ahead. “You like a person that doesn’t exist anymore SangWoo. I look so much like her don’t I? But, I’m not her."

"STOP!" He turned, glaring at me. I could feel the color draining from my face when I saw SangWoo’s red eyes boring into mine. "Stop your sentimentalist shit. HOW MANY TIMES DO I HAVE TO TELL YOU I DON’T SEE YOU AS MISUN ANYMORE?! WHY CAN’T YOU UNDERSTAND THAT?! AND LET IT GO! I COULD’VE LET YOU DIED TODAY, BUT I DIDN’T! I WAS THERE. I CALLED YOU TO WARN YOU, TO WARN JAEWON THAT SOMEONE HAD BETRAYED HIM IN HIS PITIFUL CIRCLE AND THAT HANSUK WAS GOING TO SHOW UP AT THE HOTEL, BUT YOU NEVER PICKED UP THE PHONE. HOW DO YOU THINK I FELT WHEN I FOUND OUT YOU WERE AT A HOTEL WITH YOON JAEWON?!"

I stared at him, speechless. Had I asked for it? Probably.

"I shouldn’t care, I told myself. You weren’t MiSun. My MiSun would never look at Yoon JaeWon twice. But, I couldn’t sleep the entire night just knowing that you two were together. Why did it bother me? I don't know. But, that's when I realized I care, even though you don’t deserve an ounce of my concern. But, I couldn’t let you die – not when you haven’t realized who JaeWon really is, and definitely not when I didn't have my chance to tell you the truth about all this.” SangWoo turned away, not allowing me to see his face anymore.

"SangWoo, don’t –" I closed my eyes, biting my lower lip. All of a sudden, I felt like a horrible person. I wished he had never said any of that to me – I couldn’t live with it now. 

Still fuming, he ignored me as he reached over to retrieve his cell phone from on top of the dashboard. Without saying another word, SangWoo handed it to me. 

I don’t think I’ll ever understand why, after what he had just said to me, he would still hand me the phone to call JaeWon. But, I didn’t have much time to wonder why – 

"APRIL!"

Just as I was about to reach for it, something suddenly impacted the side of my window, rocking the car. I jumped, turning to look in fear of perhaps the gang catching up to us. But, it wasn’t just any gang member who was standing outside. Wait a minute – who else would call me April? It was JaeWon. Mayhem. No – it was Yoon JaeWon.

JAEWON! I wanted to scream. Oh my god! Oh my god!

"Get out of the car," he demanded. Without waiting for me to unlock the locked car door, without hesitation, JaeWon punched the back window of the car. Glass shattered, tinkling into million of pieces. Whether he felt pain or anything, JaeWon never showed it as he reached over to unlock my side of the car door. He jerked it open with such force that the car almost lurched forward. Without saying anything to me, JaeWon reached inside, latched onto my arm, and pulled me out. 

"Stupid! You could’ve waited for me to open the door! That was unnecessary! Your hand’s bleeding! Yah, Jae –" I stared in horror at the blood trickling down his left hand.

”Come on. We don’t have much time. They’re still chasing me,” JaeWon mumbled, pushing me toward the black BMW parked behind, at an angle, of SangWoo’s red mustang. 

Inside, Danny and the twins were sitting in the backseat, waiting for JaeWon. They waved to me – as if they hadn’t been involved in a life-and-death fight just minutes ago. Danny’s forehead was cut badly while both his eyes were blackened; the twins each had various scratches on their faces, both identical lips were bleeding. How on earth did they manage to escape with all body parts attached, and with only brusies and scratches?!

"WHAT DO YOU THINK YOU'RE DOING?!" SangWoo had gotten out of the car, shouting so loudly everyone turned to look at him. The look on his face was livid. He stared at JaeWon, surprise and disbelief spread across his face. 

Completely unexpected. Without reason. Ignoring all senses. Turning around, Yoon JaeWon pulled out a gun – his arm extended out, long and steady as the midnight black metal glinted when it directed towards SangWoo’s face. 

I gasped, staring at the unreal scene with my jaw dropped. What's he doing?! 

"FUCK YEAH!" Danny shouted from inside the car. 

"ABOUT TIME! DO IT SUNBAE!" the twins screamed, urging JaeWon on. 

"It’s been too long, and I’m itching to just pull the goddamn trigger. Give me a good reason SangWoo, please give me a good reason and I swear to God . . . ." With an expressionless face and a voice not his own, JaeWon’s steady hold on the gun scared me so much that I couldn’t feel my body. There was no way he could . . . I wanted to stop JaeWon from committing murder, but I didn’t trust myself. I don’t know what I would’ve done if JaeWon really did pull the trigger.

SangWoo narrowed his eyes at the gun, and then looked at me. I looked back at him, shaking my head. SangWoo's fists clenched together as his eyes flashed. Then, he repeated through his shock, "What do you think you're doing? WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU THINK YOU'RE DOING?!"

The look of pure hatred flashed across JaeWon’s face; even through the bruises and scratches he had on his face, it showed so clearly. But, he couldn’t shoot him – 

"OH MY GOD! IS MAYHEM GOING TO SHOOT CRIST?!" Loud roars of not one, but two race engines butchered the silence that had settled on the parking lot.

"SUNBAEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!" the twins screamed from the backseat. "GET IN AND DRIVE! SHOOT HIM LATER!!!"

Righty was the driver in the first BMW that encircled the parking space while the second BMW followed him. The cacophony of the loud VS engines installed grew louder and louder as they started to get closer to us. All the windows were rolled down, displaying arms that were holding guns. 

"We gotta go! We gotta go!" Regardless of the situation that had unfolded between him and SangWoo, I grabbed at JaeWon’s arm before climbing into the BMW through the driver’s seat. My heart was thumping wildly in my chest as I fell into the passenger’s seat. "JAEWON!" We’re gonna die! 

As if he had been in trance, JaeWon finally broke away from it when he saw the two cars going full-speed towards us. Seeing all the guns pointed at him quickly placed JaeWon into action. Forgetting all together about shooting SangWoo, within a split second, he was in the driver’s seat, slamming the car door behind him. Stepping full-speed on the gas pedal, the wheels screeched as smoke formed from the unprovoked friction – surrounding the car. Spinning the wheel with urgency, the BMW swayed uncontrollably. 

"WAHHHHHH!" Danny and the twins shouted in the backseat, holding onto dear life as they fell almost on top of one another. I was pressed against my side of the door, powerless to stop the spin because my own inertia prevented me from it.

”I thought we beat the life out of them all! Multiplying fuckers!" JaeWon cursed, shifting gears and finally getting a hold of the car’s alignment. He glanced at the rearview mirror to see the other two cars gunning for him. With a forward shift and click, the BMW’s acceleration meter shot up. It shrieked as it darted out of the parking lot, twisting violently onto the road. Right behind us, Righty’s car and the other one followed, increasing their speed – tailing us. 

*BAM!* 

A gunshot. 

They shot at us. 

"WAHHHHH!" Danny and the twins ducked in the back seat, screaming. 

I turned back, looking through the back window to see that the bullet had barely missed the top of the back window – hence the streak across it. "THOSE BASTARDS! ARE YOU GUYS OKAY?!"

JaeWon, with his dark eyebrows burrowed together, glanced up at the rearview mirror. The two cars snarled behind us, snapping as they started to catch up to our bumper. Drafting.

"Put your seatbelts on.” Taking his feet off the gas pedal for a split second, JaeWon shifted gears again. Then, applying pressure, the BMW engine let out a fierce cry as JaeWon intercepted into a lane. Shooting into the far left lane, he maneuvered the wheel with dexterity, allowing the speed to adjust as it went up to a 120 miles per hour.

I’m going to die! I closed my eyes, clinging onto my seat belt as I felt the rush. There was no quiet space in my mind to think about what had happened and what will happen. From the sudden attack at the hotel to talking to SangWoo to now being chased at over a 100 miles per hour by gangsters – I couldn’t think. All I thought about was I was going to die – for sure. I was playing with fire, and I was going to get burned. 

*BAM!* 

OH GOD!

Another shot hit the right side of the backdoor. 

I opened my eyes to see Righty on my right. He was leaning out of his car window, doing an obscene gesture I’ve seen in foreign movies. With a large bruise swelling on his chin, he looked even more grotesque as he made a face at me. I turned back to JaeWon, looking past him to see the car on the left. They were both parallel to each side of our car windows. 

Shifting gears again, JaeWon shot the BMW up an inch ahead; he took the momentum to revolve the wheel under his hands so that the BMW now shifted in front of Righty’s car for a second before dashing across to the right lane. The other two cars quickly recovered; with their engines roaring, they closed in, flanking our right and left sides as if the change in lanes did nothing to slow them down. There was no way we could escape them even though the road up ahead was empty. Either way – racing cars or being chased in cars both have the same consequences.

”Let's take them for ride." I heard JaeWon say as he bit his lower lip. No ride! I wanted to tell him. But, over the roar of engines, I doubted he could've heard me. Leaning forward while keeping a firm hand on the steering wheel, JaeWon snapped open a tiny box underneath the CD compartment, a red button appeared. Nos. 

Have you ever felt sheer speed? No – not the kind of speed you calculated in Physics class, and then thinking afterwards that .012548 seconds couldn’t possibly be the answer. Sheer speed – as in feeling it with your entire body – your heart jumping into your throat, your breath caught in your lungs, your eyes popping out of their sockets – that kind of speed. 

Because as soon as JaeWon hit Nos, the BMW felt like it was finally released from all confinements. Speeding up to over 140 miles per hour, I could no longer read the speed meter because it was all a blur. 

"WAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!" Danny and the twins screamed in the backseat, thudding against their seats even with their seatbelts on.

"AHHHHH!!!" I screamed, closing my eyes as I felt force pushing me back against my seat. I reached out blindly, clinging onto my own seatbelt. The rush of the engine and the shrieks of tires filled my ears. 

"Shit." I opened my eyes when I heard JaeWon curse – with good reason to too. We were nearing an open road now, merging into main traffic. To our right, which we had already passed, was the entrance of a road leading up to the mountains. 

With Righty and the other car still behind us, JaeWon had to do some quick thinking. So, he did the only thing he could – JaeWon stepped on the brake. 

"OOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHHH SHHHHIIIIIEETTTTTT!" Danny, the twins, and I screamed in unison as the car spun – at a measured degree, the BMW spun around in a full circle. Skid marks engraved itself permanently on the road. The smell of gas and rubber reached our noses. Smoke surrounded the car and air when the BMW turned back, facing back at Righty's car which was now on our left and the other car which was on our right. 

It looked like a racing scene from a movie, but living it was completely different. 

Shifting the gear up once again, JaeWon gunned the gas pedal and the car shot forward. It looked like he was doing a washing motion on the wheel because the BMW then turned sharply up the entrance to the mountain road. 

*BAM!*

*BAM!*

Shot after shot fired after us, but Righty’s car and the other one couldn’t have turned back so quickly to catch up to ours; the angry sounds of their engines spoke up for them. As JaeWon climbed the BMW higher and higher on the mountain way, he continued gunning the engine. The BMW slowed down somewhat to cater to the sharp turns, but JaeWon continued challenging the speed. 

Then, taking one final turn when it felt like we were all the way at the top of the mountain road, at a clearing, JaeWon started to slow the car down. Glancing back, when he was sure they had not followed us, he slowed the BMW as the engine started hissing. No matter how tricked out the BMW had been, it wasn't design to race. 

It started to crawl to a stop. Then, stopped completely at the end of the clearing. 

For a while, no one said anything.Then –

"THAT . . . WAS THE MOST FUCKEN AWESOME THING I HAVE EVER EVER EVER EXPERIENCED!" Danny shouted, jumping out of the car. His hair was standing up in all different directions, but he could care less as he smiled broadly – ignoring the cut on his lip. He reached out to hug JaeWon – this is like the hundredth time I’ve seen him hug JaeWon, and I must’ve been used to it because I couldn’t even bring myself to make fun of it. Maybe it was because I was still in shock; I sat still in my seat, breathing while my heart was thumping wildly in my chest. 

"DAMN SUNBAE! WE KNEW YOU LIKE TO RACE, BUT DAYUM! NOW I SEE WHY YOU’RE SO SEXY! MARRY ME!" Min, one of the twins, threw his arms around JaeWon as he got out, clinging onto him. 

"GET OFF SUNBAE! DUDE! THAT WAS FUCKEN AWESOME!" Tae, his brother, threw him away from JaeWon. 

"DAMN! My favorite part is when he served the car all the way over to the right lane. WHOOSH!"
"MY favorite part is when Sunbae braked the car, and then spun us in circles, and then shooting right into the opposite direction of those bastards that chased us. Did you see the looks on their faces?!"
"I know! That was fucken great! Man! That was better than anything!"
"Better than beating the crap out of anybody!"
"Better than shooting at anyone!"
"Better than an orgasm!"

Danny and Min turned to stare at Tae. 

"WHAT THE FUCK IS WRONG WITH YOU. Y – "

We almost died! We almost frickin’ died and they’re acting like it was just a fun ride?! Hearing them talk like our lives hadn't really been in danger, like a Hollywood car-chase sequence, I pulled myself out of my shock. Ignoring the pain on my arm, I un-strapped my seatbelt. My knees almost gave out when I got out of the car, but when I regained my balance – angrily, I stalked around the car to where the boys were standing – laughing like hyenas.

"Yah! Is this so funny to guys?! You think death is funny?!" I didn’t see the funny part in any of it. We could’ve been killed. The car could’ve hit something along the road, flipped, and we’d all be dead right now – Danny and the twins wouldn’t be gaping at me and Yoon JaeWon wouldn't be smirking at me through that bruise on his face. 

”Yeah . . . but, we’re not dead. That’s why we’re celebrating – we’re not dead . . . ." Danny's smile faded as he saw the look on my face. He pointed to himself, and then slapped each of the twins upside the head. "Solid? See? We’re not dead. "

"Ow!"
"Hey!"

I stared at them, and then looked back to see JaeWon just looking back at me. 

"Huh . . . ." I nodded. Placing both hands on my hips, I glared at them. “Wow, you're so brave! Right. Death's a game right? So funny!” Spinning around, I stomped away. I didn't know where I was going, but I was just going to leave. Call me childish and emotional, but I just didn’t think it was something to celebrate. Sure – it was fun, thrilling. But the thought of a car crash – the thought of dying . . . .

"April! Don’t you hear me calling you?” I didn't hear JaeWon coming after me through my thoughts, so I nearly screamed my brains out when he grabbed onto my elbow, twisting me around to face him. 

"What?!"
"What – why – why do you do this? What do you keep doing this to me?! God, why do you girls do this?!"
"WELL EXCUSE ME FOR HAVING A UTERUS!"

In our day-to-day conversations, it would’ve been funny, but not now – now when we were both exhausted and frustrated. 

I turned away, not wanting to look at him. Funny – it should’ve been the other way around. But then, this overwhelming wave of emotion just crashed on top of me. I felt as though I didn't have any control over myself anymore. I spun around, and before JaeWon could react – 

I hugged him.

Stupid fool had me so worried about him! I grabbed onto the front his shirt, holding a handful of it in my palm, jerking JaeWon towards me. Pulling him into me, I wrapped my arms around his waist, erasing the space between us. Even though it looked funny, I didn’t care. Having JaeWon so close to me, I couldn’t resist. With our bodies enclosed, I rested my head against his chest. I held him close to me, feeling his beating heart thump alongside my ear drums.

"We could've died JaeWon," my voice was muffled into his chest. 

If JaeWon was surprised, I didn't see his face. 

"AIGO! HOW CUTE!" 
"OOOO!" 

Ignoring Danny and the twins in the background, I felt JaeWon returning my hug as his hands came up on my back, returning the embrace. 

After what had all just happened, I wanted to tell him that Flo had betrayed him. I wanted to apologize to JaeWon for leaving him at the hotel and going off with SangWoo. I wanted to tell him how happy I was when he came to take me with him. I wanted tell him he was an idiot for pointing that gun at SangWoo. I wanted to tell him that I wanted to kill him for playing with our lives with that car chase. I wanted to tell him that I was so scared for him because of how out of control this gang war had gotten. I wanted to tell him so many things. 

I hugged him so hard that I felt pain. But what I didn’t want to tell JaeWon was the hardest. I didn’t want to tell him that I think my right arm is broken from HanSuk smashing me against the wall. I didn’t want to ask him if he was mad at me for leaving him at the hotel and going off with SangWoo. I didn’t want to confess to him that I thought he was so sexy driving like that – it was the first time I had seen him drive, and the word road rage for him was an understatement. But most importantly, on the serious side, I didn’t want to tell him that I felt so useless – I couldn’t have helped him when he needed me the most. But, this was all he has now – Danny, the twins, and me. I didn’t want to tell him any of this – yet. 

JaeWon had managed to escape, but that didn’t guarantee anything. Closing my eyes and burying my head deeper into his chest, I clung to him tighter – pulling at his shirt, not wanting to think anymore. Can you hear me JaeWon? 

"Take the picture!"
"Where do I press?!"
"You frickin’ idiots! Gimme the phone."
"Hurry up! They’re gonna turn around."

JaeWon and I turned slightly upon hearing the commotion. We both came in full-view of the camera phone, holding onto each other, as the flash glared at us.

A picture. 



The third voice . . . the third voice I had found so familiar to my ears when I was hiding inside the closet with SangWoo. The third voice that had been on the other side of the door talking to Raspy and Sigh. I remember now . . . 

Bryan. 

That 50-cent wannabe who couldn’t stop rapping. 

That high schooler who claimed he loved me.

It was Bryan.
(Chapter 31)

Something was wrong.

Something had gone terribly wrong. 


After the flash of the camera phone, taking a picture of JaeWon and me, I felt it. I felt it like chills attacking every part of my body; I felt it to the very core. I didn't know why, but I should've recognized the clues. At the time, I disregarded my intuition telling me something wasn't right; things weren't adding up. But once you've invested your trust in a person, you don't ever see the harm in it. But I should've known – the surprised look on Choi SangWoo's face when JaeWon pulled the gun on him should've made me realize it. But I didn't. The way JaeWon, Danny, and the twins acted afterwards – I should've known. 

Something was wrong . . . 

"Ah – AHHHH!" 
"AISH! STOP MOVING!" 
"It hurts! Be more gentle!" 
"How can I when you're moving so much? Relax!" 
"Yah, shut up rainbow face! I'm in pain." 
"Rainbow face?! We're twins you idiot!" 

The pain finally hit them afterwards. After being involved in a gang-fight and a car chase, the effects were finally starting to show. The fun had officially died down after the five of us left the mountain road, and then drove to a local convenience store for food and first-aid kits. 

Now, standing outside of the small store, leaning on the BMW, the twins were taking turns rubbing pain ointments on each other, bandaging the cuts and scratches they had received from their combat. Danny, who was standing a couple of feet away from them, reading a message on his cell phone, got irritated with their bickering. 

"AISH! SHUT THE FUCK UP BOTH OF YOU!" Chucking a small rock at the twins, Danny had finally lost his patience with them.

"OI!" The twins both ducked at the same time; the small rock landed with a tap on the BMW behind them. They emerged with identical pissed-off faces directed toward Danny. 

"What?!" he snapped at them in return, turning away as he placed his phone against his right ear. "Can't get some peace and quiet . . . there's two of them . . . damn." 

"Hahahaha . . . ." I laughed softly from inside the store, witnessing the scene. I was still picking out some more energy bars when I saw the commotion outside through the store's large open window.

"What's so funny?" Placing soda cans into the basket I was holding, JaeWon appeared next to me. 

He leaned closer, looking out of the window, as I answered. "Danny just threw a rock at the twins to shut them up. He looks really pissed off." 

I paused for a split second, turning to look at him. Unlike the twins and Danny reeling from the physical effects of the gang-fight and car chase, JaeWon was looking like it hadn't happened at all. His dark eyes were still alert and alluring as always. And despite the Band-Aid on his right cheek, his rough look only added to his physical charm. I instantly flashed back to how I had hugged him – 

"YAH! WHAT ARE YOU TWO DOING TO MY STORE?!" 

My head snapped back to look outside. The twins were now trying to throw a rock back at Danny, but missed. Instead, it hit the store's door with a loud clank. It didn't break the glass door, but it was enough to piss off the store owner who stormed out from behind the counter. The old man was now shouting at the twins. 

"We better get out of here. Are you done? JaeWon?" But, JaeWon wasn't standing next to me anymore. Because it was nearly twelve in the morning, the convenience store was empty, so it wasn't hard to find him now standing in the back corner staring at something on a shelf. When he found what he wanted, JaeWon took it off the shelf. 

Making my way over to him, I tried to see the box he was holding in his hands. "What'd you get?" 
"Nothing." Immediately shoving it behind his back, JaeWon shrugged, giving me a blank look.
"I saw you take something; what is it?" I looked around him, but JaeWon moved so that I wouldn't see. 
"It's nothing," he insisted, moving away from me. 

I stared up at JaeWon. Even after a kiss and hug, things still haven't changed. He was always still secretive; it was driving me crazy. 

"Hey, look!" Pointing at a random spot on the ceiling, I tried to distract him.

But my plan backfired on me. Instead, JaeWon snatched the grocery basket out of my hands. "Why don't you go outside? I'll pay and then go out." 

Jumping from the sudden attack, I glared at him. "Yah, what was that?" 
Smiling a closed-lip smile at me, JaeWon shrugged again. "Just go. I'll pay and then come out." 

Something was very suspicious about this. All of a sudden. 

"Aish! Just go! It's nothing! Unless, you want to pay. Do you have any money? I thought so. Go!" Spinning me around, JaeWon moved me toward the front door of the convenience store. 

"But – why – hey!" Those were the three words I managed to say before he literally shoved me. I suppose JaeWon forgot to check if the door was open or not first – turns out, it wasn't. So guess where I went? 

"Oof!" 
"Oh shit. Are you okay?" 

Trying to suppress his laughter, JaeWon reached out to catch me. 
"Yah! That hurt!" I spun around, rubbing my arms while wincing. 

His smile was the biggest smile I had ever seen on his face. It seemed foreign, yet simply sweet. However, when the smile was accompanied with laughter, I got mad. 

"You shoved me into the door!" 
"You think? I mean – it was an accident. I thought it was opened."
"You –" 

"What are you two doing?" The store owner, who was done yelling at the twins outside, stepped back into the store to see JaeWon and I blocking his way. The old man looked from me to JaeWon and then back to me disapprovingly. Shaking his head at us, he said, "You teenagers. Isn't it past your curfew? What would your parents say if they knew you were out this late, horsing around? Especially you young lady. Hanging out with these boys. Shame on you. Shame!" 

"Sir . . . " I stepped back slightly as the man pointed an accusing finger at me, scared. Looking at JaeWon for help, all I found was him trying not laugh. 

"Are you listening to me? Should I call your parents?" The old man, standing shorter than my shoulders, glowered up at me. 

"I –" I started to say, trying to think of ways to calm him down. I had always respected my elders; if he had been any other person, I probably would've fought back – after all, I was in a gang-fight not too long ago. Well – kind of. 

"With all due respect sir, but we're all family." JaeWon finally chimed in. 

Huh? Family? Making a face, I turned to look at him. What is he doing? JaeWon's face was completely expressionless as he glanced at me, and then turning back to the old man.

"April here – those three guys out there are her brothers. And I guess I'm – I mean, her cousin. You see our grandpa is having a birthday party tomorrow, and we've just decided to go get ready for his party . . . a little early." What started out as a strong lie faltered embarrassingly at the end for JaeWon. 

Cousin? What kind of party preparation starts at twelve in the morning? I started to say something, but JaeWon pushed at my shoulder. "Why don't you go wait outside – cousin . . . I'll be right out after I pay. We know you don't have money so –" 

"Wha – " This time, with the store door already opened, I fell right outside.

The old man didn't even seem to notice. "Ahh, I see. How old is your grandpa?" He had already bought into JaeWon's lie, and there was no going back. Yoon JaeWon's allure works in many different ways, and the old man was falling under one of them – I'm sure. Because now, the old man had a small smile on his face as he continued to listen to JaeWon talk about how he resembled our kind-hearted "grandpa." 

Ha – why is it that every time I'm with JaeWon, something crazy stupid always happens? Even though I felt his lie was a little too desperate, I couldn't help secretly laughing at it. Cousins?! "Hahahaha, hey you guys. The funniest thing happened –" 

"It wasn't planned."
"What do you mean it wasn't planned? That couldn't happen –" 
"I'm telling you two, it wasn't. I don't know what he's thinking. But, now –" 

As I came closer to the BMW parked in the parking lot, snippets of the conversation Danny and the twins were involved in reached my ears. But when they saw me, they discontinued immediately. 

". . . What's going on?" My smile faded as I saw the looks on their faces. 
"Nothing," the three of them answered in unison. 

Nothing meant something . . . I scanned their faces suspiciously. Playfully, I said, "Why are you three always so mysterious? Didn't we just nearly died together? What – I'm not apart of the family yet?" 

"Aww, does that mean you accept us now?" Min asked, leaning against his brother.
"Of course you're apart of the family!" Tae interjected. 

I looked at Danny, expecting him to say something along those lines. But instead, he said, "Hold that thought," as he stepped away, answering his ringing cell phone. "Hello?"

"So what's funny Sunbae's girlfriend?" The twins turned back to me.

"Oh hahahaha. Nothing really," I replied, feeling a little weird trying to repeat the story now. Changing the subject, I asked, "Aren't you two tired? Ready to sleep?" 

"Gah!" the twins gasped, causing me to jump back in surprise. "Sleep? We haven't even eaten yet! By the way, do you think you could convince Sunbae to take us to a restaurant?"

"Restaurant? What kind of restaurant is opened this late at night?" I asked. 

"Oh yeah – "
"Damn." 

Those two were honestly too adorable for their own good. "Aigo, you two are too cute!" Reaching out, I playfully grabbed onto their cheeks, smiling at their expressions.

"Ahh!" They both exclaimed. 
"My bruise!"
"My scratch!"

"Omo, sorry!" I squeaked, letting go. "I forgot!"
"Aigo . . . ." Rubbing their tender cheeks, the twins identically pouted. "We just want hugs."

But I was no longer paying attention to them. The fun, playful air was soon dying. I had been laughing as I turned around. Now, looking over their shoulders, I saw JaeWon finally stepping out of the convenience store carrying two grocery bags. But he didn't even get to walk an inch further because Danny had stepped onto his path, holding out his cell phone. 

JaeWon just stared at the phone, as if he had never seen it before. Then, he said something to Danny before walking away – heading over to where the twins and I were standing. 

"What are you doing? You have to take the call!" Running after JaeWon, and not making much sense, Danny ignored the twins and me as he addressed only JaeWon. "How come you never told us? We all went along, but now –" 

"Watch what you're saying." JaeWon spun around, silencing Danny with a look.
"Take it." Danny gestured the cell phone towards JaeWon again. "You know you have to." 

What the heck? I glanced to see the twins having the same puzzled look on their faces that I did. JaeWon and Danny were the only ones with solemn looks – only they knew what was going on. 

JaeWon lowered his eyes at the phone; then, he looked back up at me. For a moment I thought he needed to look at me for reassurance, but when he looked away I had no idea. Taking the phone out of Danny's hand, JaeWon retreated – walking back near the store, out of ear shot. Danny followed behind him. 

I leaned in whispering, "What's going on?" to the twins as if Danny and JaeWon could hear me.
"We don't know," they replied together. 

Crossing my arms across my chest, I strained my eyes to see what Danny and JaeWon were doing. But the two of them had their backs to us. Thoughts were racing through my mind. It was just one thing after another. I felt as though my mind was going to explode from contemplating too much. Then –

"NO!" Danny suddenly shouted. 

JaeWon had turned around, flipping shut the cell phone. Ignoring Danny, JaeWon walked back over to where the twins and I were standing near the BMW. 

"You can't do that! It's time!" Danny continued shouting after him, running after JaeWon. 

JaeWon ignored him. When he reached me, he grabbed onto my arm so suddenly that my eyes literally popped open in surprise. "Get in the car May."

"Boss –" 
"What –"

"You two stay," JaeWon pointed to the twins as he opened the car door, pushing me inside the passenger's seat. I didn't even have time to ask him what was happening when he slammed the door, locking me in. 

Walking around the front, he opened the door to the driver's side just in time as Danny said – "JaeWon, you can't do this. Time was up since yesterday, but you ignored the calls. JaeWon –" 

I turned, staring out of my window at Danny. Did he just call JaeWon by his name?

"GAH!" the twins gasped in surprised too, looking at Danny as if he had lost his mind. 

I turned to look at JaeWon, expecting him to berate Danny. Instead, JaeWon simply replied, "I can't – not like this and you know it. Tell him I need more time." 

Getting inside the car, JaeWon started up the BMW's engine. Avoiding my eyes completely, he leaned over to strap my seatbelt on for me. Then, without another word, JaeWon sat back in his own seat. Lowering the brake, shifting into reverse, he backed the BMW out of the parking lot with a loud screech – leaving Danny and the twins behind. 

What the hell just happened?

. . .



"I'll tell you everything. I'll tell you everything you need to know about me – how I became Mayhem, and why I'm leaving Mayhem. I'll tell you why HanSuk is coming after us. I'll tell you who Kim JiYong is. I'll tell you why I held the gun to SangWoo's head. I'll tell you about the mysterious phone calls I keep getting. I'll tell you why I left Danny and the twins back at the convenience store. I'll tell you where I'm driving us to. I'll tell you everything . . . ." 

But he wasn't going to tell me anything. No matter how much I wanted to hear those words from Yoon JaeWon, I knew it was impossible. 

During the next hour and a half drive, JaeWon turned up the music of a radio station – drowning out silence in the car, leaving me to these thoughts. He wanted to make sure I wouldn't ask him any questions. He kept both hands on the wheel and his eyes straight ahead. The more I was with JaeWon – the more mysterious he became. Not only with his actions, but even the way he looked at me always left me wondering. It drove me nuts.

After what felt like forever, the smooth roads suddenly turned rocky when the BMW turned around a bend, heading through a terminal. 

When we emerged, the beach came into view. 

It was now 4:30 A.M. 

JaeWon pulled the car to a stop on the boardwalk of the empty beach front community. Because it was so late – or early in the day, there wasn't a sign of human life around. The place was completely desolate, and barely lit with dim streetlamps. The only sounds that could be heard were the waves crashing into the shore, and then retreating back into the ocean.

The beach? He took me to the beach?! After the engine and the music of the BMW was cutoff, silence finally filled the car.

Keeping his face straight ahead, JaeWon spoke up for the first time since we got in the car. "I want you to promise me something."

Not exactly expecting that, I turned to him. "Huh?"

"If you don't – I don't know what to do." 
". . . What is it?"

"Can we just – forget everything for right now? Can we not talk about Flo, Danny and the twins, HanSuk, Kim JiYong, or Choi SangWoo. Can we just pretend that . . . it's just you and me right now. Nothing else. No questions. No worries. No heavy thoughts. Just you and me . . . right now . . . here." JaeWon sounded so sincere. 

Something. Something in his voice told me he really meant it. But, was it possible to make just make everything fade momentarily? Yes. It is. 

Taking a deep breath, I let out a laugh. Do it for him. ". . . Alright. No questions." 

Perhaps he wasn't expecting me to accept it so easily; JaeWon turned to look at me in surprise. "What?"

"I promise. We won't talk about any of . . . that stuff you mentioned." 
"You promise?"
"I said I promised didn't I?"

JaeWon nodded, turning back to look straight ahead. He let out a sigh, as if it was a huge relief for him. "Okay then. Alright. Let's go." Un-strapping his seatbelt, JaeWon got out of the car. 

"Wait a minute – where are we going?" I leaned over his seat, looking out at him.
"The beach," JaeWon simply answered.
"What? Are you crazy?! It's four in the morning!" I told him, flabbergasted. 

"Fine, if you don't want to come, you can stay here alone," JaeWon simply answered. Closing the door behind him, he started walking away.

"Yah! Wait!" Quickly un-strapping my seatbelt, I got out of the car, running full-speed after JaeWon. "Where are you going?!" 

That psycho! Running in the dark! He had picked up his pace, sprinting down the boardwalk. But I couldn't stop laughing at his sudden spontaneity. I followed JaeWon as he became just a silhouette in front of me, down the boardwalk. Now here's a first. 

By the time I got to the wooden stairs at the far end of the boardwalk, all my thoughts faded. Because it was summer, the beach air felt cool against my skin and the smell was just refreshing – pure saltwater. The rhythmic sound of the waves was almost too hypnotic. Dark shapes of the large, vast blue ocean greeted me when I finally stepped onto the sand. 

JaeWon was already ahead of me; I could make out his shape heading toward the shoreline. 

"Yah, where do you still have the energy to run?" I was slightly panting when I caught up to him. 
JaeWon was leaning over, slipping off his shoes. "Take off your shoes." 

"Huh?" I looked down to see the wet sand eating up my clean shoes. Before I could do it myself, JaeWon had grabbed onto my right foot – knocking me off balance. My world flipped, and the next thing I knew I had fallen flat on my butt with jolting pain. "WAH!" 

"Hahahaha, oops. Should've warned you," JaeWon laughed, throwing my right shoe off somewhere before moving to my left.

Ha-ha. Oops my ass. "How am I supposed to find them later?" Forgetting about yelling at him for making me fall, I pushed him away, squinting for my shoe. 

"Don't worry about it." 
"But –"

"Lie down. I wanna show you something." Before I knew it, I was knocked onto my back, staring at the dark sky. 

"AH!" If it wasn't for sand that we were lying in, I would've probably died from the impact. Why is he so violent?! Did he forget I'm a girl? But there I was, staring up at the dark sky. There was no moon out tonight, barely any stars. Taking in a deep breath of the sea air, I relaxed momentarily. Let things go – let it flow  – forget . . . 

JaeWon laid down next to my right, stretching out his arms underneath to support his head. He looked at me, grinning like a child. 

"You're such a weirdo," I told him, making a face.

For a while we just laid there, in the warm sand, staring up at the dark sky. Once in a while, the waves would come in, wetting our feet, and then retreated back into the ocean. The beach air felt nice, for a change. It was the most comfortable place I had ever been to in my whole entire life. I recognized it as a moment, and true to what I had promised JaeWon – I forgot about everything.

It was me and him. 

"When I was younger, my parents used to take our family to the beach a lot. My parents would stay until really late, and when I would look back up at the beach while playing, I would see my mom and dad lying next to each other staring up at the sky – talking. Some of my best memories are here. I never worried or thought about anything when I was here." JaeWon's voice became deep, soothing. 

I angled my head to look at him. 

"I always thought my parents were ridiculous. Always talking. They could never get enough of talking. I thought it was strange how they never ran out of things to say after twenty-four hours of non-stop talking. But –" JaeWon stopped talking as another wave washed over our feet. "I think I understand why now."

Ignoring the sand in my hair, I turned fully towards him. "What?"

JaeWon didn't reply; he closed his eyes.

I waited, but he never continued. ". . . I've only been to the beach once in my life. When my real umma was alive, she took me here for my eighth birthday – a year before she died. I didn't know how to swim at the time, and nearly drowned. From then on, I hated water in the form of a pool or a beach." It's funny how my experience differed from his. 

JaeWon's eyes opened; he shifted to look at me. "I never knew that." 
"I never told you dummy," I replied.
". . . We could leave if you want," JaeWon offered, moving. 
"No." I grabbed onto his arm. 
"I don't want you to be somewhere you hate."
"It's okay. You're here with me."

JaeWon didn't move after that. 

I don't think I've ever told anyone about my fear of the beach or the pool. Maybe it was because it wasn't with the right person or the right situation. But with JaeWon, I felt like I could tell him anything and not be judged. It was an extremely new feeling. And in that moment, it felt appropriate to tell him. Somehow, I've gotten over my fear of large bodies of water – I think it's because of how he had kissed me in the pool . . . 

"JaeWon – " I started, leaning over to my side. 
He had his eyes closed again. "What."
"Why are you so obsessed with coffee?" I grinned, looking up at his dark face.

"I can't tell you that." JaeWon kept his eyes closed.

"What? Why not?" I turned onto my stomach, inching closer to him, nudging his side. "Come on. We got our whole spilling-out-secret's mojo going. Tell me why you're so obsessed with it." 

"Nope." JaeWon turned his head away, leaving me to stare at his profile. 
"Come on! Just tell me." I reached out, shaking his shoulders, pushing him deeper into the sand.
"Stop – gah. I got sand in my mouth. APRIL!" he groaned, rolling over onto his side.
"You're no fun." Sprinkling some sand on him, I laughed, getting up as quickly as I could. 
"OH YOU'RE DEAD!" I heard JaeWon yell after me, but I was already way ahead of him. 

"AHAHAHA!" Laughing like a fool, my feet were sinking deeper and deeper into the wet sand as I ran – not knowing exactly where I was going in the semi-dark. With my hair whipping at my face, I turned back to hear JaeWon yell one last time.

"COME BACK HERE!" Somewhere along the beach, his voice rang out, but I continued running. The wind felt good against my hot skin. Running at the beach at five in the morning was probably one of the best things I've ever done – despite how crazy it sounded.

"Okay JaeWon! I'm not running anymore. I didn't really mean to do it –" I stopped, breathing, giving up. Spinning around in the vast sand, I looked back toward the direction where we had been. "JaeWon?"

With the little light that was now peaking up from the horizon, I saw that the beach was completely empty. Where the hell did he go? Wasn't he running after me? I swear, I heard him. "JaeWon!" Don't panic – he's going to pop out of nowhere and sprinkle you with sand – don't panic. 

But, I panicked. 

"JAEWON! YAH! DON'T LEAVE ME HERE ALONE!" I started running back, looking wildly around the empty beach. Spinning in full circles, I tried to spot him. He wasn't swimming – that was for sure. But, he's not on the beach either. "If you really left me, wait until I hunt you down. I'm going to kill –"

"This is exactly why I think you're crazy sometimes. Talking to yourself." 

"AH!" 

Like I had expected, JaeWon popped back out of nowhere. Now, standing right behind me, he was holding a bundle of something in his hands, grinning at me.

"Yah, where'd you disappear to?" I demanded, stepping up to him. "I thought you were chasing me." 

"I forgot something in car," he replied, holding up the long stick. Retrieving a lighter from somewhere inside his jeans, JaeWon snapped on the fire. Only when the orange light washed over the sticks did I realize they were sparklers. Realization swept over me. 

"That's what you were buying in the store!" I exclaiming, laughing aloud. I had thought it was something else. But now seeing him pulling them out of the box, I realized he had bought the sparklers at the store. I watched JaeWon light the first sparkler; the initial impact of the flame touching it. The sparks jumped out colors of yellow and orange. 

"Here." JaeWon handed a new one to me. 
"What are you? Five?" I stared at him in disbelief; he never failed to surprise me.
"Fine then."
"No – wait. I'll take that one." 

JaeWon handed it over; leaning over, he lit it up for me. 

"I haven't lit one since I was five," I laughed, watching the sparks as if it was the most fascinating thing in the world. 

Discarding it once it had burned all the way down, JaeWon lit another one. Lighting and discarding – we continued until we came down to the very last one. 

"Oh! I almost burned myself!" I squealed, jumping as the sparks danced dangerously near my hands.

"Hahahahaha!" I expected to hear his laughter join mine, but when I didn't hear it, I looked up at JaeWon. He was done with his last sparkler; now, he was just looking at me like he was lost. But, the look on his face told me it wasn't about sparklers anymore. 

"What's wrong?" Lowering my hands, I gazed at his solemn face. "JaeWon?" 

As if hearing his name pulled him back to reality, JaeWon snapped out of it – turning away from me. He cleared this throat, looking out at an oncoming wave from the ocean. 

Something was wrong. 

The sun was slowly coming up on the horizon now; lighting the beach with hue colors. The sparklers were of no use since they were hardly noticeable now.

" . . . Wanna hear a funny joke?" I offered out of nowhere, hoping to break out silence.

"What?" 
"Um . . . ." 

"Psh." JaeWon let out a small laugh when he turned back to me. "You're bad at easing tension, you know that?" 

I made a face at him. "At least I try." 
"Yeah," he agreed without putting up a fight.

Something was definitely wrong. 

"What's wrong? You're starting to scare me. Aren't we having fun lighting sparklers? Or, is it –" Before I could finish my sentence, JaeWon had reached out to pull me into him abruptly. The last sparkler that I was holding in my hands fell down to the sand, covered. Enclosing me inside his chest, covering my back with his arms, JaeWon leaned down, breathing into my neck. 

"How much do you like me?" he whispered, letting his voice drift into my ears and settle. 
"What?" I tried to remove myself from his embrace, to look at him, but JaeWon tightened his hold around me. 
"Answer me. How much?" he questioned again.

You really wanna know now? Fine. ". . . All the coffee that Starbucks and any other coffee places have ever made . . . don't even began to measure up to how much I do." 

It was so corny, but it had the exact meaning I wanted JaeWon to know. It was cute. I didn't care that I was laying my feelings, my heart on the line. I had never felt that way before; it was foreign, yet felt so familiar. Besides, I couldn't imagine myself saying it to anyone else. So, I dove in – deep. 

Transitioning from my neck to my left cheek, JaeWon's soft velvety lips landed between my cheek and the crease of my lips. His warm touch excited my cold skin. Planting his lips against the area, JaeWon kissed me affectionately – gentle, tiny kisses. It was all I needed. I didn't want a full-on kiss – a makeout session; I just needed those soft pecks against the creases of my lips because they brought more feelings with them. Or it's just that kisses with JaeWon have that general affect on me overall . . . 

I could feel the tears start to form in my eyes when I heard him say – "I'm so sorry." 

I gasped when JaeWon suddenly took a step back from me; the distance between us left me feeling empty. Opening my eyes, I saw JaeWon look away with his jaw muscles clenched. 

Without hesitation, I turned around to see Choi SangWoo standing behind me. 

I had been right. Things hadn't added up. I should've seen it. Something was wrong.
(Chapter 32)

"I need you to talk to JaeWon." SangWoo interrupted me, getting straight to the point. 

"If I can get a hold of him," I muttered under my breath. 

"You need to tell him to stop pushing HanSuk's buttons. JaeWon needs to stop provoking him. If he doesn't, he's going to be exposed." All of a sudden, the conversation took a different turn.

"Excuse me?" I looked up. 

SangWoo looked like he was completely torn. "May . . . I just wish I hadn't brought you into this mess." 

"I don't understand." I shook my head. "Exposed?" 

"All you need to understand, right now, is that you need to tell JaeWon to back off before he can't back off. He needs to stop before blood is split." SangWoo was dead serious.

I just stared back at him, trying to figure out what he was trying to tell me. "You mean . . . HanSuk's not after JaeWon because he wants to take his place?" 

"No." He shook his head. "It's much bigger than that." 

"Then - what is it?" 

"I can't tell you." 

"Why?"

"May . . . JaeWon tells you to stay away from me for a reason, but I have a reason why you should stay away from him." When SangWoo said that, I felt the chill creeping down my spine. 

"You're not making any sense." I closed my eyes. 

"I'm not supposed to," SangWoo said. He started to get up from the table. "Just tell him he needs to stop his game before it gets out of hand. He won't listen to me, of course, and there's no one else I can rely on, so I need you to talk to him. I know this thing is just between the two of them, but I don't want Seoul to be turned up side down if HanSuk decides to rage war against Mayhem." 

"Just tell me what it is then," I went on. "Unless you're lying." 

I had done it; I had said the magic sentence. 

Reaching out, SangWoo placed a hand on my chair and leaned in. He was so close to me that I could feel his hot breath against my ear. "Give JaeWon my message, and stay away from him. If you don't, you'll get hurt. It's better that you don't know; It's ugly and messy. Right now, he may seem like the perfect gentleman. But, I assure you, he's not. He hides it well in front you; hell, he hides it very well in the beginning. Eventually, he'll slip . . . and I'm sorry to say, that's when you'll know. And then, you'll regret – you should've stayed with me." 

I still remember this chilling warning from SangWoo when we had met up at MuLa, the same day Righty had attacked me at Sansachun. The way our conversation had ended that day – mysterious and mind-boggling was unforgettable; but I had chosen to ignore him.

I was too jaded by SangWoo's past lies to believe him at the time. The lie about JaeWon shooting his brother, when it was really the other way around; the lie about MiSun – how could I believe him after all that? So when he kept repeatedly dropping the subtle hints – continually dropping the clues about the real Yoon JaeWon – I ignored him. How was I to know? There are only so many things in the world that you can guard your heart against – but you can't be on guard all the time; it just doesn't work that way.

All these secrets. All these indifferent clues. All were building up to some-kind of potential blowout that would kill me in the end – literally. 

Why was it so hard to just be with somebody? 

Unless it was all a lie. 

So there I was on that beach, hugging JaeWon when he suddenly stepped back from me. With my bare feet digging deeper into the warm sand, the sun now lighting up the entire beach, and the restless waves surfacing from the ocean in a strict pattern, I couldn't believe Choi SangWoo was standing right behind me – now. He was like a freakin' ghost – appearing out of nowhere for no apparent reason. 

Unfortunately, I was the one who had ignored all the clues leading to his reasons.

Wearing khaki pants with a striped tie hanging loosely from his white collared shirt – not only was SangWoo a little overdressed for the beach at five in the morning, but he was also out of place interrupting JaeWon and me.

But he wasn't there to talk. 

"HOW DARE YOU POINT THAT GUN AT ME?!" Before I could scream, SangWoo had already shouldered me aside with so much force that I fell out of his way, eating sand.

"WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!" I heard JaeWon's shout.

Whipping around as fast as I could, I caught the anger in SangWoo's eyes as he moved full-speed at JaeWon; his agility spared no time. 

"NO!" I shrieked. What is he doing?!

When the two collided, SangWoo grabbed onto the front of JaeWon's shirt. Without hesitation, the momentum of his fist slammed right into JaeWon's lower law. The loud crack echoed; the pain reawakening his senses.

"ARGH!" JaeWon staggered back; the sudden fiery pain spread like wildfire on his jaw-bone. Placing a hand under it, he stared up at SangWoo in complete utter surprise – shock in its rawest form.

"You crossed the line. You know that right?" Without waiting for another second, SangWoo came charging forward again; still holding onto the front of JaeWon's shirt as he caught another clenched fist at his left cheek.

"STOP!" I screamed, scrambling to get up from the heavy sand. "STOP IT! STOP HITTING HIM!" Why aren't you fighting back?! What are you doing?! Why are you just letting him hit you?! With horror, I couldn't believe what I was watching. JaeWon was letting SangWoo hit him – as if he deserved it. 

"YOU –" Ready to strike for what would be the third time, SangWoo's fist was forced to stop in motion – in midair – as I flew past him. Knocking JaeWon sideways, I abruptly replaced him in front of SangWoo. His fist was inches away from my nose; I turned, wincing – as a natural reflex, expecting the hit. 

"No –" JaeWon tried to shove me out of his way from behind, but I planted my feet deep in the sand – not budging. 

I stood in front of JaeWon, facing SangWoo.

Breathing heavily as I stared up into his eyes, the same eyes I had thought to be so unnaturally pretty when I first saw them; I couldn't believe how indifferent they looked now. SangWoo's face was contorted with anger and something else. Emotion was changing shades within him. 

"Move," he told me through gritted teeth, his fist still inches away from my nose. SangWoo kept his eyes on JaeWon standing behind me.

". . . No," I answered, pressing my lips together as my eyes scanned his face. "What are you doing SangWoo? Are you planning to kill JaeWon right now – right here? In front of me? Like how you killed his brother?" 

SangWoo eyes froze; as if realizing I was there for the first time, they moved to lock me in place. ". . . What are you talking about?" 

"Leave SangWoo," I told him. Slowly, I reached out to place a hand around his wrist. With a slight tug, I lowered his clenched fist down and away from my face; I repeated, "Leave SangWoo." Please. I can't stand to have you looking at me like that.

But he continued to stare back at me with an explainable look on his face. His eyes lowered again, dropping for a split second as his eyebrows came together in question. Then, as if the need to redeem himself had consumed him, SangWoo stepped forward at me. "You misunderstood –" 

"I thought I said I needed more time." From behind me, JaeWon interrupted. As if he had forgotten about how SangWoo had just hit him moments ago, he roughly moved me to step up to SangWoo. With a dark bruise on his jaw, it was a miracle JaeWon could even interrupt us. "Why are you here?" 

SangWoo turned to face him; he looked like he wanted to punch JaeWon again, but because I was standing so close to JaeWon he knew that if he moved, I would sure catch the hit. Suppressing his angry tone, SangWoo managed to say, ". . . JiYong is back for real. You have no more time. The game's over JaeWon. Everyone has been trying to tell you that through the phone calls and messages that you keep ignoring."

Huh? I turned to see if JaeWon understood what SangWoo was talking about. To my disappointment, a look of acknowledgment dawned on JaeWon's face. "No way –" 

SangWoo scoffed, placing a healthy hand over the one that had punched JaeWon's jaw a minute ago. "You thought the raid at the hotel was apart of the plan. But tell me something – we never agreed on you pointing a gun to my head at any point during all this right?"

Plan? I looked back at JaeWon once again. "So –"

"It's us against HanSuk now. He ratted us out! They're suspecting . . ." SangWoo suddenly burst; his eyes flashing with anger again. "Like I said before, you have no more time."

My god. I gasped, taking a step back. Yoon JaeWon. Mayhem. Lowering his eyes with a regretful expression on his face, JaeWon slightly inclined his head towards SangWoo. No. This was not possible. What is he doing? 

Something unexplainable gripped me; the world started spinning, and I felt as though I couldn't breathe. 

"JaeWon – what are you doing?" I found my voice, staring at hole into him. "What –"

"You haven't told her?" Before JaeWon could answer me, SangWoo promptly interjected. His eyes, showing some real emotion for the first time, opened in surprise when he saw the confused look on my face. As realization swept across his face, SangWoo turned back to JaeWon. "You haven't told her." 

"I told you I needed more time!" JaeWon exclaimed in frustration; his eyes darted back to me in a panic as if he was afraid I had understood. 

TOLD ME WHAT?! I wanted to scream, but my voice was caught up inside my throat again. I shook my head. This was too strange – I'm getting dizzy. 

SangWoo's continued. "Don't tell me –"

"That's not it!" JaeWon interrupted him before SangWoo could say another word. 

Ignoring him, SangWoo roughly grabbed my left arm all of a sudden. I nearly fell forward as he pushed me in front of him forcefully. As if he was showcasing me in front of JaeWon, SangWoo said, "You fell for her didn't you?!" 

"What?!" I gaped at JaeWon when the question rippled through me.

Everything about him had stopped in motion. JaeWon's lips parted slightly as he stared down at me; his eyes, the clearest I had ever seen them, seemed to scream at me something inaudible. 

"I KNEW IT!" SangWoo exploded from behind me.

Biting his lower lip, JaeWon abruptly broke our eye connection. He turned back toward the ocean, allowing the sunlight to wash over his bruised, but still nevertheless handsome face. His eyes retracted against the sun; he was thinking. 

I felt my heart strings detaching themselves. 

"I don't know what you two are talking about . . . but –" I started to say, trying to control my shaking voice. 

"Leave JaeWon. It's over," SangWoo interrupted me. I felt him grabbing my left elbow, pulling me back towards him. "I suggest you get back to Seoul and start packing to leave. JiYong is probably going to make me take him to your place." 

Ignoring SangWoo, JaeWon turned back when he saw my forced movement. Completely avoiding my eyes now, he lowered his eyes back to the sand. Clamping his jaw shut, JaeWon angled his face as he stuffed his hands inside his pockets. Then, turning around as fast he could while still standing on balanced feet, JaeWon walked away – he just simply walked away. 

What the – "WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!" I found my voice again, forcing it through my throat. With my eyes so watery, I could barely make out JaeWon's retreating back. "YOON JAEWON, GET BACK HERE!" 

"Let's go." SangWoo tugged at my arm, pulling me away. 

"What do you think you're doing?!" I jerked my hand away from him. Reaching out, I pushed SangWoo as hard as I could. 

He barely stumbled backwards, but his facial expression softened. "May, look – we need to talk. There's something you need to know –"

I shook my head at him. "I don't want to talk to you. I don't even want to know how you knew JaeWon and I were here. I don't want to talk, and I don't want to ask. I don't care!"

As if I hadn't said anything at all, SangWoo replied, "You're lying. You do want to know. You're just afraid because everything you thought you knew about Yoon JaeWon –" 

"You know what – I changed my mind." Before SangWoo could finish his sentence, my heart jumped. Because the sand had muffled his footsteps, both SangWoo and I hadn't heard him come back.

I jumped when a hand slid against my right palm. "JaeWon –" I managed to say. But before I could smile with relief at the fact that he came back, the corners of my vision began to splotch. The gray spots started to taint, getting bigger and darker. 

Then, everything went black. 

I fell for you. Did you fall for me? 

. . .

"Will she be okay Doctor?"

"She'll be fine. The young man who brought her here informed me that she accidentally fell into a pool with her clothes on and hadn't properly dried off. That may be the reason why her body shut down. Cold night air and wet clothes do not mix well together. I did a full check-up on her, and it seems that she hasn't been eating properly the last couple of days, and hasn't had much sleep either. But don't you worry Mrs. Lee, she'll be fine. Her fever has gone down." 

Fever? My eyes snapped opened. Where am I? 

I shifted on the bed, but couldn't move even an inch. I was tightly strapped into the bed underneath layers of blankets. Scanning the dark room, allowing my eyes to adjust, I slowly recollected my memory. I was at the beach, hugging JaeWon until SangWoo showed up. SangWoo started beating JaeWon into a pulp, who didn't even try to fight back. Then, they were both talking about strange things. SangWoo told JaeWon to go back to Seoul to pack . . . JaeWon started to leave, but he came back . . . then – that's – that's all I remember.

A wave of disappointment, accompanied with anxiety and a headache, came over me. 

"You're awake,” her soft voice sounded so close. I turned to my right to see umma looking down at me. She reached out to stroke my hair, moving it away from my forehead as she placed a hand over my forehead.

The doctor, a plump man wearing dark-rimmed spectacles, smiled at me from behind her. "How do you feel child?" 

I blinked a couple of times, staring at the ceiling. ". . . Fine." 

The doctor chuckled; he moved around umma to stand next to my bed. "Ignoring your body is very dangerous. You know that right?" 

I nodded. 

"Your clothes weren't dry after you jumped into the pool, so the cold air clung to it – seeping into your skin. On top of that, you haven't had much sleep in the last couple of days; you also haven't had consistent meals. That would explain your sudden collapse. Now, I understand that you younglings think you're superhuman, but in the end – you're just like the rest of us." I heard his concerned words very clearly, but somehow my mind was occupied with other things. "The only reason I'm talking to you like an old grandfather is because I have a granddaughter – around your age." 

". . . I'm sorry," I spoke up, not knowing what to say. 

"Hahahahaha," he laughed, patting my arm. "What are you saying sorry for?! Now listen – just rest, and you'll be ready to be up and running – forgetting my words soon." He smiled a bright smile at me before turning back to Umma.

"Thank you Doctor." Umma bowed to him as he turned, followed by his nurse. 

When they had left the room, I pushed myself up in the bed. 

"Do you know how worried I was May?" umma sighed, moving toward the window. She drew back the curtains. Bright afternoon sunlight suddenly flooded the room, chasing away the comfortable darkness.

"I'm sorry umma," I spoke softly, rubbing my forehead in pain. ". . . What hospital am I in? How long have I been here?""

Umma turned around, glaring at me. "A couple of hours; the same hospital your appa is staying in – just two floors above you. The same hospital you came to visit him just yesterday. I thought you told me that you were staying with a friend May; that's why I didn't insist you stay at the hospital with us, so I let you go. So tell me why you were swimming in the middle of the night, and didn't even bother to dry your clothes. You caught a very nasty cold. Not to mention, you haven't been eating properly and sleeping. Look at your face screaming malnutrition!" 

Hearing umma telling me I looked like crap didn't exactly help my self-esteem. Feeling guilty, I lowered my eyes, staring at the hospital bed sheets. 

Umma's tired face continued to glare at me from across the room. "You're lucky your appa is occupied. All his friends from Seoul are throwing him a party in his room as we speak. I managed to slip out of the room unnoticed when SangWoo brought you to the hospital. I mean – what were you thinking? Running around with wet clothes on?! You could've caught pneumonia or something! So irresponsible! How old are you? EIGHTEEN! If it wasn't for SangWoo, you would probably HAVE caught pneumonia. I –" 

"What?" I cut through umma's ongoing sentence. 

"Pneumonia – you know the illness you can catch when – " Umma started to explain in broken medical detail, but pneumonia wasn't what I was interested in.

"No – you said SangWoo – what about him?" 
"He brought you here." 
"No. JaeWon brought me here." 

Umma looked at me confused. "JaeWon? Who's JaeWon?" 

Staring back at umma, I couldn't believe she forgot about who JaeWon was. "Mr. Im's nephew. The guy that ate dinner with us that day. Remember?" 

"Wha – " umma shook her head in confusion, looking mad at the fact that I had interrupted her train of thought. "DongWan's nephew? I don't hear DongWan talking about him a lot so I don't remember. But anyways, as I was saying – I can't believe you are so irresponsible! Wait a minute, what about this JaeWon?" 

JaeWon didn't bring me here? SangWoo did? I was no longer listening to umma as thoughts started running in my head. That was impossible. I looked back up at umma. "Are you sure it was SangWoo?"

"Of course. He was the one that carried you here. Poor guy; you looked too heavy for his own good. He – " Umma went on in the background as my thoughts blocked her out.

No. SangWoo couldn't have possibly been the one that brought me here. When I fainted, I remember someone's arms catching me – it felt like JaeWon's arms. Right? No, I have to go find him. If I find out that it was really SangWoo who brought me here, I'll kill JaeWon myself. I had to go talk to him.

"WHAT are you doing?!" Umma rushed over, pinning me back against the pillows when I tried to scramble out of the bed.

"No – umma, I gotta go find JaeWon. I need to talk to him," I insisted, pointing toward the door. "I'll be right back after I talk to him. I swear." 

"I don't care if you gotta go find The President. You are not going anywhere. I've been letting you go out too much, and look what's happened to you!" For an old lady, she sure had muscle power against an eighteen-year-old.

"Umma, you don't understand. This could mean life or death!" I went on.
"Then I guess it means death. You are NOT leaving this hospital until you're better!" Umma continued.
"I AM BETTER! UMMA!" 
"Stop it!"
"OW!" 
"Is that my cell phone ringing?" 

In the middle of pulling back-and-forth, umma and I stopped to hear the simultaneous beat of the rings. "It is my mine." Umma immediately let me go. I hadn't anticipated it, so I fell backwards into the pillows. Aish!

"Hello?" 

I sat back up, rubbing the back of my head. 

"DongWan?! Are you on your way? Excellent! It's room C16. I'll meet you there. Oh ChilHyun is going to be so happy that you're coming. No, you're not late at all. Everyone is already here, but nothing's started yet . . . uh-huh. Hahahaha . . . okay. Bye bye," umma merrily chatted away.

Getting out of the hospital bed, I stretched just as umma hung up her cell phone. 

"What are you doing?" A glare returned on her face when she saw me standing up. 
"Stretching . . . I feel fine umma," I told her, hoping that she'll buy into my façade. 

She sighed, placing a hand on her hips as she stared at me. "Where does this strong personality come from? Your appa I suppose." 

I grinned, making my way over to her. Wrapping my around umma's small frame, I nestled my cheek against her own. "I'm sorry for making you worry. I know how tired you must be ever since appa's been admitted to the hospital. And to have a good-for-nothing daughter like me running around, catching colds, and landing herself in the same hospital must be frustrating. I'm sorry." 

"Oh so you think you know how I feel?" umma asked, trying to push me away. 

I wrapped my arms tighter around her, feeling bad. I wanted so much to tell her what was going on, but somehow I couldn't find the words to. 

"Honey." Umma moved, holding me out at her arm's length. "Your appa told me about the conversation you two had when you came to visit him yesterday. I couldn't be more proud of how adult-like you approached the whole situation. I love you like my own daughter, but I'm starting to worry about you again. It's good that you're going out, but just take care of yourself. I don't like hearing the news of you fainting out of nowhere. I have enough things to worry about. Straighten up, will you?"

Feeling like the worst daughter in the world, I managed to say, "I won't do it again umma. I promise." 

"Okay then. Go." 
"What?"

"Go. I know you really want to go to see this JaeWon," she said, looking at me up and down – as if I was a lost case. "The way your face looked when you asked me who brought you to the hospital – how you hoped it was JaeWon." 

Just hearing his name made my heart race. I'm so stupid. "Umma . . . ." 

"Just go before I change my mind. The doctor said you'll be fine. Just make sure that JaeWon buys you food and clothes. Call me every hour to let me know you're okay?" umma continued. 

A smile broke across my face at umma's humor. " . . . Thanks umma." 

She sighed, reaching up to stroke my hair. "But I have one request though."

I stood back to look at her.

"Bring him so your appa and I can meet him properly okay? This boy must be special or you would still be sleeping – we all know how much you love to sleep," she chuckled.

"Thank you umma!" Jumping at her, I wrapped my arms around her tightly again. "Thank you. Thank you. Thank you!" 

"Now go. Your appa's going to wonder why I've been gone so long. I don't want him to know you were admitted into the hospital. I'll discharge you from the front desk later." Umma disentangled my arms from her neck, making a face at how tight I had wrapped them around her. 

I don't know what I was thinking. I don't know if I was even thinking straight. Maybe after fainting, I had lost my mind. Why else would I be so eager to go find Yoon JaeWon. Shouldn't I have been pissed off that he wasn't the one who had brought me to hospital? Shouldn't I have been pissed off that he had left me at the hospital – offering no explanations for the weird things that had been going on with him? I should've been pissed, but I wasn't. 

Like I said before, "I dove in deep." 

After closing the hospital room door behind me, I made my way down the quiet hallway. Stepping out in the same yellow-shirt and jeans – both of which had been washed and dried by the hospital, I was ready to go hunt JaeWon down.

"May." 

It had been a while since I had seen him, but he still looked the same. Holding a large bouquet of bright flowers in his hand along with a bottle of champagne, he was dressed in a nice dark suit. His hair was slicked back, displaying his aging but handsome face. 

Im DongWan – Mr. Im was standing in front of me. 

I bowed to him in surprise. 

"Thank god. I've been wandering around for the last five minutes trying to figure out you appa's room. I forgot what room number your umma told me," Mr. Im breathed a sigh of relief. 

I smiled at him. "Hi Mr. Im. It's room C16."

"C16. Let me write that down." Pulling a pen out of his pockets, he wrote it in the palm of his hand. When he was done, Mr.Im looked back up at me smiling. "Am I late? Has the party started already?"

"No, you're not," I replied. Turning around, I pointed. "My mom just went up herself." 

Mr. Im nodded. "I should've come sooner, but I just got so busy in the editorial work. But, anyways, how are you? I haven't seen you in so long. Did you grow taller?"

"Hahaha," I laughed. Mr. Im always made it a point to talk about my height after not seeing me for a long period of time. "I don't think so." 

He laughed along. "Okay, well – I should be heading up before the party really does get started without me. I'll see you later. Take care honey." Mr. Im patted my shoulder as he turned on his heels. 

"Bye Mr. Im." I bowed to him again, starting to leave myself when – it dawned on me. Mr. Im = Yoon JaeWon's uncle. That was how I had officially met JaeWon. That dinner at my apartment when Mr. Im invited JaeWon that day – why didn't I think of it before?! Mr. Im's bound to have JaeWon's number, and I could call and contact him instead of running around to find him. God, I'm a freakin' genius! 

"Mr. Im!" I shouted, causing him to jump back in surprise. Looking at him excitedly, I brushed strands of hair out of my face, breathlessly, "Can you help me? Can you get in touch with JaeWon right now? I don't have a cell phone, and I never memorized his number because . . . he always called me." 

Mr. Im continued smiling at me, but started shaking his head towards the end of my sentence. "Wait a minute May – who?" 

"JaeWon." Why is he looking at me so confused like that? My smile started to fade, replaced with a confused look. "JaeWon –"

"Oh! Yoon JaeWon." Mr. Im nodded, chuckling as he realized who I was talking about. "Oh yes." 

"Yes? YES? Okay, can you call him for me?" Excited again, I tucked strands of hair underneath my ear, looking at Mr. Im, expecting him to pull out his cell phone. 

But the look on Mr. Im's face nearly made my heart stop. "I'm sorry May . . . I don't have his number. It was a one time thing."

"Huh?" What's he talking about? I tried to rearrange my shocked expression, but it was unsuccessful.

Mr. Im shook his head, a sly smile on his face as if this was all a big misunderstanding. "I don't know his number. You see – I don't even know who he really is." 

". . . Wha – what do you mean?" I felt as though someone had poured ice down the back of my shirt. 

"Well –" 
"Mr. Im, what do you mean you don't know who is he is?"

"I don't. But it's a cute story actually. Are you two dating now? Did it work?" Mr. Im asked me, as if I knew what he was talking about.

"I'm sorry, I don't understand. What do you mean you don't know who he is and it was only a one time thing? Are you talking about that day you brought JaeWon to dinner with me and umma?" I was beyond confused by this point.

Mr. Im nodded, blinking at me in surprise. "Yoon JaeWon never told you about it?"

I shook my head. Bracing myself, I asked, "Can . . . you tell me?" 

Mr. Im broke into a smile again, chuckling. "Like I said, it's a cute story. I am normally not the matchmaker type, but I couldn't help myself. You see, I was on my way towards your apartment that day, because your umma invited me over for dinner, when Yoon JaeWon approached me outside of the apartment complex. He told me a cute story about how he met you earlier, but he didn't have the courage to ask you out on a date. He said he noticed that I knew your family, and he wondered if I could do him a favor. I thought it was a bad idea at first, but he kept begging me and begging me. He told me this was his only chance. So I finally agreed to help him; I made up a story about him being my nephew. During dinner I saw how cute you two were acting – couple fighting. Afterwards he thanked me; even tried giving me an envelope of money, but I didn't take it. I haven't talked to him since then. But I have to admit, during dinner I was afraid your umma was going to remember that I'm actually an only child; I'm not married, and I don't have kids. That's what I get for not wanting to settle down with anyone. But to help such a handsome boy, and you – you're like my daughter, so – I'm glad to see that you two are close now huh?! Well – May – where are you going? I'm not finished. You didn't answer my question. Are you two dating now?! So his planned worked?! Come back!" 

But there was no way I was going to come back after hearing that. 

I ran. 

"You're lying. You do want to know. You're just afraid because everything you thought you knew about Yoon JaeWon –"

I ran as fast as I could past horrified nurses and doctors, and patients who stared at me in shock, down the hospital hallway towards the nearest elevator. 

You know nothing about Yoon JaeWon. 

The elevator dinged open. Pressing the down button repeatedly, I tried to see clearly. But all I could see was the tears forming in my eyes as the gold doors slid closed, and I was left to stare at my reflection.

"But, I couldn't let you die – not when you haven't realized who Yoon JaeWon really is, and definitely not when I didn't have my chance to tell you the truth about everything."

Choi SangWoo's words swam in my head. 

"He hides it well in front you; hell, he hides it very well in the beginning. Eventually, he'll slip . . . and I'm sorry to say, that's when you'll know. And then, you'll regret – you should've stayed with me."
(Chapter 33)


You know nothing about Yoon JaeWon. 
You think you know him because you see how addicted he is to plain black coffee.
You think you know him because he makes you smile, laugh, and feel like something beautiful – something worthy of time.
You think you know him because you like his hugs, his kisses. 

But you really have no clue.

"Can you wait – I have to go inside and get money to pay you." Apologizing to the Taxi driver, I avoided his annoyed stare. Bowing my head respectfully to him, I unbuckled my seatbelt and got out of the Taxi.

Looking up and straight ahead, I faced my destination. 

The pathway leading up to the condo was lined up with neatly trimmed bushes. Because the evening sky was now setting on the horizon, tiny lotus-shaped lights were already lit up along the path that lead to the front door. It appeared as though no one was home, except for a speck of light lingering through the large living room window. Underneath his door, the lantern-shaped light lit up when I descended on his steps.

Taking a deep breath, I reached out and rang the bell. 

Expecting a melodious ring, I was surprised to hear the simple buzz echoing throughout the place. For a while there were no movements – no sounds. I turned back to look at the Taxi parked at the front. The Taxi driver motioned for me to hurry up.

I turned back to stare at the door. Just as I started to reach out and ring the bell again, soft footsteps were nearing the door on the other side. Excepting it to open, I jumped, "Ah!" when I saw an eye looking at me through the peephole. Then, the sound of locks unlocking before the door was pulled open. 

"What are you doing here?" Danny stepped out into the light, gaping at me in surprise. Still dressed from head-to-toe in black, he pulled the black Von Dutch hat lower over his eyes. 

I had planned for JaeWon to answer the door – not him. "Uh . . . What are you doing here? Isn't this JaeWon's condo?" I tried to look inside, but Danny blocked my view with his large frame.

He ignored me, glancing around – all the way to the front to see the angry looking Taxi driver still sitting in his Taxi, pointing at the meter that was still running. "Who's that?"

"You have money? Can you pay for me? Thanks." Not allowing him any time to react, I shouldered Danny out of my way and headed inside the condo. 

It was the second time that I had ever been there. The first time I was there, JaeWon and I had had a massive fight in the living room with me storming out. This time – I entered to no JaeWon. The living room was still clean as heck, probably because he hadn't been home in a couple of days. It was lit with dimmed lighting that was strategically placed against the four corners of the room. The white, grandeur sofas, the entertainment area, the big glass table in the corner of the room, and a wall lined with nothing but books – all looked the same. 

Except for the two packed suitcases leaning against the subwoofer. 

He's leaving. "JaeWon! Are you here? Jae –" I immediately called out.

"You need to leave." Danny followed me in; grabbing me roughly by the arms – no longer friendly, and certainly not allowing me to venture any further into the place.

"Yah, let me go," I warned him. 
Danny let me go, but he continued, "You have to leave. You can't be here right now."
"Why not – "
"Because."
"Because why not?" 

"What's going on?" Appearing from the hallway to the left, Yoon JaeWon stepped in the scene. He paused when he saw who Danny was talking to. "May."

Seeing him standing there, with that surprised look on his face, made the four-hour drive in that stuffy Taxi, from Pusan to Seoul worthwhile. But I felt disappointment grip me when I saw that he was dressed in a nice dark shirt and blazer; his dark jeans contrasting the look. He was ready to leave.

"Did you tell her to come JaeWon?" Danny pointed at me. 

It was strange. When Danny used to call JaeWon Mayhem, I thought it was too weird – too over the top. But to hear him simply call JaeWon by his name now, I wanted to smack R-E-S-P-E-C-T into him. But the only problem was – JaeWon didn't care. He didn't care anymore.

"I thought you were still at the hospital." JaeWon ignored Danny, keeping his eyes on me. 

"I got better," I replied, holding his gaze. 
"JaeWon – we have until tomorrow morning," Danny interrupted.
The dude was getting annoying. I turned to him. "Yah, do you mind? We're talking."
Danny looked like he was at a loss. "Look – I'm sorry okay? But JaeWon and I have to get going. Let –" 

Biting my lower lip in anger, I faced JaeWon again, cutting off Danny. "What happened back at the beach JaeWon? Why did I wake up in the hospital to find out that SangWoo was the one who took me there? Why did you leave?" 

"What?" Danny gasped. "What do you mean –" 

"Shut up," JaeWon told him sharply. Looking away from me, JaeWon firmly said, "You have to leave May. I'm getting ready to leave. We'll talk . . . when I come back."

"What?" I blurted out, not sure I was hearing him right. "What did you say?"
"You can't be here right now." JaeWon was emotionless once again.

I stared at him in disbelief. 

"See? Come on, your Taxi's still waiting for you outside." I felt Danny place a hand onto my shoulder, turning me around towards the door. 

"Get off me." Removing his arms from my shoulders, I spun around to look at JaeWon. "When we were at the beach . . . you turned and left me with SangWoo. But then you came back. Do you remember what you said to SangWoo JaeWon? You said, 'I changed my mind.' Do you remember?"

"He doesn't remember," Danny answered, pushing me closer towards the door again. 
"I do." That was all I needed to hear. I turned just as JaeWon approached me. 
"No! No! You don't!" Danny protested, shaking his head profusely, continuing to shove me toward the door. 

Shut up! He does! I wanted to say to Danny, but I really didn't care now that JaeWon had admitted it. 

Taking my arm, JaeWon pulled me back from the door. He paused as he exchanged a look with Danny. "Look, we're not supposed to leave until morning. Why don't you just go?"

"What are you doing?! "Danny exclaimed. "JaeWon – think about this. He could be here any minute and our plans will be spoiled."

But JaeWon shook his head. "You know."

Staring at JaeWon as if he was a lost case, Danny didn't bother to argue any further. He let out a heavy sigh, shaking his head. Pressing a hand against his temple, he stood still for a moment as if in deep thought. Then, looking back up, he looked at me directly in the eyes. "How is it that one girl can . . . ugh! I give up. Whatever." Throwing up his hands, Danny headed out the door, slamming it behind him. 

For a moment JaeWon and I didn't speak or move; we listened to the sound of him getting into the Taxi, slamming that door too, and then the Taxi roaring away. 

Silence.

"So . . . do you have anything to eat? I'm starving." Be strong May. Pretend. Forcing myself to smile, I wandered toward the swinging kitchen door. Just before I pressed my hand against it, JaeWon spoke up. 

"Why did you come to find me?" It was a simple question, but it was powerful enough for my front to shatter. 

". . . I wanted to make sure you're okay."
"I'm fine. You can leave now."

"What?" I turned to look at him. "You just kicked Danny out, and now you want me to leave?"

JaeWon crossed his arms across his chest, avoiding my eyes. "Isn't that why you're here? You wanted to see if I was okay? I'm great. You can go." 

"Are you for real?" I asked, scanning his face. 
"What?" Alarmed, JaeWon slightly moved in surprise. 

"I told you I liked you, and you left me. I come here to find Danny answering your door, and you're packing up to leave. Everything is so weird, and you don't tell me anything at all. You're so secretive that it's annoying. I question every little thing about you because nothing makes sense. Every time I even come close to asking, you make sure I don't. Tell me JaeWon, if you were me – wouldn't you go crazy too?" Without taking a breath, I vented. I felt like I had a right to vent – being left in the dark was really pissing me off. 

"Why do you care so much?" he asked. "Why can't you just not question anything?! And just –" 

I shook my head at him, closing my eyes. "Sometimes I wonder if we went into this whole thing too fast JaeWon – " Letting out a sigh of disappointment, I started to retreat toward the door. "Fine. I'm leaving."

"No – wait." JaeWon moved. ". . . Stay." 

"See?" I paused. "First you tell me to leave and now you want me to stay. This is exactly what I'm talking about." 

He sighed, looking down at his feet again. "Why do you do this to me? I would've been fine – I would've just left . . ." 

"What?" I asked, catching his mumbling. 

JaeWon looked back up at me, scaring me with a look that I had never seen on his face before. Unsure – he was unsure. " . . . Are you really planning to stay with me tonight?"

What is going on with him? I sighed, giving up. I shook my head, turning around to head back towards the door. 

"May." JaeWon started to move after me, thinking that I was leaving.

To his surprise, I took off my shoes. Placing them neatly by the door, I picked up the house slippers. "Should we order pizza or Chinese food?"


. . .

"What do you think?" 

"It's good."

"Of course. I have the best recommendations." Grinning at him, I picked my chopsticks back up from the glass table. Dipping them into the container, I twirled up another batch of Chow Mein. 

JaeWon reached for his cup of black coffee on the table. Taking a sip, he turned to look at my, Coffee-Freak stare, "What?" 

"How are you going to sleep tonight?" I asked him, motioning towards the coffee.
"Who said I'm sleeping." Winking at me, JaeWon went back to eating his Chow Mein.
"Yah." Stretching out my left leg, I kicked him. "Keep talking like that and I'll finish all of it for you."
"Good, you'll be awake with me too." JaeWon winked again; this time the wink was with a smile.
"Your face I will" was all I could say before burying my head back inside the Chow Mien container. 

After settling on Chinese food, JaeWon and I had settled in the living room, eating Chow Mein and watching a weekly episode of X-man. Leaning against the sofas, our feet spread out at odd angles because of the glass table in front of us, eating and watching TV – it felt so normal compared to what we had been through. After everything's that's happened, this was the closest thing we came to couple normalcy, and I was soaking in the moment like there was no tomorrow. 

"I love this show. The "Of course" game is hilarious," I said, placing the Chow Mein container back on the table once I was finished with it. Keeping my eyes glued to the TV, I reached out for the cup of water on the table. 

"That game's stupid. Anyone can say of course to anything; it's a game," JaeWon replied, taking another drink from his coffee.

"No," I argued. "It's not that easy." 

JaeWon turned to me, his eyes running over my face. "Really? How about, 'Coffee is the best thing in the world?'"

"Of course," I replied, swallowing the cold water. "It turned you into a real psycho right?" 

JaeWon paused for a second, taking another sip of his coffee. ". . . Of course. Your fetish is psychos – that's why you're going out with me right?" 

I made a face at him. "Of course. Did the scientists that made you program you to run on coffee – kind of like how cars run on gas?" I am too good. Clearing think I had won, I raised an eyebrow at JaeWon. Picking up my cup of water, I started to drink again when – 

"Of course! You want me don't you?" JaeWon ended the game.
"Gah!" Spitting out the water all across the glass table, even I was disgusted.
"What the – " JaeWon jumped, trying to save his coffee but it was too late. “APRIL!” 
"Oops." I covered my mouth. "See what you did!" 
"How is my fault?!" 
"You made me laugh!" 

JaeWon shook his head. "That was just sexy yo." 

"Hahahahaha," I laughed, staring at JaeWon. How is it possible that the simple things he says has this profound affect on me? Placing the cup of water back down on the glass table, I gave him an apologetic look. 

"Hope you know you're cleaning this up. I'm done entertaining for the night."
"Yah!" 

Abruptly, JaeWon moved around the glass table. Leaving me to clean up, he disappeared down the hall and into his room – carrying his coffee with him.

"Yoon JaeWon! You get back here and help me clean. I didn't eat by myself you know, so I'm not cleaning by myself," I hollered after him. 

All I got in reply was, "Black Coffee doesn't want to hear April talking! Black Coffee wants to hear April cleaning!" 

That jerk! I don't know why but I started to smile like a fool to myself. That whole April loved Black Coffee was too corny for its own good, but somehow it managed made itself our trade mark. I wonder if the wall he tagged on is still standing – maybe one of these days I can convince JaeWon to go back with me – this time sober. Sighing, I started picking up the chopsticks and empty Chow Mein containers. 

After disposing the containers in the trashcan, and washing the chopsticks, I was done. Quietly, I made my way out of the kitchen and down the short hall, stopping at the last door to the right where I found JaeWon inside.

"You have extra clothes I can borrow?" I peeked inside. 

It was the first time I had seen his room. True to the rest of his house, this room was also freakishly organized and clean. All the lights were knocked out except for two large blue and red lava lamps at the corners. The only furniture was the large bed angled in the middle of the room with a small night stand table on the right; across was a compact computer desk and a music system. The doors to the closet, to the very left of the room, were shut. No crazy posters of rock stars or naked Playboy spreads on the walls – I was quite impressed. 

"Whoa . . . talking about neat-freaky-ness." I stared in awe, walking in and looking around. 

"Don't you knock?" Turning around from where he was standing, near his desk, JaeWon quickly placed his phone back on the table. 

"I did, but you didn't hear me," I lied. 

JaeWon bought it though. Motioning towards his closet, he said, ". . . I guess you can look through my closet."

"OOO, shopping." I grinned, clasping my hands together in excitement. "Let's see what kind of style Black Coffee has." 

"I don't appreciate your sarcasm," he told me in a warning tone. 

Pulling the huge doors apart, I continued to stare in awe at how coordinated it was. Dress shirts, regular shirts, pants, jeans, blazers, and jackets were all hung according to color. It was sick. Spinning around, I said, "And you were making fun of my closet?"

JaeWon shrugged. "Find anything you can wear?"
I turned back around, scanning. ". . . Don't you have pajamas?"

JaeWon rolled his eyes. Making his way over to me, he leaned against the doors, watching my expression. "Are you really planning to sleep here tonight?"

I looked up at him. "You told me not to ask you any questions, so don't ask me any questions." 

Hoping he would understand me, I tried my best not to blink. For a while, the both of us didn't say anything. We just stared at each other, playing the staring game. Then, suddenly, JaeWon took a step forward. The dark shadows of the room cascaded one part of his face, but the other was lit – adding to his alluring look. What is he doing? Suddenly very aware of what was going on, I held my breath. 

Then, he bent down, leaving me to stare at the wall. 

I looked down to see JaeWon pulling at a small dresser inside the closet. "Shorts and a t-shirt; at least you can choose the color." 

"Aish!" He really knew how to ruin a moment didn't he? Lowering myself down next to JaeWon, I stared, bored, at his shorts and t-shirts collection. "These are clean right?"

"You've seen my house," he assured me. 
"Hmm . . ." I managed to say, taking black shorts and a navy blue t-shirt. "Bathroom?"

"Right across – extra toothbrush in the medicine cabinet." Leaving me, JaeWon got up. He walked back to his desk, picking up his flashing cell-phone – noting that he had just missed another message. 

Ignoring what he was doing, I got up and went to the bathroom. After changing into the shorts and t-shirt, brushing my teeth and washing my face, I strolled back into JaeWon's room. "I guess I'll do laundry tomorrow. I threw my jeans and yellow t-shirt into your laundry basket. W –" 

JaeWon wasn't in his room anymore. 

I turned, starting to go back out in the hall to look for him when he spoke up – from the closet. "You sure make yourself at home."

"Ah!" I jumped when he appeared behind the closet doors, carrying pillows. "Don't do that! Why were you hiding?"

"I wasn't hiding; I was looking for extra pillows." Making his way over the bed, JaeWon threw the pillows down on the bed, joining the six that were already on there. He had changed; now wearing a white t-shirt and black shorts matching mine, it was the first time I saw JaeWon's laid-back style. 

"How many blankets do you have on here?" Walking over to the left side of the bed, I lifted them up, counting at least three including a light-thin cover; they were all dark blue.

"It gets cold in the morning in my room," he replied, watching me pulling them back. Placing the first layer back on the bed, I slid in between the first and second. Because it was a king-sized bed, the mattress was extra soft. Placing my head on the pillow, I shifted to get comfortable; smiling with content, I gushed, "Wow, comfy!" 

JaeWon was watching me from he was, not knowing what to do. "What are you doing April?"
"Sleeping." I looked up at him. "What does it look like I'm doing? Exercising?" 

Shaking his head and slightly smiling to himself, JaeWon reached out for one of the pillows he had just placed on the bed. "Goodnight."

"Where are you going?"
"Outside to sleep." 

". . . Don't." The word "don't" will probably never have the same effect on me ever again. It felt strange to say it, but I couldn't help myself before the word came out. 

JaeWon paused, looking down at me. Then, letting out a laugh, he said, "I don't want to you to go psycho on me like when we were at the hotel."

"No, I'm pretty sane this time," I told him. Drawing the large blanket down on my right, I held it out – waiting for JaeWon to get in. 

For a while he didn't move at all. He just simply looked down at me, as if he couldn't believe what I was doing. I couldn't even believe what I was doing. Get in before I change my mind stupid. But there was no turning back.

Slowly, JaeWon lowered himself onto the bed. Moving his feet underneath the covers first, he finally slid in all the way; I drew the covers back up to our shoulders – covering us underneath.

Because I was already lying on my left side, when JaeWon turned on his right we both stared right at each other. Moving a strand of hair out of my face, I smiled at him. Up close he was even more gorgeous; his facial structures looked even more defined at this angle. However bold it was to sleep in the same bed with him, this close, it didn't bother me anymore.

"Why are you doing this?" It was an inevitable question, but to hear him ask it was different. JaeWon's eyes scanned my face from my eyebrows to my lips. 

"I didn't want you to sleep outside," I whispered.

"No . . . there's another reason," JaeWon whispered back. Inching closer to me, he placed his right arm underneath his head, elevating himself higher on the pillow. "You leaving the hospital in Pusan to come all the way back here. Why?" 

"You told me not to ask you questions, so don't ask why I'm doing this," I reminded him again. 

JaeWon went quiet; he continued to stare at me. Then – just as he was about to move – the lights went out. The two lava lamps that were the cause of shadows in the room completely went out – leaving JaeWon and me in complete darkness. 

I blinked, trying to adjust my eyes. "What happened?"
"Thank you." Out of the darkness, a pair of soft lips planted themselves quickly on my tip of my nose. 
I froze, recoiling with surprise. He missed! ". . . For what?" 

"For staying with me. For not asking any questions – no matter how strange things have been," JaeWon's soft voice replied.

Because it was dark, because it was so warm lying next to him, and because I was simply hanging out with him too much – I learned to act on impulse. Moving quickly, I puckered my lips hoping that I would catch JaeWon lips. But when I felt the jaw-line I was so obsessed with, I knew I had missed. My kiss handed on JaeWon's jaw. Wanting him to think that was my purpose, I quickly said, "No. Thank you for letting me stay." 

I heard him chuckling softly. "You missed."

Making a face at him in the dark, I started to turn, ready to finally get some sleep when I felt JaeWon's arms pulling me. Taking my right arm, he placed it near his chest – guiding me closer to him – allowing my head to nestle against his chest. Wrapping an arm around my shoulder, JaeWon placed his chin on top of my head while I made myself comfortable next to his beating heart. 

Together – we didn't say another word. Just listening to each other's steady breathing. 

The warm comfort spoiling us. 

We fell asleep. 

. . .

6:30 A.M. 

The doorbell buzzed – sending shocking waves through the silence that had accumulated through the night. 

I stirred, taking in a deep breath. What is that annoying noise? I felt JaeWon stir next to me. Disentangling his legs from mine, he moved slightly. 

When the sharp buzz came again, this time sounding more urgent, JaeWon suddenly sat up – as if realizing. The coldness of the morning air seeped into our space – the body warmth that had gathered between us. 

"Noo . . . ." I mumbled, turning away, burying myself deeper underneath the covers. 
"May." I heard JaeWon somewhere over my head. 
"Hmmm . . . ." 
"Whatever you hear, do not leave this room okay?" 
"What?" 

But I was too late. After pulling the covers off of my head, I could only squint after JaeWon running out of the room. Patting my cheeks, I tried to make myself wake up. 

From a distance, I could hear JaeWon hurrying towards the front door. When it opened, a voice suddenly exploded, butchering the morning quiet. I felt chills spiking themselves against my skin when I recognized the voice. "What are you still doing here?!" Choi SangWoo's voice – to be exact.

I sat up, hair falling all over my face. Ignoring what JaeWon had told me, I scrambled out of bed, almost falling down during the hurry.

Wide awake. THIS was what I had been afraid of.

The coldness of the floor bit my bare feet as I headed out of the room. Just as I was about to round the corner of the hallway, heading into the living room, loud sounds of car doors closing, dozens of footsteps, and deafening chatter suddenly surrounded the condo. 

Hide! In a panic, I looked around. Tugging at the door to my right, I yanked it open to squeeze inside the empty hall closet. Thank god JaeWon was a neat-freak or else this would have turned out to be one of those stuffy ones. Closing the door as quietly as I could behind me, when the loud laughter suddenly erupted, causing chills to spread over me, I stopped moving. Adjusting my eyes to the darkness of the closet, I felt more awake than ever; my eyes were flicking at the streaks of light that was squeezing themselves through the cracks of the door. 

"I'm sorry I'm late or should I say early. I meant to be here earlier, but you know – business comes first – not that you all aren't special." A deep, rich voice reverberated from the living room when he stepped inside. Loud footsteps followed him; then, the sounds of footsteps taking place strategically throughout the living room. "Ah, so this is your place JaeWon? Nice! Why didn't you take me here earlier SangWoo? 

"Boss – what are you doing here?" I heard JaeWon ask. 
"He came to visit you," SangWoo answered, sounding like he was trying very hard to suppress his voice.

"What's wrong with you two? Stop looking at each other like that. Have a seat – have a seat my boys," the man said.

The sounds of more people taking seats followed. Then, it grew alarmingly quiet. So quiet that a cup of drink being poured could be heard all the way to where I was in the closet. My heart was pounding so fast that I felt like it was going to burst. Who was that man?

"How long have I been out of the country?" the deep voice spoke up again, seemingly relaxed.
"Almost a year, Boss," SangWoo answered the man. 

"A year . . . that's too long to be away from Korea. But business in Japan is finally under control." He ended with perception. 

Silence followed afterwards. 

Then, the man broke out into loud laughter. "Why are you two so stiff?! You're making me uncomfortable! Look JaeWon – I didn't want to make an early house call like this, but I figured I'd stop by here before going to the warehouse. SangWoo was kind enough to take accompany me. Right? Now you two, smile or something! God, why is everyone so silent? Laugh with me!" 

As if on cue, the room started to echo with at least ten people nervously forcing laughter. 

Then, the man leading the laugh, ceased suddenly. "Now, back to business. Let's make this quick. We're all tired. I have just have one question to ask. Do you two know what the first thing I did when I came back to Korea? SangWoo – answer me."

"No sir." 
"Do you know JaeWon?"
"No Boss."

Silence followed afterwards as no one said anything again. Then, the man spoke up; this time his voice was grave and stern. The joking, done and over with, paved way for the serious conversation. "I visited Remy's grave. First thing I did when I left the airport. Every time I lose a member of my family, it drives me crazy. But what drives me even crazier is the fact that I've been hearing some things. Does anyone want to volunteer to guess?"

I held my breath, hoping to not miss a word. 

But no one answered him.

So the man continued, "When I got back to headquarters, I called everyone to meet up. Everyone was there – except for . . . Crist and Mayhem. Too busy – someone informed me of your absences. Now, if I didn't know you two better, I would've thought you had broken away from me. But I knew better. Then, I was informed why. Crist and Mayhem, the two gangs underneath me were fighting with Remy's heir. SangWoo and JaeWon, the two I trusted were fighting with HanSuk. I asked why, but no one would answer me. I sent out messages; but, no one answered. Until . . . I decided to stop by Pusan's Hotel yesterday because Flo informed me that Crist and Mayhem have been acting fishy lately – up to some kind of game. Flo told me that JaeWon was staying there with a girl. To my disappointment, you ran off JaeWon. Why?"

He paused for JaeWon's answer, but JaeWon didn't. So he continued, "You two didn't welcome HanSuk into the family. I understand that I was in Japan, so you didn't have to do anything I wanted you to. After all, I never really told you accept him yet. But when Flo also informed me that you two decided to play up the front that hated each other . . . ." 

I couldn't breathe. I swallowed hard, feeling the shock hitting me squarely on the chest. No way. 

"You two used to be rivals. But when I united you two together; Crist and Mayhem, a couple of years ago, I told you two to go on pretending that you hated each other because I didn't want other rivals to know that I had both Crist and Mayhem underneath me. I allowed you two to do your separate things. Did I not treat you two well? Huh? SangWoo – answer me."

. . . No way. I felt the sharp pain my chest, my body telling me to release a breath.

"I'm sorry Boss." I heard SangWoo murmured. 

The man sighed, moving around in his seat. "I told you two to lay low for a year while I was gone to Japan; but not only could you not save Remy, but you two are pulling off stupid shit – ignoring HanSuk and pissing him off. Right JaeWon?"

". . . It's my fault." His fault? The painful feeling of something burning my eyes started to fill up when I heard JaeWon's answer.

"Bring HanSuk in," the man let out a heavy sigh right before he commanded. 

He's here?! I tried not to gasp. This was getting more and more complicated. 

The front door could be heard opening, and then footsteps entering. What sounded like HanSuk pausing to bow, was then followed by him taking a seat somewhere. 

"You didn't wait in the car too long right? How's your face?" the man asked HanSuk; he must've been referring to the bruises SangWoo had left HanSuk when they fought at the Hotel.

"No Boss," I heard HanSuk's timid reply. 

"Okay. So go on – tell me what you were telling me HanSuk," the man ordered, keeping pace with the conversation.

HanSuk went silent. Maybe he was looking at JaeWon and SangWoo. He cleared his throat nervously. 

"Don't be afraid. We're all like family here. Nothing's going to happen to you. I'm here now. Tell me what you wanted to tell me," the man urged HanSuk. "I want SangWoo and JaeWon to hear this too."

After being reassured, HanSuk spoke up again – his voice started out soft, but strengthened. "As you know, after Remy died . . . I was elected to take over. I understood that we – Crist, Mayhem, and Remy are all under you Mr. Kim JiYong, but – when I tried to reach out to them, they ignored me. They said I wasn't fit to take over Remy and – " HanSuk stammered through his sentence.

"You're not," JaeWon's icy voice cut through him.
"So you're being a fucken elementary school kid? Tattle-tale?" I heard SangWoo's sneer.
"He's talking," the mystery man, now identified as Kim JiYong, silenced them both. "Go on HanSuk."

HanSuk must've been nervous because he didn't talk again for a couple of seconds. ". . . So I decided to take out SangWoo first. I showed up at his house one day, but he was drunk. A girl was taking him home; I tried to take the girl, but JaeWon showed up. Then, the second time, Flo informed me that JaeWon was at his apartment downtown. When I came, I caught JaeWon . . . but he was with that same girl. It wasn't a fair fight, but I wanted JaeWon to accept me as true gang leader – just as good as him – so I let everyone beat him up assuring them that . . . you would've wanted it. I'm so sorry Boss – I just didn't know what to do."

"Who is this girl?" Kim JiYong spoke up sharply.
"No body." I heard SangWoo speak up. 

Kim JiYong sighed, and then he spoke up again. " HanSuk felt like he was being treated poorly – I understand that."

"So you're on his side." I heard JaeWon input.

"Of course. He's the underdog." That must've surprised everyone in the room because murmurs started to break out. Kim JiYong sighed, fed up. "Everyone get the hell out. No one gets in or out. I need to have a talk with SangWoo, JaeWon, and HanSuk. If that's not your name leave."

This was when I felt the fear. 

"Who is this girl?" Kim JiYong asked after the bustle of people leaving and the front door closing. 
"No body." This time – JaeWon answered.
"Liars," HanSuk spat, as if he had found his courage. "That little bitch was your play toy huh?"
"Shut the fuck up!" SangWoo's voice shouted at him.
"WHAT?! You gonna hit me if I don't?" HanSuk roared back.
"You –" 

"STOP IT!"

Everything went silent after Kim JiYong's loud shout. "WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG WITH YOU? DON'T YOU HAVE ANY RESPECT FOR ME?! LET HIM TALK!"

After pausing, the room went silent again.

"I found out why the two of them were acting like they really hated each other. Choi SangWoo found out about this girl that looks exactly like his ex-girlfriend and –" HanSuk began again. 

"SHUT UP!" JaeWon shouted.

"GET OFF ME!" 
"LET HIM GO! NOW!" 

Tempers exploded again.

Loud shouts followed, jumbled and confusing. "WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU TWO DOING?! THE NEXT PERSON THAT JUMPS OUT OF THEIR SEATS, I'LL PERSONALLY SHOOT! DON'T BELIEVE ME?!" The sound of a gun being cocked filled the air, creating silence again. For a while nothing but heavy breathing sounded the room. Then, Kim JiYong demanded, "Continue HanSuk, I want to hear this. I want to know the reason why these two are acting like idiots!"

Bitter. HanSuk was so bitter. ". . . Choi SangWoo found this girl that looked exactly like his ex-girlfriend. Being the charmer that he is, he wanted help in approaching her – making himself more appealing to her. He didn't know anything about this girl in the beginning. For all he knew, fate could've played him, and she could've turned out to be a rival's girlfriend. So he had to be careful – because he was the leader of Crist. Instead of just approaching her like any other guy, he couldn't resist playing one of his infamous games. So he asked his buddy JaeWon to help. JaeWon was supposed to be the main ingredient in this sick little drama. Every time something big happened, because they would create it, SangWoo and JaeWon would take turns showing up to 'save her.' They even went to the great lengths of getting Danny and Reno involved. There was a time when SangWoo needed Danny to shoot his arm to make him look innocent when he came to save her when Danny 'kidnapped' her. Another time, JaeWon allowed himself to get beat up by Reno in Dead-End so that the girl could help him too. They started playing the tug-a-war game with her. When you gave us invitations to Japan to visit you, they even had that set up so that the girl would have to decide between SangWoo and JaeWon – everything was suppose to end there. But it fell through because I intervened." 

"SHUT UP!" I heard JaeWon shout, his voice almost breaking at its highest capacity. 

"SIT DOWN!" Kim JiYong shouted at him.

With both hands clasped over my mouth, I tried to steady my breathing, but shock was shaking me badly. JaeWon knows I'm hearing all of this – he's trying to shut HanSuk up.

But HanSuk continued, keeping the pace of his confession. "They had nothing else to do with their lives! They had all the free time in the world to go around doing useless crap like that! Nothing in this world matters to them except money, alcohol, and girls. But that stupid girl, if only she had noticed all the clues – they never fought to the death for her. SangWoo got shot in the arm – not the heart. JaeWon was fully conscious in Dead-End; fake bruise marks. Only when he was getting beaten up by me was it real. But all that girl could see was two gang-leaders wanting her; that's why girls are stupid. They think tough attitude and a gang of guys following the leader automatically makes him a God. But you see . . . the plan was to make her fall in love with SangWoo, make him look more alluring than JaeWon but it backfired – didn't it SangWoo? She fell for JaeWon, not you." At that point my knees gave out, I could no longer move. My knees literally just let go and I fell down to the floor in the cold closet, hitting against the door with a soft thud.

Kim JiYong slowly drawled, "Is this true?! You two were playing this stupid game? HUH?!" 

I didn't hear JaeWon and SangWoo didn't answer. 

"I was the only factor – the only real thing between the three of them," HanSuk continued. "That's why the raid yesterday at the hotel threw them both off. They didn't expect it because it wasn't apart of their plan. JaeWon didn't know that you had returned to Korea, and it was on your order. He must've thought it was SangWoo's plan. But something sweet happened . . . JaeWon kissed the girl just minutes before our raid started. That would explain why he held a gun up to SangWoo's head later on . . . which is why SangWoo freaked out. See how SangWoo wanted to kill him? He realized that Yoon JaeWon had fallen for the girl – despite the fact he had promised he wouldn't in the beginning of the game. Players get burned too don't they?" HanSuk's words were cutting deeper and deeper. 

"Boss . . ." SangWoo's voice started up. "I'm sorry." 

"NO!" 
"WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!" 

A loud commotion followed; SangWoo had grabbed for the gun. He must've pointed it at HanSuk because the loud pop went off. Placing my hands against my ears, I tried to stifle the loud sound. Bodies could be heard knocked around. 

"CALM DOWN!" 

"NO! LET ME GO! I'M SO SICK OF THIS FUCKER! HE NEEDS TO SHUT HIS MOUTH! HE THINKS HE KNOWS EVERYTHING – HUH?!" 

It seemed as though someone was holding SangWoo back because his voice sounded strained, as if he was trying to break away. 

"SANGWOO, WHAT HAS GOTTEN INTO YOU?!" Kim JiYong roared at him.

"Let me go Boss. Please, let me go! You know why I didn't accept him into our gang – YOU KNOW WHY! He shot my brother! He shot my brother! OUR BROTHER!" SangWoo screamed in agony. "WHY ARE YOU ACCEPTING WHEN HE USED TO BE AN ENEMY?! HOW COULD YOU EXPECT ME AND JAEWON TO ACCEPT HIM? LET ME GOOO!" 

"YOU'RE SHOOTING AT ME?!" HanSuk screamed back, a piercing scream. All hell broke loose. The calm voice he had used to tell everything faded. "DID I forget to tell you Boss? SangWoo and JaeWon tried to get that girl's pity by throwing around that same idea! First SangWoo told her JaeWon shot his brother, and then later JaeWon told her SangWoo shot his brother. It was like a freakin' drama Boss. Because in reality, I was the one who shot SangWoo's brother that night – that was what I had to do to get into my first gang! And you know why I know ALL OF THIS YOU FUCKERS?! Everyone BETRAYED YOU. Danny and Reno were constantly telling the rest of us what kind of stupid plan you two were drumming up. But SangWoo – it backfired on you bad didn't it?! She FELL FOR JAEWON – NOT YOU! That was your biggest flaw SangWoo; Lee MiSun is all you can see – that dead bitch was all you could see! But who killed her SangWOO? WHO KILLED HER?! YOU DID! REMEMBER THAT NIGHT WHEN YOU were the one DRIVING?! YEAH! IT was YOU!" Before HanSuk could say any more, I couldn't take it anymore. "AND YOU KNOW WHAT BOSS?! THE GIRL THEY PLAYED IS LEE MISUN'S VERY OWN HALF-SISTER!" 

"FUCK YOU!"
"SHUT FUCK UP!"

With tears streaming down my face, blinding me, I burst out of the closet. I couldn't take it anymore. I tried to control my shaking body, but I couldn't stop. Placing both hands over my mouth, I ran – I ran out into the hallway and right into the bright living room; right into the scene I had been listening to. 

SangWoo was being held back by Kim JiYong while JaeWon was bent over HanSuk, holding out a clenched fist ready to strike at him – 

"MAY!" I pushed past SangWoo, not bothering to see the large figure of Kim JiYong next to him. I ran as fast as I could toward the door, jerking it open. "JAEWON SHE WAS HERE THE WHOLE TIME?!" 

"GOOD! THAT BITCH HEARD EVERYTHING! GOOD!" I heard HanSuk scream after me.

"SHUT THE FUCK UP!" JaeWon must've punched him because the loud crack of his fist hitting HanSuk's face followed me out of the condo. "WAIT!" I heard him shout.

But I didn't wait. All I wanted to do was run out of here as fast as I could – as far away as I could. AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! I wanted to scream. I wanted to scream as loud as I could. 

"HEY!"
"WHERE DID SHE COME FROM?!" 

Guards, who were standing outside the door, all bumped into one another as they tried to stop me. But I managed to brush past all of them, running at full speed on my barefeet down the pathway. Hitting the cold pavement, I continued running. Running like there was no tomorrow with tears streaming messily down the side of my face; I ran. I ran so fast that I couldn't feel my body anymore. I hate you. I hate you. I hate you!

"WAIT!" 
"LEAVE ME THE FUCK ALONE!" 

"May, you have to listen to me. I have to explain –" Somehow he had managed to catch up to me. JaeWon roughly spun me around, knocking me off balance and I fell hard onto the concrete. He grabbed my arms, forcing me to look up at him. When he saw my eyes, bubbling with fat drops of tears, JaeWon's thought process stopped completely. He was breathing hard; his own eyes going back and forth, trying to figure out what to do next. 

"LET GO!" I gasped, trying to breathe through the anger and frustration the tears were causing me. He looked like a blur to me because of how flooded my eyes were. "Let –" 

"Don't – not like this. I can explain!" JaeWon grabbed onto my arms again.

I struggled, kicking him wildly. Missing him a couple of times, I finally caught his knees. "LET GO." I pushed him with all the force I had. Because he was probably in shock himself, too, to see my reaction, JaeWon allowed himself to fall back – hitting the ground with a thud. 

Silence filled between us. 

I bit my lower lip, staring at him – staring at the guy I thought I had liked so much. Breathing so hard, my heart pounding my chest, and the tears that were automatically spilling out of my eyes – I managed to finally squeak, ".. . Why?" This is your chance JaeWon – your chance to tell me what I had just heard was just my imagination. 

But it wasn't my imagination. JaeWon was right in front of me, in flesh and blood – watching me cry like a baby. ". . . I didn't know you when SangWoo asked me to do him the favor."

A tear dripped down onto the left side of my cheek. I didn't even bother to wipe it away. "Playing with people's feelings is your specialty isn't it Yoon JaeWon?" 

He shook his head, trying to make me understand. "I didn't want you to find out like this. I wanted to tell you – eventually."

I scoffed, another tear falling short from my chin. "What a conversation that would've been huh?"

"May – "
"Don't come closer."
"Look, you weren't supposed to find out like this. Things weren't supposed to turn out this way – "

"You should win an award JaeWon. You should win an fucken award. You're such a good actor. I believed you – I fell for you. What a stupid bitch I am huh? When I woke up in that hospital room after passing at the beach, I knew something was wrong on your part. But, I didn't care. I still came here to see you because I wanted to be with you – all the while ignoring my instincts. God! I'm so stupid!" I screamed at him.

"No – " He made a grab for my arm as I turned abruptly, no longer wanting to say anything to him anymore. 

Droplets of tears jumped down my face when I moved, shoving JaeWon's hand away. Pulling myself up, I started running again, turning out into the street – leaving him behind.

No wonder why I knew so little about him. No wonder why whenever I was with SangWoo, he would show up. Whenever I was with JaeWon, SangWoo would show up. They had this planned. I was a game. A game they liked to play when they were bored. YOU KNEW! You knew something was wrong, but you ignored it. You came to his place last night because you knew the relationship would die, you knew somehow it was going to come to this. But you still came to him. YOU KNEW. 

"WATCH OUT!" Too occupied with my thoughts, I didn't seen the bike until it slammed hard into my side. I fell sideways as the newspaper boy gasped. He quickly got off his bike, letting it clatter to the ground. "Oh my god! Noona! Are you okay? Didn't you see me?" 

Clasping a hand over my mouth, I sobbed as I hit the ground. The angst building up inside, tying and twisting itself in knots – I couldn't hold back anymore. 

"Noona, are you okay? Are you in a lot of pain?" The boy, wearing a red hat, bent over me. "You're crying so much!"

I shook my head, sobbing into my hands until they were wet and tainted with tears. I looked up at the blurry figure. "Can I – I - borrow –borrow – your – ph – phone?" I managed.

He nodded, taking out a cell phone from his back pocket. Handing it to me, he squeaked, "You're not going to call the police on me are you?"

I shook my head at the kid. Through my tears and sobs, I could barely make out the numbers. It was a miracle when it rang and she picked up. ". . . Hello?"

"Li . . . Na . . . . Lina!" I bawled into the mouthpiece. 
"Mom? Why are you calling me?" Clearly just waking up, Lina's sounded like she slurring her words.
"No. It's me . . . M – May." I gasped, another fat tear rolled down my right cheek, staining my hands.

"MAY?! OH MY GOD! WHY HAVEN'T YOU CALLED ME LATELY?! Omo - ARE YOU CRYING? What happened? Where are you?!" her shrill voice came over the line. 

To say that I had known the reason all along, up until this point, of why Choi SangWoo and Yoon JaeWon invaded my world would be a lie. But I will admit that I had always suspected it; I'm not dumb nor am I completely oblivious to my surroundings. I had felt it in my gut instinct that something's just didn't add up. I had suspected it, but it was an idea that I had regarded too far-fetched to be true. 

Until HanSuk's confession – confirming what my guts had been telling me all along.

Now, I didn't know what to think anymore. 

All the coincidences that occurred whenever I was with SangWoo or JaeWon weren't coincidences at all – they were all set up; planned. No wonder why whenever I was with JaeWon, SangWoo would show up. No wonder why whenever I was with SangWoo, JaeWon would show up.

No wonder why when he realized I was falling for JaeWon, SangWoo kept warning me. 

The reason why I came to JaeWon last night? After hearing Mr. Im telling me that JaeWon wasn't really his nephew, I had to confirm it myself. JaeWon had no idea that when I came here last night, I had been waiting for this very confirmation. But, Choi SangWoo and Yoon JaeWon had underestimated me. They had forgotten I had lived with Lee MiSun. If I had learned anything from living with her, it had to be to pay attention to clues – the little details. Somewhere, deep down, I had somehow known.

But what I really wanted to know now, what I really cared about now – even after all that – did Yoon JaeWon really fall for me? 

(Chapter 34)

I cannot tell you how many times in my life I have fallen apart. To be completely honest, I have lost count. But each time that I did, the familiarity of shattering into infinitesimal pieces and then gluing myself back together temporarily behind a naïve façade, only to fall apart all over again, was slowly killing me. 

It was a never-ending cycle that had me trapped. 

I thought I knew what pain was each time I faced it. Abstract pain was having family problems. Raw, mental pain was having to be in and out of a mental institution for four years. Soulful pain was having a half-sister haunting me even after she had died. Dismal pain was Choi SangWoo invading my world because I resembled her so much. But now, I had a new type of pain to add to my ever-growing-list. 

Heart pain was simply Yoon JaeWon. This pain slowly poisoned my heart and ate from my soul. 

This time around, I fell apart differently.

That would explain why within an hour of my frantic phone call to Lina, I ended up meeting her at her work. I had forgotten that besides Sansachun, Lina also worked the late-to-early morning shift at The ChuChu Bar. She wasn't sleeping at all when I had called her. And because she couldn't leave work to come get me, I had to come to her. Mistake number one.

On a normal basis, I would never have set foot in the place, but I was desperate. I needed to go to a place where the lights were dimmed to the point of blindness, where there were still crowds of people who haven't left since last night's partying, and where I could order as many shots of alcohol as I wanted and not be harassed. I needed a place where music was pulsating through the walls, where I could be incognito for a second, and where I could poison myself with alcohol. The only place that could offer me this atmosphere was The ChuChu Bar – opens twenty-four-seven, never asks for I.D., and was always packed with the city's usual troublemakers. A club that never sees daylight.

I needed to be in that kind-of place.

And so, after diving, drowning, resurfacing, and then drowning again in pure alcohol within the first thirty minutes at the crowded ChuChu bar, I had successfully numbed myself from as much emotion as possible, forgetting my thoughts and erasing my memories. As I went through deleting everything in my mind, words like: I hate JaeWon, go to hell JaeWon, choke on coffee JaeWon – ran through my head. By the twenty-something shot, I was sprawled across the bar's dark granite countertop watching the light prism bouncing off my shot-glass at different angles with Lina fretting over my erratic behavior. I was still thinking, somewhere in my mind, I really hate you JaeWon. I swear I'll kill you when I'm sober. 

"Are you okay now?" Lina leaned in, patting my back, pulling me back to reality.

The sudden roar of loud music in the background and loud chatter of people filled my ears. "I'm fine." I answered, letting out a loud burp. Truth was: I was far from okay.

Reaching for the heavy dark bottle with the words Smirnoff Vodka etched across it, I was about to pour myself another shot when Lina's hand intercepted it. 

"I think that's enough May." I pouted at my best friend like a child. Still dressed in her crimson-red work uniform, Lina was supposed to be busing tables, but instead she was now sitting next to me, making sure I wasn't going to fall over and die. 

"I'm fine," I insisted. Pulling myself up, I swayed slightly on my stool. Before Lina could stop me, I lowered the shot-glass to my lips again, downing another shot expertly. The liquid windswept the walls of my throat as it burned something fiery all the way down to my insides. I lowered my eyes; my world was spinning dangerously on an unbalanced axis. With the heavy feeling in my stomach, and the headache consuming my mind – I was minutes away from throwing up. Great. 

"Here. "Lina handed me a tissue. She was referring to the tear-stains on my cheeks. "What happened? Tell me, I'll go fuck that bitch up." 

"Hahahaha," I laughed, placing my head back down on the countertop, trying to stop myself from spinning. Lina would be the last person earth to "fuck" up someone; but the way she said it sounded funny – especially with alcohol coursing through my system. "Don't bother, I'll kill him myself," I assured her.

"It's a him?" Arching an eyebrow, Lina leaned in closer. "Who? Are you talking about Choi SangWoo?"

I froze. Swallowing, my eyes glazed over again. Suddenly caught between wanting to scream and cry at the mention of his name which linked my thoughts to JaeWon again, my smile vanished. ". . . Forget about it." Just thinking about them was like squeezing lemons on a paper cut.

"It is him huh?" I couldn't blame Lina for being curious. It wasn't normal for me to just show up at her work, crying my eyes out, and now trying to drink myself to death. I wanted to tell Lina everything, but I had stopped after explaining to her about my disappearance for the last couple days. All I managed to tell Lina so far was that I was out of town visiting my appa. I couldn't bring myself to talk about the rest of the drama. Best friend or not, I wasn't ready to start bawling like a baby once I started telling the story. 

Thus, I turned to temporary alcohol poisoning. 

"God, this stuff is so bitter." I leaned forward, tapping the Smirnoff Vodka bottle with a fingernail. 

"May –" Lina started to say when her cell phone chimed loudly in her pockets. Even though the background music was reverberating loudly in the bar, the tune of the popular Hyo-Ri song could still be heard. People who were close to us turned, laughing. 

Shaking my head, I managed a small smirk at the funny scene. Caked with dark make-up as a part of her uniform at The ChuChu bar, Lina's ring-tone definitely contrasted her look. Ceasing the chimes, she answered her phone. An annoyed look immediately crossed her face as she answered, "WHAT?"

Turning my head, I let out another loud burp – smelling the strong aroma of alcohol. Ugh, this doesn't feel too good. Why is everything in pairs? I crossed my eyes, realizing my vision had gone from bad to worse. 

"Why are you calling me for? You're wasting my minutes fool! I'm at work . . . What? I can't hear you anymore. I think my phone's breaking up," Lina lied, making a whole bunch of random sounds before pulling the phone away from her ear and hanging up. "Stupid JunJin. He needs to tell his thick-headed brother that we're on a break – which means I don't want to hear or see anyone attached to him!"

"You broke up with Feet?!" I gasped in shock, processing Lina's bitter words in my drunken mind. Eager for something that would take me far away from sober-land, I pushed myself off the countertop, holding onto it for balance as I stared with misty eyes at Lina. 

"We're on a break," Lina corrected me. "We decided two days ago." The phone call definitely irritated her because Lina grabbed the Smirnoff Vodka; she drank straight from the bottle.

Dang, hardcore! I started to move but thought better against it when I couldn't make out anything further than two inches away from me. It felt like someone was hammering my head and moving in my stomach. "Why?" I managed to ask, squinting at her.

"It's hard to explain right now. I need to sort things out for myself first. But he wasn't helping at all!" Lina confessed, biting her lower lip. 

"Aww man, you should've told me sooner! We could've drunk together. Here, let's have a toast to it – men being bastards." I took that and ran off with it in my drunken state.

"How about another time?" Lina stopped me from grabbing the alcohol bottle again. "You shouldn't drink anymore, your eyes are so bloodshot."

Little did Lina know how much I had been crying. I shook my head. "I'm fine. Just one more drink. I –"

Lina's cell phone rang again, cutting my thoughts in half. It sucks being drunk while having a conversation. I completely forgot what I was saying. I blinked, letting out another burp. Patting my throat, I heard Lina let out an irritable statement. "What do you want again Bryan?" 

Bryan . . . My vision was getting dimmer by the second. I blinked a couple of times, trying to suppress the oncoming urge.

"What? May? Yeah . . . she is." Lina looked back at me questionably. "How did you know . . . "

At the mention of his name, I grabbed the phone away from Lina. "Yah, 50-cent, get your ass over here right now! We need to talk!"

"May," he cut in. Bryan's voice suddenly sounded very sharp, as if he couldn't believe he was actually talking to me. "Are you with her right now? The ChuChu bar right?"

The hell? "Were you listening to me? Get your ass here in five minutes! I'm going to beat some sense into you! Got it?" I hung up before Bryan could answer. Turning off the cell phone, I snapped it shut. I looked back at Lina, putting up a warning finger. "There's no need to be civil with him. For one, it's Bryan. And two, he joined a frickin' gang! If that's not stupidity, I don't know what is." As if that would explain why I treated him the way I did, I had forgotten that I had never told Lina this juicy information. 

"A gang?!" she shouted, nearly jumping out of her seat. The people who were standing close to us turned again. Lowering her voice, Lina leaned in. "Are you sure?"

I shook my head bitterly, and then started nodding. "Positive with a capital P. When I see that little wannabe, I'm going to kill him."

Lina shook her head disbelievingly. "No way. Are you sure? What gang would accept Bryan?"
I sat back in my stool, letting out a loud laugh as I waved my arm. "Losers. They're all losers!"

"Oof!"
"Oops."

Turning around to see who I had hit, Lina quickly jumped out of her seat. 

Through my blurry eyes, I still managed to see the stern-looking man standing behind us. His uniform was the color of royal blue and a large nametag was pinned on his right chest: Manager. With a hand holding onto his stomach, he looked extremely pissed at the fact that I had accidentally hit him there. 

"Has your shift ended?" He rounded on Lina, who gave him an apologetic look. 
"No sir," she mumbled, bowing to him respectfully.
"Is this your friend?" The manager turned to me. 

I blinked, trying to decide what would be the right answer so that Lina wouldn't get in trouble for sitting and drinking with me. "Nope. I've never seen her in my life."

Behind him, I could tell Lina was shaking her head at me, wanting to laugh. 

The manager turned around quickly to Lina. He narrowed his eyes at her. "Bathroom stall number five has your name written all over it. Someone threw up."

Making a disgusted face, Lina argued, "But I'm not supposed to take care of that."
"You will if you want to keep your job," the manager argued with her.

"God, he's even worse than Mr. Chun!" I blurted out. "Remember how he would always come into Sansachun to check on us and make us do ridiculous things Lina?"

Lina shook her head at me, motioning a finger to her lips.

I squinted. "Lip gloss?"

The manager turned to Lina, his eyes flashing with anger. She quickly said, "I'll get right on it." Reaching back to the counter, Lina picked up her cell phone. As she brushed past me, "I'll kill you when you're sober. Wait for me. My shift's going to end in fifteen minutes."

"I'll be here." I waved a hand at her as Lina retreated back towards the crowd, and then eventually disappeared. 

I was now alone.

Turning to my alcohol bottle for comfort, I gasped when I realized sneaky Lina had already taken it with her. "Aww man," I moaned, shifting on my stool. 

"Don't you think you've had enough to drink?"

The stool to my left moved. 

"And that is your business how?" I rolled my eyes over to whoever rudely butted in my alcohol-binging business.

It wasn't just whoever. 

It was Choi SangWoo. And he was looking right at me. His face was one big blur, but it didn't stop my anger from rising when I recognized his shape – his presence. Thoughts of JaeWon immediately bombarded the walls I had used alcohol to build in the last hour to keep them out. My body temperature shot up, shattering any thermometer. "What the fuck are you doing here? Did you follow me?!"

He reached out to grab my arm as if he was afraid I was going to run away. "We need to talk." 

"Fuck you." I pushed him away, standing up from my stool. At this point, I couldn't see anything and I swear we were having an earthquake. But that didn't stop me from looking around. For a while my head just snapped side-to-side, I was angry with myself when I realized I was looking for JaeWon. Where is he?

Where there was SangWoo, there was bound to be JaeWon. 

But not this time. 

"Come on." SangWoo jerked me forward, practically knocking me off balance.

I was beyond pissed. Did he really think it was this easy? To show up like a frickin' ghost and make me come with him? I don't remember signing anything that said: Property of Choi SangWoo. "What do you think you're doing?!"

"I need to talk to you before it's too late." He pulled me away from the bar.

"It's already too late." Throwing my hands out, I knocked him out of my way with all the force I could muster. Before SangWoo could catch his balance to come at me again, I stumbled down from the bar and emerged myself into the crowd of people on the dance floor. 

He's not really here; he's not really here. I chanted the words in my mind, trying to save my sanity. I started to thread my way through bodies and flashing strobe lights, bumping shoulder-to-shoulder with people were dancing to the loud cacophony vibrating through the speakers. Suddenly, being drunk made me claustrophobic. My stomach tightened with every step I took, and I was blind by this point. 

"May!" I heard him calling me again, somewhere not far from behind.

I kept pushing people aside, heading toward the bright neon green light at the far-end blinking: EXIT. 

"May." Fuck. Spinning me around when he caught up to me, SangWoo forced me to stop in motion. It was the first time that he had used such force on me. Expecting me to struggle, SangWoo placed himself firmly in front, blocking my way. 

To his surprise, all that walking and spinning had pushed my body over the edge. Before I could stop myself and hold onto my physical control, my knees gave in. 

"Whoa." I heard SangWoo suck in a breath, catching me before I fell to the ground.

I doubled over in his arms, facing the floor. My head spun, round and round. The pressure exploded and the hot saliva reached my mouth. "UGHHH!"

The heaves came up in droves, and I nearly choked. Chow Mein and alcohol mixed together splattered messily on the ground, dripping. I gripped onto something, maybe SangWoo's arm – I don't remember. At this point, my memory is scattered into bits and pieces. All I clearly remember was throwing up for the next ten minutes. My throat was screaming in pain, and my insides felt raw. Well – what else did I expect? I played with fire; alcohol, in this case.

A crowd formed; million of eyes were watching me, mouths gasping in shock. 

I was in too much pain to feel the embarrassment. I just threw up and up and up. It was as though I had blanked out from the overdose of pure alcohol. 

Funny – the first time I met Choi SangWoo, he was the one who threw up on me, exactly in the similar posture and club scene. Now, it was the other way around. 

We really came full circle didn't we? 
. . .



I died. 

Or I thought I did. 


But my heaven was just pitch black, so I knew I was still alive. I had never been the type of person who knew how to hold alcohol well. So when I blacked out afterwards, I really thought I had died. Sure, I've been drunk before, but never as extreme as that night. I had really lost control – not only physically but emotionally. And because my emotions and awareness were checked out, they all came rushing back to me when I woke up. After being suppressed by alcohol, it's was though they were coming back with a vengeance – taking no prisoners. 

The first image that crossed my sober mind was JaeWon. The profound affect he had on me was undeniable. With no substance to intercept my feelings about him, I felt this irritation that is hard to explain.

Struggling not to cry, I clutched my stomach, rolling over onto my side. 

"You can't just bring her here. Do you know what you're doing SangWoo?"
"Stay out of this TaeHee, it's none of your business."
"None of my business? This is my place! You can't just waltz in here and do whatever the hell you want! I'M GOING TO TELL JIYONG!"
"You wouldn't dare!"
"Why wouldn't I?!"

I jumped, waking up when a door somewhere abruptly slammed shut. Clutching my stomach in pain, I rolled over, opening my eyes. The dimly-lit room came into view when my vision recollected itself. All my senses came rushing back to me. I took in a deep breath, feeling surprising pain. 

I immediately sat up. Surveying the room, I realized I had been sleeping on a soft leather sofa. It looked like an office of some sort. There was a large desk in the middle of the room, and two other sofas countering. 

Where am I? Why do I keep letting this happen to me? Placing a hand over my forehead, I started to get up when my foot caught something solid.

"OW!"
"Shit!"

*Thump* 

"BRYAN!"

Looking over the couch, there was no doubt that I had kicked 50-cent wannabe. The question was: what the hell was he doing sleeping near my foot? 

Bryan looked up at me with his puppy-eyes. Even though it had been a while since I had actually seen him in person, he still looked the same. A rap-video wannabe. With spiked-up hair, a baby-blue shirt that was too big for him, and chains of fake-bling dangling from his neck, Bryan's crappy style and face was same-old, same-old. 

As if sizing each other up, it all happened within a split second. 

Ignoring my head and physical pain, with a quick movement, I flew off the couch while Bryan scrambled to get up off the floor. "Oh no you don't!" He wasn't quick enough; I had grabbed a handful of his shirt, pinning him against the wall, preventing him from escaping. Bryan was still a wuss as ever – where did he get the idea he could join a gang? 

"I can explain!" he squealed when his back slammed against the wall. "May!" 
"Five seconds," I growled, narrowing my eyes at him. 

"I – you – drunk – SangWoo – here – I – guard," Bryan stammered, pointing in all different directions. So, he was supposed to be in the room to watch me until I woke up – stupid fool. 

Because we were the same height, my hand easily trailed up to his head – snatching a bundle his gelled-spikes. "You don't not know how pissed off I am at you!"

"NOT THE HAIR!" He winced. 

"You joined SangWoo's gang, didn't you?!" Letting him go, I slapped at the back of his head. "I'm going to knock some sense into you! WHY?!" Ever since I had realized he was the third voice when I was behind that closet, I had waited for this sweet moment. However annoying he may be, he was still a kid. A kid that had grown on me and over my dead body was he going to ruin his life by joining this gang of all gangs. 

"Ow!" Bryan dogged my hits, trying to move away from the corner I had cornered him in. "I didn't join SangWoo's gang! I joined Kim JiYong's! SangWoo, JaeWon, TaeHee – the Triads!"

"Like I understand or care!" I meant to slap his head again, but he moved so I ended up slapping his neck instead. "God, of all the stupid things you could do – you did this?"

"OWWWWWW!" Bryan howled as the red marked appeared, rendering himself defenselessly. 

"What happened to wanting to be rapper?! HUH?" I charged at him again, grabbing his ear and pulling him down. I demanded. "Why join a gang?!"

"Y.G. wouldn't sign me!" Bryan wailed. 
"AIGO –" Just as I was about to slap his right arm with all the force I had, the door swung open. 

"What are you doing?! " 

I was pulling Bryan's right ear in one direction while he was half-standing half-sitting. Crazy me looking psychotic while Bryan looked like the victim. Damn. 

Kim TaeHee stood in the doorway. Her heavily mascara-eyes narrowed as she looked from Bryan and then to me. Dressed in a dark suit with her hair tied up, she didn't look like the sweet little girl I had seen her as when I first met her. Taking a closer look at her, a person realizes that she couldn't really be Bryan's girlfriend. A person like her wouldn't go for a wimp like him. 

I let Bryan go, standing up. Surprised, I blinked at her for a couple of seconds, making sure she was really there. I didn't expect her to be there. But because I had connected Bryan to TaeHee, it made sense that she was here because he was here but – does that mean – she's apart of this gang or something like that? 

Brushing strands of hair out of my face, I breathed heavily with confusion as Bryan stood up next to me. 

"I got everything under control TaeHee," he cleared his throat, quickly running to her side. 

I should've just made him bleed while I was at it, I thought. I gave Bryan a glaring look.

TaeHee looked away from Bryan, as if disgusted with him when he reached her. "You were supposed to –" 
"I know. She's awake," he finished for her. 

"Where am I?" I spoke up, crossing my arms across my chest. Suddenly, I was very aware of the fact that I was still dressed in JaeWon's shirt and shorts – that would mean that I had barfed everything on SangWoo. 

TaeHee looked back at me. Her angelic face showed no emotion: whether she liked me or hated me, I couldn't tell. "You're at my place. SangWoo brought you here."

"Your place?" I asked, looking at Bryan who was doing his best to avoid making eye-contact with me. 

Without replying, TaeHee's eyes scanned me; from head-to-toe, and then from toe-to-head. Then, without missing a beat, she said, "You look exactly like her."

I felt the anger sparking inside of me when I realized her reason for checking me out; MiSun – she was talking about MiSun. 

As if on cue, hurried footsteps rounded around the door. Choi SangWoo's sudden presence filled the doorway, appearing behind TaeHee. Not even acknowledging me, I felt my heart jump when SangWoo grabbed TaeHee's elbow. The words that he said to her knocked the emotion particles in my mind awry. ". . . JaeWon's missing." 

I wasn't ready. I had just woken up from throwing up and passing out. I wasn't ready for this. Why were things happening one after the other? Thinking that I was the only person in the room that the news would impact the most, I was wrong. 

Kim TaeHee turned around as if she had no bones in her body. "WHAT?!" Her eyes grew big as a dark look flashed across her face; it was the first time I saw so much emotion from her. 

This was when SangWoo's eyes darted back to me. 

I swallowed hard, breathing hard. JaeWon's missing? Is that why SangWoo was the one that came to me at the ChuChu bar instead? Wait a minute – where did JaeWon go? Fuck! He can't just leave! Not when I'm sober now. I'm not done with him - Wait a minute – why was this TaeHee's concern? 

Without another word, TaeHee turned, literally running out of the room. Bryan looked back, giving me a quick apologetic look before disappearing after her.

Now, it was just me and SangWoo in the room, standing directly in front of each other, just the two of us. 

I bit my lower lip, feeling my heart pounding in its cage. I was so angry just looking at him. Why was he doing this to me? Clenching my right fist in anger, I charged straight for the door. 

"May –" I felt the wind of SangWoo's arm trying to stop me, but he was unsuccessful. 

I didn't know where I was going, or if I was heading out the right direction. All I knew was that I was going to find JaeWon – over my dead body was he going to be 'missing’. With quick steps, I moved as if under water. 

I was in some kind-of luxurious apartment; straight from the pages of a high-end fashion magazine. The walls were posh; the lighting was illuminating specks of gold and orange, and it was incredibly spacious. There were so many things to look at, but I flew past them like a blur. I have to leave here right away.

"Yah!"
"What the – "

I managed to run out into the main room. There were at least twenty guys all around the room, smoking and talking. When they saw me, some of them started to move. Fortunately, none of them were standing by the door. 

"May!" I heard SangWoo call out from behind me again. 

Swinging the door open, I stepped out into the lobby. Looking right and left before deciding to go left because of the elevator that had chimed open, I ran full speed. 

"May! Stop!" SangWoo's voice got louder as he ran after me; his footsteps were getting nearer.

I didn't turn back as I ran inside, pressing the down button repeatedly. But just like in the movies and books, right when the elevator was inches away from closing, SangWoo's hand shot out and parted the doors. His worried face appeared in front of me; his dark eyes searched me. 

"Why did you bring me here? I have to go find JaeWon." Repeatedly hitting the button, the elevator doors closed, locking SangWoo and me inside. One way or another, I was going to leave this place. 

"We don't even know where he is! Wait – stop! Talk to me first!" SangWoo demanded, rounding on me. 

I refused to look at him, breathing in anger. "There's nothing to talk about."

SangWoo grabbed my arm. My eyes widened in surprise at his sudden impulse. "Stop running away from your problems. We need to talk!"

I pushed him back, throwing my hands up. Glaring at him, I could feel the wetness of my eyes. Refusing to cry, I turned away just as the elevator dinged open. 

"NO!" SangWoo grabbed my arm once again, drawing me back. 
"LET GO!" I screamed, having had enough of this tug-a-war at my arm. 

People who were in the lobby turned at my scream. But SangWoo continued holding onto my arm like I was a disobedient child. I shook my head repeatedly, refusing. "Let me go SangWoo. It's over."

He pushed me back, grabbing me roughly by the shoulders. "Do you know how frustrating you are right now? Do you know how annoying you are?!"

I felt like I couldn't breathe, refusing to come to my senses. "Leave things the way they are SangWoo. We don't need to talk; I have nothing to say to you. I have to go find JaeWon and cuss him out because he was the idiot for LISTENING TO YOU!"

When he least expected it, I threw SangWoo off me and ran. My legs were pumping as fast as they could with my arms failing about; I tried my hardest to enclose my eyes – not giving them a window of opportunity. I was determined not to cry. 

Once I had made it out of the lobby, my eyes were glossy. Feeling the night air against my hot skin, all I wanted to do was continue running. But because I had never been to this place before, I didn't know that as soon as soon as I had stepped out of the building, I was literally right on the street because of the small width of the sidewalk.

Everything was flashing; the streetlights, the headlights of cars. The ambient sound of the streets and people walking on the street didn't register to my ears at all. 

Large, bright lights suddenly blinded me. The large honk of an oncoming car heading straight towards me . . .
"MOVE!" Something hit me from the side with force, knocking me backwards.

With a thud, I fell back onto the sidewalk. Pain jolted up my entire body, and I swore I heard a bone snap. 

"YOU WANT TO DIE?!" SangWoo was still holding onto my side. Whether he felt any pain himself, he didn't show it; he was too angry. 

I gasped, not all necessarily in pain. The fire in SangWoo's eyes burned at me as he grabbed my shoulders, digging into my shoulder blade as he shook me. "WHAT THE FUCK WERE YOU DOING?! ARE YOU CRAZY?! YOU WANT TO DIE?! YOU THINK DEATH IS A GAME? PEOPLE ARE DRIVING, THEY DON'T PAY ATTENTION TO A DUMBASS WHO'S GOING TO RUN INTO THEIR WAY!"

People on the streets stopped to watch in shock at SangWoo screaming at me.

I was literally shaking myself in shock. Staring at him with wide-eyes, I felt as if I was having an out-of-body experience. 

SangWoo was breathing harder than ever as he finally let me go. Completely shaken himself, he withdrew, placing his hands on his head. As if me almost being hit by a car had triggered something inside of him – 

Quickly clasping a hand over my mouth, I closed my eyes tightly – churning bubbles of hot tears inside, slowly feeling them seep out of the corners of my eyes. Before I could stop myself, the searing tears broke through and cascaded down my cheeks once again. I had tried to poison myself with alcohol to stop this very moment, but after SangWoo mumbled faintly, "It was all my fault", I lost all emotional control.

[image: image4.png]*SangWoo & MiSun's Story*






(SangWoo & MiSun’s Story - Nostalgia)

I met her a month before Valentine's Day. 


But I almost didn't meet her though. If I hadn't been caught for smoking, I probably wouldn't have walked that way ditching detention. I still remember that day as if I have re-lived it a thousand times. I can still count the steps it took to get to her and to walk away. I know every curve on her face, every expression that caught my attention. 

She was bleeding from her upper lip when I stepped into her world. Her long, layered hair was falling out of its ponytail. Her light brown eyes, wrapped around dark and long lashes, were trying to look fierce while her supple heart-shaped lips trembled. I'm not going to lie. If she had looked like any other girl, I would've probably walked away, but right from the beginning I knew she wasn't like any other girl. 

"Who the fuck do you think you are? You think you're better than us? You need to control that mouth of yours. I bet you Lady T doesn't even know who you are!" Nam Sang-Mi kicked her again, spitting on her face. 

Her two followers smirked, advancing towards the helpless girl on the ground. 

"Aren't you three supposed to be in detention?" Leaning against the wall of the back building belonging to the science department, I crossed my arms across my chest. Rocking my head to the side, I surveyed the scene.

Sang-Mi and her two followers abruptly stopped their thuggish activity, stiffening. "SangWoo."

My eyes traveled down to the girl they had been beating up on the ground. She didn't even bother to look up at who had intervened. She looked like she was in pain, sucking back her breath, trying to stop her lip from bleeding. 

"We were just teaching this bitch a lesson." Sang-Mi grinned at me, batting her non-existent eyelashes. Her two followers giggled behind her. 

I cocked my head to the side. "Didn't know you were qualified to."
"Well – she was –" Sang-Mi started, pointing. 
I made a face, clearing my throat. "T knows you're doing this right?"

That stopped Sang-Mi from saying anything else. Turning to her followers, she mumbled, "Let's go guys." Before leaving, Sang-Mi made sure to spit at the girl one last time as a warning. Then, as she crossed me, Sang-Mi batted her eyes again. I looked away. 

I don't know why I even bothered to interrupt. Sang-Mi was always beating up random people for no reason; the reason last time, she had sent a girl to a hospital because the girl didn't let her borrow her lip gloss. Girls are hard to understand, aren't they? 

"A thank you would be nice," I spoke up, watching Sang-Mi's latest victim as she got up. Wiping Sang-Mi's spit off her forehead and placing a delicate hand over her bleeding lip, she looked up at me.

For the first time since I had entered the scene, she finally acknowledged my presence. Her eyes instantly sucked me in; I stepped back slightly, feeling as though she could read my thoughts. She had the kind-of face you couldn't look at just once and forget; it was the kind of face that would haunt you even after she's gone . . . .

"Thank you? You didn't do anything," she mumbled. Trying to look tough, I smirked as she walked past me limping. For a minute there, I thought she didn't know who I was. 

"Should I call Sang-Mi back to finish then?" I spoke up, turning to my left. 

Standing right next to me, I was a head taller than her. Her petite stature suddenly made me feel as though I wanted to protect her. Get a grip SangWoo, I told myself. I was acting like it was the first time I had ever seen a girl in my life. But she was different. 

". . . Thank you." It sounded like she was forcing the words out of her mouth. "Choi SangWoo . . ." 

The way she said my name bothered me. But it didn't matter – as long as she said it. Satisfied, I turned to leave when she grabbed my arm, pulling me back abruptly. "If anyone asks, I'm the one that beat up Sang-MI." 

Raising a questioning eyebrow, I barely reacted before the girl marched away, holding her side in pain. 

Letting out a soft chuckle, I left after her.

Lee MiSun. 

*That was her name. Her class was on the top story of the large school building. Her appa usually takes her school in the morning 7:30 sharp. When asked, most of her classmates would say, "MiSun who?" She stayed close to a group of friends and never strayed from her close circle. Lee MiSun was just another face in the yearbook until she met me. That was why I never knew she even existed. So in a way, I guess you can say Sang-Mi was our matchmaker because after that incident, I started seeing her everywhere. 

The first time was her walking to her locker with a girl-friend. 

It just so happened that I was in the hallway, surrounded by a group of Crist members when I spotted her among the crowd. 

"Buy a Valentine gram for your special someone!" Yelling at the top of their lungs, students who were in the school activities committee were running around, advertising the upcoming event. Annoying fuckers. 

"Hey, do you guys want to buy . . . ." Yang Jung-Sang, the president of the student committee, immediately spun around when he realized the group he had approached. 

"Hahahaha, come back here! How much money have you collected?" Reno grabbed onto the back of his uniform shirt, jerking the can of money out of Jung-Sang's hand. 

As Reno and the rest of the guys started to hassle JungSang, I shifted against the locker I was leaning on. I looked across the noisy hallway, trying to scan the school's social situation.

She was shuffling books in and out of her locker, opening the inside covers. A piece of paper slipped from one of them, falling like a feather to the ground. While laughing at something her friend said, Lee MiSun bent over to retrieve it. Not paying attention, when she got back up, her head hit the locker door with a loud bang. 

"Why are you laughing?" Reno nudged me. The rest of the boys turned, listening to our conversation – JungSang forgotten. 

I motioned my head across the crowded and noisy school hall. 

As if she could sense that eyes were on her, MiSun turned. Lifting her eyes, she looked directly at me. Over and in-between the bodies that crowded between us, MiSun spotted me looking at her. Her pink lips parted as her facial expression softened. Then, as if she hadn't seen me at all, MiSun quickly closed her locker and left, dragging her friend behind her. 

Was I just dissed? I cleared my throat, turning back. "Come on, let me borrow some money." Reno was back to scaring JungSang. 

I spoke up, "Yah." JungSang, who was whimpering between Reno and the rest of the boys, looked at me. "What are those called? Valentine grams?"

*I can't describe it. There was something about Lee MiSun I liked – right from the beginning. She wasn't one of those girls who clung onto me, screaming "oppa", and ready to lie on her back. She didn't smile too much, didn't go overboard too much to get attention; she simply wasn't too much. Yeah, I liked her. Nothing serious. 

The second time I saw MISun was intentional. I was waiting for her by her locker after school. It was a Friday. Valentine's day – the holiday those blond-haired foreigners invented also known as single awareness day. 

"SangWoo oppa, do you like my new hair color?" Pressing her assets against me, I looked down to see Song JiEun grinning back up at me. With her hair tied up in pigtails, she looked more like an elementary school student. But with all that make-up caked on her face, her innocent value diminished. Two of her girlfriends, flanking my right and left, giggled at my sudden surprised look. Why do girls always think that guys actually like them if they throw themselves at us? Actually – we kind-of do. But I swear, you kiss a girl and she thinks you're gonna marry her. 

I could care less if she had dyed it bright green. 

"Oppa, are you listening to me." Ji-Eun tugged at my arm again. 
"Don't you have to go home?" Disentangling her arms from me, I frowned in annoyance. 

MiSun was opening her locker across from us, completely oblivious to the sexual harassment I was enduring. 

"Oppa!" JiEun whined. "It's Valentine's Day! We have to go out! You're my boyfriend. Pay attention to me!"
"We're dating?" I mumbled, not knowing it was loud enough for her to hear. 
"WHAT!" JiEun screeched loudly. 
"Aish!" I covered my ears, looking back up. 

MiSun was looking in our direction, making an annoyed face at how loud we were. Then, she quickly turned her back, reaching into her locker . . . .

I started to move JiEun aside so that I could get a better view of MiSun at her locker when – "Sunbae." Reno and the boys bounded down the hallway. The look on his face told me something had gone wrong. "T wants to talk to you."

"Now?" I asked in disbelief.
Reno glanced at JiEun and her friends, completely distracted now. "Hey, what's up?"
"Oppa can't go with you, he's with me." JiEun pulled me closer to her. 

"I –" I started to say when someone tapped my shoulder from behind. Angling my face, I tried not to look so surprised when I saw who it was. 

Lee MiSun was now standing behind me, holding out the Valentine gram I had bought for her. Up close, her soft face looked even more defined – a mix of sadness and something exotic. Today, she had a pink ribbon that held up her ponytail. Her demure aloofness only added to the mystery that was about her – maybe that's why I viewed her as a challenge. 

"Did you send me this?" MiSun had always been upfront about what she wanted. 

I looked down at the Valentine gram, very aware that Reno, JiEun, her friends, and the others were watching us. Like the idiot that I was, I said, "No."

MiSun pursed her lips together, and then flipped open the card that was attached to it. "C.S. No one at this school has initial besides you. Who would dare to forge the great Choi SangWoo's name?" Flipping it close, she grabbed my arm. 

Surprised, I looked down at how she was holding my hand, forcing my palms to open. "I don't know what you're trying to do, but leave me alone." Without another word, MiSun spun around, quickly striding away. 

"WHO THE FUCK DOES THAT BITCH THINK SHE IS?!" Ji-Eun screamed, making faces at her friends.

"What the –" Reno looked back at me. 

Clenching my lower law together, I tried to suppress my urge to laugh. Looking at the unopened Valentine gram, other than the card, I told JiEun, "Hey, let's break up."

*There are three universal things in this world that a guy needs: money, power, and girls. Once you have the first two, the third isn't hard to accomplish. I have always been a little strange when it came to the third factor though. I don't like relationships because that would mean having a weak spot – it takes chips away at a male's ego. You see, the game between boys and girls have unwritten rules and loopholes. Yet most of the time, the girls are the ones who think that they have the upper-hand in a relationship. And because they like shopping so much, they go with guys like purchasing accessory bags – only into who's the hottest at the moment. Afterwards, it's all fair game. But guys are the ones who invented the game. 

And before MiSun, I liked playing the game. It was entertaining to see how many girls I could take in a month. Some were easier than others of course; sometimes it just took a smile, a few words, and gestures while other times it took a little more effort. Song JiEun took me no more than two days. 

Lee MiSun took me more than three months. 

I didn't know what to call it at first, and it wasn't until later that I realized the word to call the feelings I had for Lee MiSun - infatuation. In the beginning, whenever I would pass her in the halls, MiSun was always walking with a girlfriend. When we crossed paths, MiSun would look at me directly in the eyes, but never say a word. I don't remember how long it went on for. I didn't want to go out of my way to go after her because I barely knew her. But I was still very aware of Lee MiSun's existence for some reason; I was drawn to her for no apparent reason. Maybe it was fate's way of teaching me a lesson, setting me up for someone else later on. 

*I still remember the first time I kissed MiSun. 

Because the event that led up to it was so significant that it still burns in my mind today. 

MiSun has a flaw that, unbeknownst to her, brought us closer to together eventually; it was unavoidable. She was too opinionated for her own good, when provoked, but had no one to back her up. She couldn't leave the school's troublemakers alone when they irritated her. Somehow she had managed to piss off a couple of people. And when push came to shove, to get out of being hunted and beaten up, MiSun had to lie about being associated with Lady T. She thought that that just because she had T in some of her classes, she could lie that they were friends. Sure that that would solve her problems, MiSun didn't bargain for T to come after her in return. While every other student went out of their way not to mention the name Choi SangWoo and Lady T in their separate brawls, this was MiSun's mistake. 

"Please, I promise I won't . . . I won't do it again," MiSun was gasping her words as if they were her last when I entered the scene. 

She didn't look so tough then, laying on the ground while T was standing over her. T, with her hair held in a tight bun and popping her bubble gum rhythmically, was standing next to Poudre, Gina, and Ae. MiSun had messed with the wrong people this time. 

When T continued to harass her, I had to speak up. 

"What the hell are you laughing for?" T asked when I obnoxiously intervened. "Don't you see I'm trying to handle something? This isn't a show. Don't you know I hate being interrupted? "

I narrowed my eyes, smirking. "Ah . . . but, I have so many things to learn from you Lady T. You're so popular around here; no one dares cross you. You're the BOSS right? "

"YAH!"
"MOTHERFUCKER!"
"Watch your tone. "

T raised her hands to stop her three watchdogs from attacking me, "You know SangWoo . . . I've been thinking. This school isn't big enough for the two of us. Crist and Lady T; it doesn't work that way."

"Oh?" I asked, stepping back with my hands behind my back. "Oh, I'm nothing compared to you. I have much respect for you, T."

"Respect?" T raised an eyebrow. "Right . . . ."

"But, I have to say. Isn't it kind of embarrassing to handle your business like this?" I shook my head. For a split second, I looked back at MiSun on the ground. A mistake on my part. 

T was quickly alarmed. "You know her?"
I stopped; forcing myself to continuing to keep the smirk on my face, I replied, "T . . . ."
"Get up!" she barked, taking my hesitancy as a yes. 

MiSun whimpered as she got up. She kept her head down; her long hair covering her face. T reached out and grabbed a handful of her long, thick hair. "What's your name?"

"Mmm . . . " she mumbled. 
"What?!" T demanded. "Speak louder."

I shifted uncomfortably, but I never allowed any kind of expression to show on my face. If T knew my intentions, she would probably only hurt MiSun further. 

"Lee MiSun," she repeated, this time much louder. 
"MiSun . . . ." T drawled, glancing at me. "Tell me MiSun . . . are you SangWoo's toy of the week?"
"You –" Losing my temper quickly, I started to advance toward them.

Poudre immediately stepped forward at the same time; he gave me a warning look that made me stop dead in my tracks – reminding me who I was approaching. 

"SangWoo . . . do you know what your girlfriend did?" T pretended not to notice the tension. "Do you know why I cornered her today after school? I have much more important things to do than hang around after school, but she REALLY got me fed up. "

My jaw muscle clenched, but I didn't say anything. 

MiSun let out a sob as T pushed her away. She collapsed back on the floor, whimpering in pain. 

Assuming MiSun really was my girlfriend, "How pathetic is this?" T scoffed, looking back at me. "The next time she starts telling people we're friends, I'm not going to let it go this easy. If those fuckers beat her up, you deal with it. Don't dirty my name by associating me with you," rounding on MiSun, T gave her one final warning look.

More words were exchanged between T and me before she left. MiSun should've known better to cross T; I don't even do it and I'm apart of Crist. 

After T left, I couldn't help myself. Why was this girl so stupid? Of all the people to mess up, it had to be T. 

"You're a smart one you know that? Did you think talking about T wouldn't get you in a situation like this?" I spoke up, glaring at her on the ground. 

"I was fine. I had everything under control," was her stubborn reply. MiSun was rubbing her wrist painfully. 

I couldn't understand her. "Excuse? Everything under control? Right. Crying and begging for T's minions to stop hitting you, and with Sang-Min – yeah, you're great at keeping everything under control," I said sarcastically. I nearly jumped in surprise when MiSun got up suddenly, placing her self in front of me. 

Glaring up at me with her angry eyes, she pursed her lips together. It was suppose to be an ugly face, an angry face – but her face was far from ugly. "I don't know what you want Choi SangWoo. All those people who are afraid of you are stupid; all your girlfriends are monkeys. Okay, yeah, I was crying and begging them to stop – I'll probably do that every time they beat me up. But at least I don't need a group of people to consistently back me up. Don't think I haven't heard of your reputation. Thanks but no thanks SangWoo – I could deal without you. So stop being a freak and showing up out of nowhere. It sends people mix messages, like you like me or something."

"But I do." Completely turning the situation around, smirking, I looked down at her lips at the end of her rant. She looked really good when she was angry. "You finally figured it out?"

"Wha – " MiSun's facial expression froze, as if she was trying to process it. 

This urge came over for me some reason. It bugged me that she thought she could control this situation by launching into an argument with me. Did she know she was dealing with? Before she could realize what I was doing, I reached around to place a hand firmly on her back. Pulling Lee MiSun closer to me, I placed my lips against her. She struggled at first; her arms failed about. But, I caught them and held them against my chest. Pressing my lips against her, the supple sensation flowed through us like waves. Kissing MiSun was different. Other girls were to willing to open their mouths. She had hers closed the entire time.

Maybe that was a sign that she would slap me afterwards. 

"BASTARD!" Holding onto my right cheek in shocked pain, I watched as MiSun walked away in anger. 

Feisty. 

*We had a very strange relationship in the beginning. Neither of us had ever encountered a person like the other; I had never met a girl who was immune to my charms like that, and MISun had never met a guy who was persistent as I was. 

Her last class was Math. 

I waited for her there the next day, but pretended I wasn't. Surrounded once again by Crist members, I was trying to be inconspicuous; nonchalant and cool. But because I was me, everyone kept dodging looks at me and whispering, drawing unwanted attention to me. 

MiSun walked out of her class, holding an armful of textbooks. When she saw me there, MiSun kept our gaze but walked right past me. 

"What the hell was that?" Reno had noticed our icy exchange. 
I shook my head. "Nothing, let's go."

*For the next three weeks, I would hang around the hall near her math class after school at the same place, surrounded by the same people, but only seeing her. I don't know what I was expecting, but it was like a game. How long could we stare at each other before looking away. It was fun to see her starting to get used to just seeing me there; hanging around, pretending I didn't have anything to do when I was really ditching important stuff just to catch a glimpse of her. But on the last day of the month, she wasn't there. 

Everyone had walked out of the class, but I didn't see MiSun. 

"Yah." Reno stopped one of her classmates. 

The girl's eyes widened like a deer caught in the headlights when she saw that I was standing next to him. "Y - yes?" 

"Where's Lee MiSun?"
"She – She didn't go to class today."

*I found her at the school yard, sitting on the very last bench beneath the willow tree crying her eyes out. Breathing hard because I had been running around, I let out a loud sigh. Immediately, I looked around, hoping to see who had just beaten her up. But as I got closer I saw that MiSun was fine – besides the fact that her eyes were bloodshot and she was crying like she was going to die.

"Go away," were the first two-words she said to me. 

I ignored her, loosening up the stupid school tie I had to wear. The bright afternoon sun ran rays all around the bright green grass; summer was coming – the weather was too humid, or maybe it was because I had been running. 

Trying to be cool about it, I glanced over at MiSun who still had her head buried in her hands and sobbing. She had her hair down today; it fell carelessly over her slender shoulders. Her schoolbag was at her feet while a handful of tissues were by her side. 

"Who was it this time? I'll beat them fuckers up," I offered, ready for a knuckle fest. 

MiSun sniffled, rubbing her eyes. Even while she was crying she still managed to scoff at me. You think you're a God don't you?"

"More or less," I answered; I would've said yes but I didn't want to sound too arrogant. 

MiSun sniffled, burying her head inside her hands again. ". . . You can't solve my problem for me. No one can." 

I frowned. "That's impossible, there's always a way to solve a problem." Turning to face her, I saw that MiSun was looking back at me. The tears had dried on her cheeks, looking like they were glistening. I don't know what made me do it, but I reached out to wipe it from her face. It bothered me how much pain she must've felt so that they were stained there.

For a while we just sat there on that bench. MiSun didn't want to tell me why she was crying, but after a while she felt better. So I walked her home. 

"Is that your appa?" When we reached the large black gate of her house, I pointed out the navy blue BMW pulling up ahead of us. 

MiSun stopped walking, the smile fading from her face. A dark look crossed her face. "Yeah."

Noticing her disturbed look, I turned back to watch her appa opening the house gate as he disappeared inside. I stepped back when I saw a younger version of MiSun following him. The girl looked up, glancing in our direction but showed no recognition. 

"She looks exactly like you," I observed, watching the little girl brush a strand of her hair aside. Her complexion was lighter than MiSun's, but she wore the same expression. "Your sister?"

"Half-sister," MiSun corrected me. "Didn't know I had one until some time ago."

I looked back at her, confused. But I didn't get to say anything before MiSun patted me on the back, causing me to jump in surprise. Taking back her hand, MiSun made a shy face. "Thanks for walking me home." Running her hands through her hair; she took a deep breath and started walking toward her house. 

I watched her disappear behind the gates, feeling like I had finally made some progress. 

*The next day after her math class, MiSun was the one who approached me with a bright face. "Yah, wanna buy me some ice cream?"

To this day, I don't know the real reason why MiSun finally gave in. Maybe it was because I was there when she was crying her eyes out – girls like sentimental things like that. But I found out the reason why MiSun was crying. After eating two ice cream cones and finishing a large ice cream sundae all by herself, MiSun finally told me it was about family problems, and not because of school; her father had an affair, and now that the woman was dead, he had brought home their love child. MiSun was very upset at the news because her own mother was devastated. I didn't know what to say or how to say anything after news like that, so I offered her to buy her another ice cream cone.

"So why are you in gang?" I stopped walking to look back at MiSun holding up the melting ice cream. We were walking down the street, heading back toward school. 

MiSun licked the melting cream from her fingers, glancing back at me like an innocent child. I smirked, "Is that why you hated me?"

"You're Choi SangWoo – leader of Crist. You beat up people for no reason; you have a different girlfriend every week – a man-whore if you will. Tell me you wouldn't hate you after hearing your reputation around school like that." Ouch, that burned. MiSun shrugged, shortening her second sentence. "I didn't hate you – okay, maybe just a little."

"What about now?" I stepped back next to her, curious. 

MiSun looked out into the streets, as if she was thinking before she replied, "You're okay. We'll see how you are after buying me some of that cake from across the street."

"You just ate!"
"I'm hungry again."

I laughed, shaking my head. Moving closer to her, I placed an arm around her. Leaning down to her face level, eye-to-eye, I asked, "Fine. So does that mean you want to be my monkey?"

"Excuse me?" MiSun made a face, forgetting what she had said to me once. 

"Remember? 'All those people who are afraid of you are stupid; all your girlfriends are monkeys, ' " I quoted her, referring to how she had berated me before.

"Oh!" Realization flashed across MiSun's face; she blushed. 

I laughed, reaching down to hold her free hand. "It's okay, being a monkey isn't so bad."

*May 3rd was the day we officially started dating. 

To this day, I still don't like that date. It was the wrong month and the wrong day; everything about it was wrong. I wonder if MiSun thought so too. The moments that we spent together was a rollercoaster ride during that month; one minute we were happy, joking, and then the next we were arguing over stupid shit – most of it was over how MiSun could never keep her mouth shut when she was provoked. I never knew there were so many groups of girls at the school who started to hate her for the simple fact that we were dating. I didn't know there was an actual Choi SangWoo club until MiSun fought the president, Song JiEun – although I should've known. When I tried to tell MiSun to not hit back and let me take care of it later, she told me to stay out of it; it was girl pride. Most of the time though, she would get her ass beat. She was always stubborn like that, and I hated her for it. 

But while MiSun told me to stay out of her business, she would interfere with mine. She didn't exactly like the fact that I was in a gang, but she stuck with me through all the confusion when my brother was shot. She stuck with me through all the drama I went through when Yoon JaeWon transferred to our school, and Lady T, and Kim JiYong, and HanSuk. MiSun stuck with me, but that didn't stop her nagging me every now and then about the life I chose. 

Sometimes I felt like she was the worst person in the world because she had bipolar disorder, but she made the best girlfriend. Out of all the girls I had dated, MiSun stood out from the rest simply because of her personality. Every time I thought I knew her, she would end up surprising the hell out of me. A relationship with her was like a ride that never stopped. During the time we were together, we went out every day, every night. She wasn't allowed to go out late, so MiSun would have to sneak out. It started off as my idea, but then it went into a routine. I would be waiting for her across the street from her house and MiSun would sneak out through her back door. Sometimes we would hang out at the local arcade, karaoke bar, etc., doing cheesy things that we could've done in the morning – other times MiSun was just with me while I took care of some business. But we both liked the nightlife; the city looked and felt better at night. 

Whenever I was with her, I forgot about my responsibilities and who I was for a second; the lie I was living at the time. 

The last time that we hung out a full-day together was on my birthday, a week from May 31st. MiSun warned me not to go anywhere that night because she had something special planned. She ended up taking me to the park where she had a whole picnic set up. After cake, we settled on the dark grass of a hill at top of the park, watching the city lights flashing. MiSun sat down next to me, handing me a large box. "Present time."

"A monkey?" Taking out the fluffy brown monkey with large ears from the box, I made a face at its freakishly large eyes. "What am I going to do with a monkey?"

"It's the sentimental value. Happy birthday," MiSun leaned across from where she was to plant a kiss on my cheek. 

I grabbed her before she retreated, planting my lips tightly against hers. 

For the first time since we started dating, she started to show her more feminine side. When I would make fun of MiSun for it, she would slap the hell out of me. So I never got a chance to tell her, "You're one of the best – no, you're the best girlfriend I've ever had." 

*We were happy – I guess you can say. MiSun was like a drug I couldn't quit. Even when she had confessed to me about sending her half-sister to the psychiatric institution, I didn't want to break up with her. I saw her reason, and how much it was hurting her. I felt like I understood the emotional rollercoaster pain she was on. From what she told me, her half-sister was a little crazy to begin with anyway. 

*The last day we spent together was May 31st. 

It started off like any other day. Funny, the day that changes your life, puts a huge hole through you, changes your sanity – starts off like any other fucking day. Sometimes I just want to yell: fuck the world. 

MiSun didn't go to school that day; she was sick. But later that night, I called her up – insisting that she go out with me, like we usually do. But this time, I had finally gotten a car and I wanted to take her out to eat. You know – doing the corny, sentimental things that a boyfriend is required to do in the relationship book. She was the only girl that could've made me do those things. I don't know why. 

"SangWoo-ah, I'm really sick," MiSun had groaned over the phone.

"This is the only night I can borrow the car though. I'm right outside your house. Hurry up before your parents catch you," I told her, hanging up my phone. If I could go back just for that moment – I would have never said the last sentence. I would've never forced her. How was I to know? You don't plan accidents. 

A full minute later, MiSun snuck out of her backdoor. Bundled up in a large sweatshirt and baggy sweats, she scanned the silver Mercedes Benz with marvel when she got inside. "Oh my god, did Mr. Kim let you borrow this?"

I smirked, full-of-myself at the fact that she was so impressed. I waited until she strapped on her seatbelt before turning over the engine. I pulled down the breaks. "Just for tonight. Let's go."

Easing down the gas pedal, I turned the car over onto the road. With one hand on the wheel, I reached over to switch on the radio. Soft music flooded the car, smoothing over the roaring engine when I turned on the freeway entrance. 

"Where are we going?" MiSun asked, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear – a simple motion.

"It's a surprise." I glanced at her, smiling – a natural look. 

MiSun reached out to take my available hand. "You're always full of surprises SangWoo." - an ordinary gesture. 

I squeezed her hand in return – the last . . . 

*HHHHHHHHHHHMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM* A horn abruptly honked from behind. 

It all happened so fast. 

There was no time to think.

One minute you think you're fine. You have your life, your priorities in order. Then, in a split second, you scramble to figure what matters most to you. Because one minute you're alive and breathing, and the next – you're no different than ashes scattered into the ocean . . . 

I love you MiSun. That's what I've been trying to telling you.

Light suddenly blinded the car, specks of gold bouncing everywhere. I gripped the steering wheel, feeling it slide out from underneath my fingers. The car shrieked as it veered out of control. The tires let out a deafening screech as the car lurched forward, criss-crossing into the merging lane right at the junction . . . 

"SANGWOO!"
"NOOOOO!"

Stepping on the gas pedal, I thought I could make it – I thought I cross the car in time but I was wrong. The impact of the car hitting us from behind ejected MiSun and me forward in our seats in droves of thuds. The earsplitting bang, thunderous crash of metal erupted in our ears. The screams of the tires exploded in all directions. Our car spun, locking into a never-ending circle as we flew into the air. Then, with an earth shattering cry, the Mercedes slammed hard into the junction of the freeway – splitting in half . . . 

Pain. It was the kind-of pain that let you know you were still alive. Am I still alive?

"OH MY GOD!" I heard MiSun's bone-chilling scream when another hard slam fought through. 

"NOOOO!" Was that my voice? I felt the wetness of my blood flowing over my face as I jolted forward. 

A loud hiss immediately followed, the clanking of various objects. Smoke hissed and immediately surrounded the car crash, making it hard to see; the night air whipped around the hot site, sucking up everything. 

Time – time please turn back. Please turn back! "MiSun . . . MiSun . . . ." I chanted. Dark red spots splattered my vision – like rain, but I ignored it. I ignored everything. Using my arms, I felt my skin scraping on the ground as I crawled. Pressuring my elbow and knees, I crawled over to the splintered part of the car where MiSun was. 

Blood . . . she was covered in blood. Pools of red surrounded MiSun.

"NO! Wake up! MiSun! MiSun!" If I had broken bones, if a part of my body was going to fall off, if I was going to die from excessive blood lost, I didn't care. When you're staring into the face of death, suddenly, it doesn't seem as scary when you're holding to just one hope . . . 

Exposed underneath the hissing metal, the car seat overlapping her lower body, MiSun's eyes were closed. Her hair spread out underneath, forming a halo around her beautiful face. The dashboard had crushed her legs, enveloped in – only exposing her upper body. Blood was streaming from her head and her lips. I shook my head – the tears felt like knives stabbing my eyes. "No. No. MiSun! MiSun! MiSun!" I grabbed onto her arm, puling myself closer to her. I dug my face into her shoulder, breathing in excruciating pain. "NOOOOO!!!"

I'm sure – to this day – that she died in my arms.

Loud ambient erupted from around us. People were surrounding the wreck, trying to see under the larger part of the car that remained covering MiSun and me underneath, because they heard mournful whimpering. I clung to MiSun, not knowing I was crying. Blood and tears were mixed together. 

When the emergency unit came, they found one person dead one person alive underneath the folds of the car. How I wished I was the one that died and MiSun was the one that was alive. It was my fault – all of my fault. I was the one driving. I should've noticed that I was cutting off the truck behind us during the merge into the freeway. It was all my fault. MiSun died because it was my fault. All my fault. I shouldn't have asked for the car as my reward that night. I shouldn't have pressured her into coming out to with me. Why did such a stupid, ordinary reason for going out that night end the love of my life? It's all my fault. 

Don't ask me how I was when I woke up in the hospital. Don't ask me how I went on living with myself, when I have to be with my conscience at night. Don't ask me how many times I have replayed that scene, thinking about how I could've handled that steering wheel differently upon impact – I lost count after a million. Don't ask me how long it took for me to get over the accident, how long it took for me to get over MiSun, or if I forgave myself – don't ask me . . . because I never did. 

Ask me how I felt, four years later, walking into a random club on May 3rd to see MiSun working. But it wasn't MiSun – it was a girl who looked exactly like her, as beautiful as her. Ask me if I really went crazy this time, if I allowed myself to cry, when I realized that it was MiSun's half-sister. Ask me how desperate I was to get close to the Lee Maybelline because I thought . . . I thought I could turn back time in her. Ask me if I believed that fate had set up my relationship with MiSun, let her die in my arms, and then gave me another chance when I walked into The Trax that day and saw May. 

And I'll tell you the truth: I went back to being the reckless person that I was – just like that night, a reckless driver, a stolen car. The fine line between Lee MiSun and Lee Maybelline blurred for a while because I desperately wanted MiSun back. I wanted to tell MiSun I'm sorry for not being more careful. I want to hold her in my arms again, and say sorry for the pain she went through. 

But she's gone now. 

All my fault.

All my fault. 
(Chapter 35)

I think I cried the entire time SangWoo was talking.


If there ever was a moment that I hated him, it had to be when he was talking about MiSun's death. It was a touchy subject that shouldn't have been touched. After all, it was a subject that I avoided as much as I could years after her death. I wasn't ready. I didn't want to know how MiSun died; I didn't want to know the details that entailed the fatal car crash. Snippets of what happened would reach my ears, but I would clean them out – throw them out like useless junk. To me, in my mind, MiSun was dead – and that was it. Dead. There was no going back to it; nothing more to say. So why dig up her grave? 

But I'm not going to lie and say that that was the sole reason why I refused to accept understanding of MiSun's death. All those times I had screamed at her, "DIE!", and all those times I wished she would disappear – when it really did happen, I cried. I cried for days when the shock finally hit me. Piles and piles of guilt kissed my soul and then ate from my mind. When my eyes were burned to the point where eye droplets blinded me for nearly a month, I swore I would never think about MiSun or her death again. I swore. I knew that if I knew the details of her death, I would end up forgiving her and blaming myself . . . for hating a dead person.

And that's why I hated SangWoo after his confession instead; I screamed at him, hurt him, because he was lying to me. The Lee MiSun in his implausible story did not exist; the perfect MiSun was someone he fabricated, not the evil half-sister I knew. SangWoo had to be lying to me; just as he had lied before. He was twisted; a lost-case, a poor excuse. 

But mainly, I hated him because he could've been telling the truth. 

To this very day, whenever I am reminded of the tone he used, the words he spoke, the body language he conveyed when he was telling me about the MiSun, I still cry. A part of me had refused to believe him, but the other part of me was jealous of him, so jealous of him. I questioned: Was the MiSun SangWoo knew the real her or was the MiSun I knew was the real one? Or was MiSun really just bipolar; one minute she was the sweetest girl in the world, and the next she was as evil as I saw her? 

The answer to that question, MiSun had taken to her grave. 

What happened after SangWoo's story came very quick, very fast. It doesn't make sense, and it shouldn't make sense because life doesn't have order. 

You see, I ended up throwing up again after SangWoo finished talking. 

Things got very intense, very quickly – just like how things are suppose to be before they end. If SangWoo had given me some indication that the end for the both us was nearing, after his confession, I probably would've thanked him instead of fighting with him. 

I remember being lifted up off the sidewalk; I remember seeing SangWoo's concerned face when he helped pulled back my hair from my face. I remember feeling his strong hand holding onto my side and comforting my back whenever I compelled forward, throwing up droves of alcohol and whatever else my stomach had packaged. 

I don't remember how he took me back up to TaeHee's apartment, and ordered everyone else there to leave. 

But I do remember that I was hysterical, and we had a huge fight. 

I felt the surge of emotions grip me; I tried to breathe, tried to hold back the tears once again. I closed my eyes, wanting it all to be over. The story of SangWoo and MiSun swam in my mind, suffocating me. 

SangWoo was holding me close to him, his body shaking. He kept his voice steady as he said, "You don't understand at all. I know I made the hugest mistake of my life. But, why can't you believe when I'm telling you that I like you as you – not as MiSun?" 

I shook my head, refusing to look at him. "Just let me go home SangWoo. Stop talking – " 

"When I saw how you stayed up the whole night taking care of JaeWon – that was when I realized how much I cared about you. That was when I had finally let MiSun go." His words were slicing into me, cutting through the walls I had labored over to build. SangWoo was ignoring my words, trying to keep the control by insisting his reasons. 

But I refused to believe it. I removed his arms away from me; spun around him as fast I could. "I want to go. I had enough. I don't need your pity talk. I just want to go."

"No – May – why don't you just listen to me? Just calm down for a second and listen to me!" SangWoo latched onto my arms, and forcefully spun me back to him. 

I felt the jolt of pain shooting up my arm, and that was what triggered everything. "Damn you!" I screamed; my self-control going out of control. I shoved him away from me, stumbling as strands of hair fell over my eyes. I breathed hard, feeling the emotions spark one-by-one. "I don't want to listen to you! How could you do this to me? I thought you said you wanted to help me! JaeWon –"

"Why is it always about Yoon JaeWon?!" SangWoo roared; his loud tone reverberated through the walls. His large eyes pierced into mine with condemnation. Just like me, he had had enough. "WHY IS IT ALWAYS ABOUT HIM?! YOU HAVE NO IDEA WHO HE IS! WHAT'S SO SPECIAL ABOUT HIM?! WHAT DOES YOON JAEWON HAVE THAT I DON'T?! I'M TRYING TO TALK TO YOU! CAN'T YOU JUST FOR ONE MOMENT GET HIM OUT OF YOUR MIND?!"

"I –" The words were caught up in my throat; before I could react, my vision had gone blurry again and the tears flowed. I couldn't take it anymore; my world was spinning, and my knees had given in and I was back on the ground, sobbing. 

"May, look at me!" SangWoo grabbed me, pulling me up. "Can't you see anyone else besides yourself? Besides JaeWon? Tell me you like me; tell me you want to be with me. Is it so hard to just let me know that –" For some reason, this fire for justification lit inside SangWoo. It scared me half-to-death, but during the intense moment between the two of us, the both of us were not backing down. 

" . . . I just want it all to be over!" I screamed back at him. "WHY DO I HAVE TO LIVE LIKE THIS?! Is this fair?! Am I going to have to go through life, constantly being reminded of my past? YOU KILLED HER! YOU LIVE WITH IT! WHY ME?! WHY DO I HAVE TO GO THROUGH THIS WITH YOU?! I'VE LET IT GO! YOU NEED TO LET HER GO SANGWOO! MiSun is never going to come back, and no one in this world can replace her. All the things you've done, said; Your stupid game! It only hurts people, it only brings more trouble – it will bring all these other things. BUT IT WILL NEVER BRING MISUN BACK! " 

SangWoo's eyes widened in shock as his arms lost control of me. His hands balled into fists; when he spoke, his voice was barely above a whisper. "Shut up May. Just stop talking." 

I curled on the floor, placing both hands on my face; I withdrew, sobbing silently. "All your lies . . . you're drowning in them SangWoo. You can't play with people's emotions. What am I suppose to do now . . . YOU only cared about yourself. But what about me and JaeWon? Huh? We're your product. All my feelings for JaeWon were your product. So, what am I going do now? You're so stupid! That game – what did you really think was going to go happen? You're so stupid!" I continued, sinking under my chaotic thoughts. 

It went quiet, utterly quiet; the kind of quiet that you could hear with your ears, and recognize it as so. 

SangWoo finally moved, stepping back from me. My words were hitting him, and it was more than he could take. The dark room was lit with lights outside of the small window; his silhouette was only recognizable and shadows hid his face. I let my hair swallow my face, refusing to let him see me in this much pain. 

"It's all JaeWon?" His voice broke through the quietness. When I didn't answer, SangWoo raised his voice another par, "It's all JaeWon right?!" 

I continued to stare at the floor, another set of tears roiling in my wet eyes. Every syllable of the word JaeWon was like knives stabbing my chest. I bit my lower lip until I felt the taste of blood; I was afraid that if I answered SangWoo, I would say things that I didn't meant. 

SangWoo took my silence as an answer. 

Turning swiftly toward the door, he opened it. But before leaving, SangWoo paused, saying the words that broke my heart, making me feel like the worst person on earth. "I'm sorry I told you about me and MiSun. I didn't mean it to hurt you. I just wanted you to understand me. Even if it's just a little bit. But, I guess you don't. I wasted my time didn't I?"
. . .



I slept there that night, at TaeHee's apartment, in a room I didn't know belonged to whom. 

I had tried to leave, but after SangWoo left, he had two guys guard the door. After gathering myself together, and sure that I would be free to leave and go home, I almost fell when I tried my hardest to yank the door open only to realize that it was locked from the outside. 

The first time I realized it, I was so mad. What the? "HEY! Is anybody out there! I'm locked inside!" I said, pounding on the door, tugging at the knob as hard as I could. Panic swept through me when I realized I was locked in for sure; I was a little claustrophobic. "HEY! Can anybody hear me?!" 

"We hear you." I stopped pounding, breathing hard as I pressed my right ear against the door. "Then let me out!" I exclaimed, pounding again on the door with my fist. "The door's locked!" 

"We hear you, but we can't let you go. We have orders," the voice on the other side of the door answered. 

"What –" I pressed my ear harder against the door, making sure I heard right. Thoughts were running through my mind. Choi SangWoo – Choi SangWoo had locked me in here? "Yah, listen. You open the door right now or I'm going to – to grab that big stereo in the room and run it through the door!" 

There was pause, then the answer, ". . . You can try."

"ARGH! OPEN THE DOOR! OR CALL CHOI SANGWOO HERE RIGHT NOW" I screamed, kicking it as hard as I could. All I got was a sore foot and silence in the return. 

Breathing as hard as I could, I sat down. What is he doing? Why is he locking me up in here? What are SangWoo's intentions? Was he really that mad about what I had said to him? Mad enough to lock me in here? 

"Dude just open the door, make sure she didn't kill herself or something!" 
"She's not going to kill herself just because we're not opening the door. You heard Boss' orders."
"I know, but Boss isn't going to be happy if she died!"
"She didn't die!"
"How do you know? It's awfully quiet in there."
"She didn't die – did she? Now you're making me doubt myself, I hate it when you do that!" 
"THEN JUST OPEN THE DOOR!" 

It finally squeaked open. Expecting it to be a familiar face, I stood up to see two completely strange ones. The guy on my right had a huge cartilage in his ear while the other one had a lip piercing. Both donned the same black t-shirt and jeans, with baseball hats pulled at an angle on their heads. They had the same jerk-face on too; they didn't look like the negotiable gang members I was so used to. 

"She's not dead."
"I know, I told you she wasn't."

I stared at Cartilage and Lip in disbelief; gulping, I said slowly said, "Look, I have to leave –" 
"No you can't. You have to stay," Cartilage replied, holding out his arm to block me. 
"Why?" I asked, scanning their faces. Maybe I can bribe them . . . I started thinking out of desperation. 
"There's no why okay? You're staying in here. Understand?" I glared at Lip who was giving me lip.

"Yah –" I started to answer when Cartilage pulled the door close, slamming it in my face. "I WAS TALKING! GO CALL CHOI SANGWOO RIGHT NOW! CALL HIM! TELL HIM I WANT TO TALK TO HIM! TELL THAT MOTHERFUCKER HE CAN'T DO THIS TO ME!!!!!"

"SHUT UP!" they yelled back through the door. 

He's crazy; he's gone crazy. He locked me in here. After a few more tries and shouts, I was exhausted. I leaned against the door, listening to Cartilage and Lip snoring after a while. Then, an hour and a-half later, I fell asleep again.

I knew I was asleep because my thought process finally stopped, and I felt light for a while. But when I woke up, the memories and feelings all came back to me. 

The tiny window streamed with sunlight when I woke up, giving me a clear view of the bedroom. It was different from the first one I was in when I first came here. It was a big room, with a King-sized bed draped in effervescent covers and pillows. There was an entertainment organization in the corner with miscellaneous things. A large mirror was placed against the door leading to the bathroom. Whoever's room it was didn't stay in it too long. It was almost untouched. 

The funny thing about the room was there were no lights; not even a lamp or nightlight. Nothing.

I moved, feeling my back aching from having slept in such an uncomfortable position. Turning toward the door, I stared at its oak material and white paint. The voices that had woken me up belonged to Cartilage and Lip and someone else – a girl's. 

"What are you two doing here?" she was asking them.
"On SangWoo's orders," Cartilage answered her. 
"To stand by a door?" She let out a scoff. 
"No, he wants us a guard the door – a girl's in there," Lip had to talk, didn't he? 
"A girl?" The girl's voice dropped in question.
"Yeah," Cartilage and Lip answered in unison, and then went quiet – probably glaring at each other.
"What's her name?" the girl's voice quickened with pace.
"Uh . . . something to do with a month? What was it? March?" Cartilage asked stupidly.
"No, May," Lip corrected him.
"Open the door," the girl ordered.

The jingle of keys could be heard as one slipped into the key slot. Then, the brass knob turned as I moved aside; the door swung open, letting in a fresh air. Cartilage and Lip moved aside, suddenly looking guiltily at me. Kim TaeHee stepped forward, overpowering their presences. 

She was still wearing what she was wearing last night; although, her makeup seemed a bit smudged. TaeHee's eyes widened when she saw me. "Oh my god . . . are you okay?" Before I could move, she stepped into the room and took a hold of my arm, helping me up. 

My legs felt rubbery, but I managed to stand up. Clearing my throat, I realized how dry it was. I probably looked worse than I felt. My hair was uncombed, the color from my lips was pale due to throwing up twice yesterday, and my eyes were bloodshot from crying and spontaneous sleep. 

"What are you two doing standing there? Go get her some food or something!" TaeHee snapped at them.

"Right away!" Cartilage and Lip sprinted down the hall. 

TaeHee turned around, closing the door behind us. "How long have you been in here? What happened between you and SangWoo?" She moved me over toward the bed where she motioned for me to sit. 

I sat down, confused once again by Kim TaeHee's presence. I wanted to ask her what she was doing here; what gave her the power to do this? For a while I didn't say anything; I just looked at her. 

"It's okay. You can tell me," she assured me.

I shook my head and began, "I don't know how long, but SangWoo and I had a fight yesterday and then he left me here. I – I don't know why –" 

TaeHee nodded as if she understood. She helped brush my hair aside from my face. "What kind of fight?" 
"Personal," I answered, not wanting to go into details. 

"I can't believe he would lock you in here . . . but there's gotta be a reason why he locked you in here." TaeHee's voice faltered as she thought aloud. Then, she turned back to me. Staring at her dark makeup up close, I started to get dizzy from trying to decipher her real face from the one I was seeing right now. 

"I don't know." I shook my head. Then, I went on babbling," We had a fight about MiSun and JaeWon and –" I stopped talking as the mention of JaeWon slipped from my mouth. 

TaeHee froze too; she cleared her throat, turning away so that all I could look at was her profile. 

"Did you find him?" Before I could stop myself, I asked. My voice came out too soft for my liking, clearly showing my emotion toward the topic, but I didn't know any other way. "JaeWon – is he really missing?" 

Kim TaeHee looked back at me; her eyes shimmering for a reason I had yet to know about. "No he's not. He's just going to not be around for a while." 

I felt my heart drop down into the depths of my stomach and then ravished by my digestive system. She spoke with confidence; and although I didn't know about her role in this whole gang business, I knew that she knew JaeWon. And frankly, that's all I cared about. 

"All we have left is a bottle of water and left-over chicken. Sorry, we got hungry last night." Cartilage appeared by the door, interrupting the awkward tension between TaeHee and me. He gave me an apologetic look as he handed me the bottle of water and round box, filled with bits and pieces of chicken. I wasn't feeling well, and eating left-over chicken definitely wasn't going to make me feel any better. I took the water bottle, but left the left-over chicken box alone. 

Cartilage turned to TaeHee, giving her a deep bow. "Everyone's getting dressed and ready. According to schedule, we should leave here in half-an-hour." 

TaeHee nodded, crossing her arms across her chest as she left me on the bed to walk toward the closet. Sliding it open, revealing racks of highly organized clothing, ranging from casual clothing to haute-coutre dresses, and structured by colors of the seasons, she started scanning for something to wear. "So why aren't you dressed yet?"

"Leon and I still have to guard the girl," Cartilage answered her. 

TaeHee turned around, her eyes flying over to me right away as if I had an explanation. But she addressed Cartilage instead, "SangWoo didn't tell you guys to take her to the party too?" 

"No," Cartilage replied, looking confused. "He specifically told us not to." 

TaeHee nodded, biting her lower lip as a smile crossed it. Something had made sense to her, and it was so easy to tell. If I was feeling a little better, I would've fought back at her – said something sly to draw out her personality so that I could tell. But I was still reeling from all of these events and the mention of JaeWon in our conversation that I couldn't bring myself to react. 

"Go get dressed. Everyone's going to the party," TaeHee told Cartilage. 
"But – " he started to say.
"You're going against my orders?" Kim TaeHee unsealed her identity as her voice firmed. 

Cartilage bowed to her before retreating, closing the door silently behind him.

I turned back to TaeHee who was pulling dresses out of her closet, officially confused now. She picked a dark red one, sparkly with fringes at the bottom of the asymmetrical-styled cut. Turning around, TaeHee held it up as she neared me. Smiling, like the first time I had met her, she said, "Do you like this one?" 

"What party? What's going on?" Gripping the water bottle in my hand, I stood up to match her height. 

TaeHee ignored me, holding up the dress to my body. "You're around my height; this dress is perfect." 

"Hey, answer me. Where are we going?" I demanded.

The smile on TaeHee's face diminished as she replied slowly, letting the words fall into my ears, "Don't you want to look good? After all, it is Choi SangWoo's birthday party." 

. . .



Club LimeLight – the club that SangWoo and Bryan had their rap battle at not too long ago was closed to the public that evening; it was reserved for a special group of people. To get in the door, you had to be going with someone who knew other people who knew other people who knew other people who was going to the same party. Very V.I.P. 

When Kim TaeHee's black Mercedes pulled up at the back of the club, there was at least more than two dozen cars, all black, lined up bumper to bumper already. But somehow, her driver had managed to maneuver pass all of them and got nearest to the door. 

"When we get inside, stay close to me okay?" TaeHee opened her side of the door, getting out first. The little black dress, with a V neck, and a long train she was wearing trailed behind her. She paused, waiting for me to get out of the car after her. Her hair was tied up in a bun, exposing her model-esq face. 

The red dress TaeHee had given me to wear was extremely comfortable. It wasn't too tight or loose, but fit my figure smugly. After some food, a shower, and make-up, I felt a little better. With my long hair, curled at the bottom, and stiletto shoes, I felt like a girl again for a second. Even though I was ready to kick ass – SangWoo or JaeWon, whoever I saw first, it didn't matter.

"You're late miss. Everyone's already seated and the speech has already started." The bouncer at the front door greeted TaeHee when we came up. 

Even though there were packs of cars, there was hardly a soul standing outside. Everyone was already inside it seemed. Cartilage and Lip, and about five other guys that had came with us, all started murmuring from behind.

"It doesn't matter," TaeHee snapped at them to shut up. "Open the door." 

The bouncer bowed to her, and then stepped aside to allow us in.

The whole hallway was dark, only lit with red light from the small flower-shaped lamps on the ceiling. The muffled sound of someone talking on speaker resonated throughout the hallway. TaeHee led the way, knowing perfectly well where she was going.

I followed TaeHee, watching her movements. She was so mysterious; yet by now, I had an idea of who she was. After the discovery that HanSuk, JaeWon, and SangWoo were all co-gangs, if that's what you could call it, I thought TaeHee might be another gang leader in their ring too. It was a strange idea to think that she could be on the equal platform as all of the other male gang leaders, but from the way all these other guys were constantly bowing to her and being so respectful, it was the most likely theory. 

If that was true, she was scary-cool. And for a split second, I considered asking her about Bryan's role with her. Was she really his girlfriend? And JaeWon – what was her relationship with JaeWon? But I didn't because I couldn't. Because at the thought of her and JaeWon, I felt this ping - this thump against my chest; jealousy. Funny, I was jealous at an unlikely thought. I was jealous at a time like this. 

When we entered the main floor, the loud roar of noises greeted our ears. It was dark, except for the multi-hued lights that lit stage. Someone was already giving a speech. "– Ten years. He's worked for me, and turned out to be a fine young man. He's one of the reasons why The Triads have expanded so much. Some of you are here because of this great man; he recruited you and gave you a better reason to live. And even though there is a lot of turmoil happening right now, I ask that you all forget about it and concentrate on the fact that at the end of the day, we are all family. Families fight with one another, but still love each other. So, without further ado, let's give a warm happy birthday to Choi SangWoo – To Crist. Happy 25th birthday son." The older man with graying hair raised his champagne glass high in the air toward SangWoo, who was standing next to him on stage, after his speech. 

"WHOOOOOOOOOOO!" 
"YEAH!!!!"
"HAPPY BIRTHDAY OPPA!!!!!" 

Loud shouts erupted, thundering around the stage and echoing through the ears as possibly hundreds of people got on their feet. The strobe lights above flashed shimmering lights, followed by the cue of the band. Loud music vibrated as instruments clanged together. I felt the shuffling around me as people moved closer to the stage, bumping and nudging each other out of the way. 

But I couldn't keep my eyes off of the people on the stage. 

Choi SangWoo was smiling as more people raised their glasses to toast him, singing badly to the tune of Happy-Birthday-To-You. He was wearing a sleek black suit with his hair combed back. He looked so handsome, so high-class that I could hardly believe it was the same SangWoo that had fought with me last night; that had locked me in a room. The spotlight was on him, giving him the look of a rock star in a way. 

I found myself catching the tune of "To SangWoooooo, happy birthday to y –" When I paused, suddenly seeing the reason why I was here. Practically spilling out of the stage were Reno, Danny and some girl, and the twins – they were all dancing a jig to the band. All the gang members I had never met, and had seen briefly were all present. The only segregation that was clearly noticeable was HanSuk's gang; he was surrounded by Righty and Lefty, but he wasn't dancing at all. Instead, he had his arms across his chest and was scanning the crowd. 

How had they managed to hate each other, practically almost killed each other and then now, dancing, talking, laughing, having fun, tolerated being in the same room together – it made me sick. But, if they were all here – JaeWon – where was JaeWon? 

"Oh my gosh! Oppa is so sexy!" Some girls to my right squealed, holding up a digital camera to get a good picture of SangWoo on stage. 

Completely forgetting TaeHee's words, I pushed through the crowd. "Excuse me. Please excuse me." Somehow, I had managed to get to the tip of the stage. Everyone was looking up at SangWoo as he laughed at something the older man next to him said. He looked down at the group of people standing right in front of me as they called out to him for a picture; that was when he caught my face in the crowd.

"May –" I could see his lips forming my name when he saw my face. 

I turned to my right, moving toward the steps that led up to the stage. 

SangWoo immediately handed the glass in his hands to a guy standing next to him, who didn't notice so he flung his hand back as he was laughing; the glass hit a group of people near the band causing a loud rouse of "OOOO!" The people's attention turned to the accident as SangWoo ran off stage toward me. 

"What are you doing here?!" Grabbing onto my arm, SangWoo pulled me through the crowd. People closest to us, turned, muttering in excitement.

"Who's she?"
"His girlfriend?!" 

"MAY!" someone screamed my name. 

"SangWoo! You're hurting me," I told him, pulling my wrist back, as I turned to turn to see who had called out my name.

SangWoo didn't let go as he dragged me down the far-end of the club and behind the lush drapes that hid a staircase. The loud music and noises were muffled as SangWoo continued pulling me further and further up the stairs. Once we descended on the landing, he pulled me down a hall way towards the right. Placing a firm hand on my back, SangWoo maneuvered me into a corner. 

Glancing back behind him to make sure no one had followed us, SangWoo turned to me hastily. "What are you doing here?" 

I looked up at him, biting my lower lip in anger. "What am I doing here?! Why did you lock me up in that room and left me?"

"So you couldn't be here! So you would be safe!" SangWoo turned back to look behind him. "May, you don't understand. We'll talk about this later. Right now, you have to get out of here." 

"TaeHee took me here; she told me it was your birthday," I told him, watching SangWoo act erratic for some reason. He was scared; SangWoo was scared of something. "I wanted to go home, but she said there was no other place she would take me except here. She also said – she also said that JaeWon might be here," I went on, my eyes shifting differently because I realized TaeHee had lied to me. 

"I can't believe this! Are you stupid?!" SangWoo said angrily, clenching his jaw muscle together. He turned back to me, his eyes piercing. He looked like he wanted to say something else, but he was too angry to say it. 

I had had everything planned out; I had wanted to cuss at him for locking me in the room, for being such a bastard, and then I was going to storm out and leave. But this – him looking at me like this – it wasn't apart of my plan. I was now completely thrown off. What was going through SangWoo's mind? He looked like he had just seen a ghost.

"SangWoo – what's wrong with you?" I managed to ask, shifting my eyes up to meet his. "Why do you look like that?" 

Instead of replying, SangWoo's arm shot out as he wrapped me in a hug; he pressed against me until I felt the beating of his heart. Tightening his arms around me, he pressed his warm cheek against mine. "I – I don't want you to get hurt. You have to leave here right away. Please. You have no idea what you've just walked into. Pl –" 

His cologne reached my nostrils, sending nostalgia straight to embed in my mind. I felt the panic rise. SangWoo wasn't supposed to be acting this way; he was supposed to be some pompous jerk, not hugging me like this. Am I really wrong? 

"Yah, are you two lovebirds done? Boss wants you to properly introduce her to us SangWoo." The voice I had grown to hate reached my ears, sending chills down my back. 

I felt SangWoo's chest exhale when he realized who was talking too. He held me for a few more lingering seconds before letting me go. We both turned to see HanSuk standing down the hall with his hands in his pockets. His hair was pulled straight back in a ponytail today, allowing his feminine face to be even more visible. The suit he was wearing was tight-fitting on his frame; yet, he was wearing white tennis shoes. 

His beady eyes lit up from the shock and hate SangWoo and I were sending at him. He turned on his heels, and then started descending down the stairs. 

For a while SangWoo stood still, contemplating. He balled his fists together, then, ". . . Just follow my lead. Don't talk too much." SangWoo avoided my face as he started walking.

I swallowed hard, feeling my heart almost popping out of my chest. What was going to happen? What had I done? In silence, I followed SangWoo back down the stairs. I expected him to lead me out to the main floor, but was utterly surprised when we took the opposite stairs. The further we went up, the darker it got, until the point there was hardly any light at all. 

SangWoo took my hand when we descended the landing and faced the shape of a door in front of us. He tightened his grip on my hand when he knocked on the door. 

"Come in," a voice answered. 

The door opened to reveal something out of a movie. 

There were at least ten people in the room. Seated right in the middle on a long couch with a brown coffee-table facing it, was the older man from earlier I had seen toasting SangWoo. Up close, he had handsome features. Dark eyes and a chiseled face structure; if he wasn't who he was, he would probably just looked like any other nice old man anyone could've passed on the streets. But now, his dark blue tie was loosened around his neck as he inhaled the cigar he was holding in his hand. Sitting next to him were his guards, possibly in their thirties because this man was already in his late forties. Four more were standing guard, including HanSuk.

Kim JiYong. 

The name flashed across my mind. Suddenly, a memory flashed raged.

"Kim JiYong, the notorious mob boss of The Korean Triads is leaving for Japan at the end of this month. Officials have tried to restrict his passport and visa usage numerous times due to the suspicion of his involvement in importing and exporting illegal drugs in and out of the nation. Kim, 49-years-old, is infamous for the rumors that he is affiliated with the Italian mafia. But what hits closer to home, is the suspicion that Kim has united four, separate gangs, together under what he calls The Korean Triads. The identities of those four gangs have not been revealed and are operating secretly underneath Kim. Unidentified sources have also stated that Kim will be back in Korea, next time, to recruit a fifth gang underneath him . . . ." The news, I had watched at 11:00 P.M. randomly one evening, after work at the Trax came rushing back inside my mind. 

I had expected Kim JiYong to be young, not a mastermind mob leader. He, I could not deal with. I felt fear laughing at me as I stared at the scene I had walked into. 

"That's what so funny, they have no idea. Hahahaha –" He was now laughing at something the guy sitting next to him had said; the cloud of smoke swirled around him. 

"Boss." I heard HanSuk's voice interrupt him when SangWoo and I entered the room. 

Kim JiYong exhaled another cloud of smoke as he turned to look at us. His eyes immediately fixated on me, and I felt the fear locking in me. He sat up instantly as a smile spread across his lips. "MiSun."

"May," SangWoo corrected him as we moved further into the room. 

I looked back to see another guard closing the door behind us, and then locking it. He saw me looking at him, so he flashed me a smile. I could barely blink at him as I turned back to Kim JiYong. 

"Why don't you two sit down?" He pointed at the two red plush chairs facing in front of him.

SangWoo and I made our way over, sitting down slowly. As we sat down at eye-level with him, Kim JiYong grinded his cigar into the ashtray. Then, he looked back up straight at me. "Wow, she looks exactly like her – down to every freckle. Doesn't she?" 

The guards around the room nodded in agreement, murmuring 'yes'. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw HanSuk frowning.

"But you're prettier." Kim JiYong winked at me. "I'm sorry, I'm having a déjà vu moment. It feels like it was only yesterday when SangWoo brought MiSun to meet me." 

I could feel SangWoo stiffen in his seat beside me. I lowered my eyes to my hands on lap; my heart was beating a mile a minute. 

"Tsk." Kim JiYong shook his head. "Why aren't you two talking? Relax!" It was the same tone I had heard him use to SangWoo, JaeWon, and HanSuk that time. 

"With all due respect Boss, I just don't see the reason for this," SangWoo spoke up finally. He looked up at Kim JiYong in order to emphasize his feeling. 

Kim JiYong frowned. "Of course there's a reason. When were you planning to introduce her to me? I had to get you to come here. You're lucky I'm not mad. Besides, she's the girl you and JaeWon are fighting over. I had to meet her. I had to meet the girl who looks so much like MiSun that you had to set up an agreement with JaeWon." 

SangWoo clenched his fist. "We're not fighting over her." 

"Oh? So do you claim her then?" Kim JiYong asked nonchalantly, pulling SangWoo's stare in. "So when JaeWon comes back, nothing will ensue after? You claim her?" 

SangWoo didn't answer him.

"May," Kim JiYong addressed me. His voice had an edge to it that I had no other choice but to look up at him. "Who did you choose? SangWoo or JaeWon?"

SangWoo froze; I felt it. Even though he kept his eyes straight ahead, I could tell he was looking at me through its corners. I tried to hide the anguish the question was causing to rise inside of me. My breathing suddenly became irregular and I felt all the blood rushing to my face. Realizing what his question was doing to me, Kim JiYong let out a laugh, leaning back against his couch. His ringing laughter caused all the others in the room to laugh along, forcefully, of course.

"It's just a question." Kim JiYong shook his head at me as a grin broke across his face. Then, suddenly, he leaned forward to clasp his hands together. His voice lowered, dipping low as he said, "You see – women complicate things for men, especially in the gang world. It's the oldest story in the book. Two rival leaders fighting for a beautiful girl – it's so old that movies and books are churning them out as we speak. But it happens. And although SangWoo's motivation is different, and how things turned out is different, it all boils down to what happens next. So do you claim her SangWoo? If you do, I will make sure JaeWon will not bother the two of you. It's code that we don't mess with each other's romances if we're a family." 

"This is stupid!" SangWoo suddenly burst; he abruptly stood up, pushing back the chair. "You've met her; we're leaving."

Everyone in the room started to move forward. 

Kim JiYong waved an irritated hand at them to stop them. His solemn face followed SangWoo, as his eyes scanned him. "Sit back down SangWoo. How is this stupid?"

"This! Making us come in here and asking her to choose and everything! This is bullshit! Since when do you do crap like this?!" SangWoo shouted at him, pointing at the scene. 

The smile on Kim JiYong's face was nowhere to be seen now. His voice turned grave. "Don't use that tone with me. All I'm asking is do you claim her? If you're embarrassed you shouldn't have played the game in the first place."

"Then you're forcing me to admit that I was wrong! That the game I played backfired on me. Because everyone knows I'm the fool and that she fell for JaeWon!" SangWoo retorted. 

I stared up at him in shock. I didn't want it to be like this; I didn't want him to have to be like this. I got up and grabbed SangWoo's arm, motioning for him to calm down. "SangWoo –" 

"BECAUSE YOU ARE! YOU'RE A FOOL! I CAN'T BELIEVE WHAT A FOOL YOU ARE! YOU TWO FIGHTING OVER A GIRL! DO YOU KNOW WHAT A DISGRACE YOU ARE TO ME?!" Kim JiYong stood up, and that's when everyone else stood up. "SO LOWER YOUR VOICE! You're talking to your elder!"

"FUCK THIS! You have no right to do this!" SangWoo swiftly turned around, making sure I was still holding onto his arm as we headed toward the door. 

Sure that we were done, sure that we could get out, we both froze in terror by the door when the loud cock of a gun sounded through the room. 

"IS that how you talk to me? I think my absence here was my biggest mistake; you've forgotten who your boss is! CHOI SANGWOO, I am the man that MADE YOU! NOW ANSWER MY QUESTION, DO YOU CLAIM HER?!" Kim JiYong stood back as HanSuk moved forward; the barrel of the black automatic gun was directed straight towards me.

Oh my god! My mind screamed; my eyes darted to see the killer look in HanSuk's eyes. He was just itching to pull the trigger. 

"What – are you serious?" SangWoo breathed; he couldn't believe it either. "Over this?! You're gonna let HIM point a gun at me?!"

Kim JiYong stared back at him, like an angry father. "It's all over respect. It's a simple question SangWoo. Are you going to let her die because you couldn't answer a simple question? Answer my question and apologize to me. You know I don't like it when people use tone with me!" 

"This is ridiculous! You can't do this!" For the first time since I had come into the room, I was speaking. I couldn't believe it; he was not serious; he was not going to kill SangWoo over something as stupid as this. He was not! 

Kim JiYong looked at me, a smirk across his lips. "It might be at your expense sweetie, but I don't tolerate disrespect."

"Ever since you let him join us, he's poisoned your mind," SangWoo said bitterly as he looked at HanSuk. "You turned against me and then JaeWon; and if TaeHee wasn't your daughter, you'd turn against her too!" 

The look on Kim JiYong's face after SangWoo's comment was livid. "TURNED? I TURNED?! I AM YOUR BOSS! YOU JUST MADE THE BIGGEST MISTAKE! APOLOGIZE TO ME!" 

SangWoo was breathing heavily; something was not making sense to him. He looked like he couldn't believe what Kim JiYong was saying. "We're leaving.

As Kim JiYong heard the words, that was when he turned his head. And as if in slow motion, that was the signal. The signal for HanSuk . . . 

"NOOO!" I screamed; my vocal cords literally ripped out of my throat. 

I saw SangWoo try to pull at the door, but it was too late. Too late.

HanSuk's steady hand on the gun revolved backwards as the force of the bullet shot out of the barrel. The loud pop, followed by the bright ember of orange and yellow, headed straight towards us. All I could hear was my heart and silence. My heart pounding and silence; just like the movies. But this was real. I felt as though I was floating above the scene, watching the bullet head straight toward me. Any minute now, it was going to hit me and I was going to die. Any minute now . . . 

"MOVE!" It was quick; he was quick. His voice was sharp and clear right next to my ear before he knocked me down to the ground. 

"NO! WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!" I shrieked as I fell. The bullet I was staring at was lost now; my eyes were falling as my body fell to the ground with a thud. 

The bullet had pierced . . . 

SangWoo landed with a thud on top of me. The wind was knocked out of me; I gasped as I felt the warm trickles of blood against my neck and flowing down to my crest of my chest. Scrambling, I placed both arms around SangWoo's shoulders, expecting him to get up off me. But when he didn't move, I screamed, I screamed as loud as I could.

"NOOOO!!!!! NOOOOO!!!!! NOOOO!!!!" I overturned SangWoo. Using my hands, I frantically pulled myself up into sitting position as I caught SangWoo's head in my lap. Shaking. Blood. the dark red blood was oozing from the left side of his hairline. His eyes were dilating as he gasped for breath, his hands holding onto my arm. 

"HE MOVED! HE MOVED!" HanSuk shrieked as loud noises exploded in the room; when everyone had realized HanSuk had shot the wrong person, panic spread like an epidemic - when they all realized what had truly happened.

"YOU FOOL!" I heard Kim JIYong scream.

Then, someone else added, "CALL AN AMBULANCE! HURRY UP! NOW! CLEAR EVERYONE OUT AS FAST AS YOU CAN!" 

I drowned them all out; removed everything else from my mind as I focused on him. "SangWoo, don't. Don't close your eyes. Stay with me! Please! Don't close your eyes! They're calling an ambulance for you!" I placed a hand against his cheek, gasping as hot tears slammed my eyes like pin-needles. They kept dribbling out, landing on top of his cheeks. 

SangWoo looked up at me; the blood line was getting longer and longer as the blood continued to leak, leaving trails on the floor. His eyes flicked. I felt my heart shredding to fragments of blood and tears as I saw the drop of tear spilling clumsily out of his left eye. "Oh my god, SangWoo – " 

"May . . . tell me – tell me," his voice croaked. 
"What? What?" I leaned closer to hear him. "What is it?" 
"Tell me – tell me you choose me," SangWoo said, barely above a whisper. 
I shook my head, tears streaming down my face. "I choose you. I choose you." 
SangWoo's mouth curled into a smirk. "Good . . . because I can't see you anymore May . . . ."
"NO! STOP! DON'T YOU DARE SLEEP ON ME!" I screamed at him, rocking back and forth. 

"They're here! They're here!" All of a sudden, someone knocked me out of the way. 

After that, everything became a blur; a big whirling ball of color. From the paramedics carrying SangWoo out on a stretcher to me screaming hysterically that I had to go with him; from the crowds of people that gathered to watch, screaming and crying. Everything became a blur. I had blood all over me, and that was my excuse to be able to sit in the ambulance with SangWoo.

By the time we got to the hospital, SangWoo was officially unconscious and had a hard time breathing. At the entrance to the emergency room, they rushed him inside to do emergency surgery. For the next 8 hours, I sat outside waiting, crying and praying. Even when various members of the gang arrived to check on his status, I ignored them as I sat in the corner with my eyes closed. 

"MiSun . . . Please. Please help your love. Please don't let him die; don't take him yet MiSun. It's all my fault; I swear, I swear I will never get involved like this ever again if you let Choi SangWoo live. I understand MiSun; I know it's not games anymore. Please . . . just let him live or I will never be able to forgive myself. Please MiSun." 

This was it; the end. 

The end of the all the emotional and mental torture of what MiSun did to SangWoo; but if SangWoo died – that cycle would continue with me. 

Because SangWoo was shot because of me, I understood his sincere motives towards me in his darkest hours. He had blamed himself for MiSun's death, and even if he hadn't truly loved her, to watch someone you've gotten close to die because of you – you can't help but love them because you confuse love with guilt. So if SangWoo died, I would confuse guilt with love.

(Chapter 36)

"The case of the gang leader of Crist, 25-years-old Choi SangWoo's fatal wound to the head has been settled out of court. According to Choi's family attorney, they have decided to drop the case in which HanSuk, only identified by his first name, is being acquitted of. About a two months and a-half ago, at the popular club LimeLight for his 25th birthday, Choi was shot in the head with the gun police identified as HanSuk's. When they arrived on the scene, HanSuk was the only person identified in the room and quickly charged with murder. However, after two months of investigation and slow processing, the Choi family is officially dropping the case, citing that HanSuk's act was an accident. Police and investigators alike are flabbergasted at the Choi's family decision; however, the only comment they have made is, "Our son is alive, and that's all that matters." Yet, everyone is still wondering, if Choi SangWoo still has his memory, would he still think the same?"

"Turn it off Lina. I can't watch anymore." 

3 months. It had been exactly 3 months and they were still talking about it.

"Are you okay?" Lina zapped off the T.V. in the living room as she made her way into the kitchen. 

I nodded, placing the lids on the Tupperware. Then, I discarded all the used chopsticks, spoons, and bowls into the sink as I turned off the stove. 

"Look at you, all domesticated! You're going to see him again today?" Lina leaned against the counter, handing me a plastic bag.

"Yeah, I promised I'd make him some homemade Kimchi. He hates the food they have at that place," I laughed, reaching out to brush my hair out of my face only to realize there wasn't anything much to brush. 

Lina nodded in agreement. "Good for you. Well, I guess I should go get ready for my date."

"Yah, you never told me about the mystery guy!" I shouted after Lina's retreating back, but she had already disappeared inside her room.

I shook my head, laughing at my best friend's secrecy. 

3 months.

It's been 3 months.

A lot has happened in the last 3 months. It's funny how things seemed to have sped up and settled down after what happened to SangWoo, for me. 

Lina and Feet officially broke up; she and I stopped by Feet's house to collect their break-up box, filled with the things that they had given to each other during the time they were together. Lina never told me a real reason why they broke up; just gave me the fact that they did. I didn't ask her any more questions because she didn't ask me any more questions after I told her everything that had happened to me involving JaeWon and SangWoo. After bitching at me for an hour at what a bad friend I was for not telling her sooner, Lina forgave me after I promised I would never do it again and bought her a large case of Ben & Jerry's ice cream. That's my best friend for you. And after working so hard for such a long time, Lina had finally gathered enough money and courage to ask her parents to move out of the house. Surprisingly, her mother allowed her to, but only if she could get a roommate. She didn't want her to live alone, and that's where I came in.

My appa got slightly better, but umma continued to stay with him in Pusan. I called them almost everyday, ever since umma saw on the news that Choi SangWoo was shot; I didn't have the heart to tell her that I was there. So I made up a lie about sleeping while the incident happened. And so, umma was glad that I had moved into an apartment with Lina; like Lina's mother, she didn't want me to live alone. 

I remember the day when I finally came home to our apartment. The first thought that came into my mind was the realization about Jovial. Flashes of the adorable Pomeranian came into my mind; I went into full-panic mode. I couldn't find her anywhere. Even though I went searching for her, I didn't want to find her curled up in some corner and starved to death. After Lina calmed me down, we decided on the theory that maybe she managed to slip out of the apartment. I was still mad at myself for being so irresponsible. The last day that I had her was when I had hastily left the house for Pusan; why were we so irresponsible and didn't think about the dog?! 

But after I moved out of my apartment, I never went back. Sometimes though, when I would pass there as a shortcut from the main market I would see wannabe-gangs standing outside smoking cigarettes and cussing their heads off. Inside I felt relieved that I had moved away from the area, so I would walk away from them faster. 

Gangs; gang relations and affiliations scared me more than ever after SangWoo's incident. This was one subject where I cannot act tough or put a front. I played with fire and I got burned badly. So I've stayed as far as possible away from them; practically hiding sometimes. There were days when I got paranoid that they would come to find me again, because I was there at the scene. I had sworn to MiSun that if she saved SangWoo, I wouldn't have anything to do with it anymore. Even though I had been a witness in sending HanSuk to jail, Kim JiYong had managed to pay off the Choi family. I had begged them not take it, but there was something else they wouldn't tell me. I was so angry when they gave up the case; it was beyond disbelief. But Kim JiYong sent HanSuk after me not long after the papers were filed; he had threatened that if I didn't give up, they would have SangWoo finished. I remember crying and hating myself for giving in so easily. Kim JiYong was pure evil. Now, whoever's fault about shooting SangWoo, would be forgotten news under a pile of archives. The last I heard, Kim JiYong was recruiting new members for another gang he was building. 

After drinking with Bryan and Lina one random night, we had managed to convince him to tell us everything. But it seemed like they kept everything from him; all Bryan told me was that SangWoo used to be the member recruiter for The Korean Triads. That's when I found out the shocking news. When I had heard SangWoo turned 25, I thought it was a fake age. I remembered distinctly that MiSun had told me SangWoo was a year older than me; I was 18 so SangWoo had to be 19. But in the truth, she didn't know anything either. Kim JiYong had handed the responsibility of finding new members to SangWoo. At the time when he turned 20, SangWoo was sent back to high school, because he had never graduated in the first place, to study and find new members. MiSun was 17 at the time and he was 20; and she had no clue. Because men have always been better at hiding their age, SangWoo looked perfectly like a typical teenager, so he fitted right in. I put two-and-two together and realized in the story that SangWoo told me, I must've been 13 when he first saw me with 17-year-old MiSun that day, and he was 20. Now that I was 18, SangWoo was 25. Then, I got mad.

I didn't know why I was messing with numbers so much, after Bryan made me think about it, and fed me useless information, I ended up beating him up that night after he started rapping about me. I remember Lina laughing like crazy, and then afterwards the two of them took me home where I puked up the Kimchi, Kimbap, and some Western food I ate along with the alcohol I drank.

I think I've also developed an alcohol problem. Ever since I threw up from alcohol overdose that night, I've developed a liking to alcohol and throwing it up afterwards. It felt like such a cleansing process that it was unbelievable. 

I've changed a lot too; appearance wise and personality. Lina recently went to beauty school, because it suddenly became her dream, a month ago, to have a hair salon. So the night before a major cut-test, Lina peer pressured me into allowing her to cut my hair for practice. I sat in the chair the whole time, thinking of how much money I was going to have to use to go fix the mess; but when she was done, I actually liked it. It was now short, shoulder-length and layered. She also gave me bangs that I swiped to the side – very stylish. After that, I even trusted her in dying my hair. I remember chasing her out of the apartment when it came out platinum blonde instead of the amber brown she promised me. But Lina did fix it and now it was a glowy-brown; very pretty.

Now, I was using words like pretty; I have changed. Before it used to be: fuck this, fuck that, fuck you; now it was, pretty. There were times when I don't like the fact that I've changed. But I have. I feel like I have no more energy to be the way I was before. I've become more passive than aggressive. I don't jump to conclusions and run my mouth off anymore. I think . . . once you've seen someone almost die in front of your eyes, you change. Or maybe because I'm missing something, or someone to be exact . . . 

"Lina! I'm leaving!" I shouted, pulling the strap of the dark blue handbag onto my shoulder. I paused by the apartment door to see if she would respond, but all I could hear was the water in the shower running. 

I would find out about Lina's new mystery man soon, but as of right now – I had to go meet Choi SangWoo for an early date. 

We're going to a coffee shop today; the first one I've been to in 3 years – I mean 3 months. 

JaeWon. Yoon JaeWon. 

My thoughts of JaeWon are still there; I haven't forgotten about him if that's the question. It's been 3 solid months, and still no sign of him. For 3 solid months, I stalked SangWoo's hospital – not because I was waiting for JaeWon, although it was about 1% of my reason; and even to now, I still feel selfish when I admit it. I wanted JaeWon to show up; after all, this was SangWoo getting shot and almost dying. Somehow, I thought that if JaeWon was here, the case of SangWoo would've really made it court. If JaeWon was here, I wouldn't have gone back to therapy after SangWoo's incident. If JaeWon was here, he'd keep me sane and make my world better. Silly idea; stupid me. But somehow, I thought so. But by now, I don't really know my feelings for JaeWon anymore. It feels like it's been 3 years, not 3 months, since I've seen him. There are times when I think about him a lot, until I feel like my mind will burst. Then there are times when I just hate him; hate him raw. Because every time my mind thinks about the way he looks at me, smiles at me, touches me, and kisses me – I think about how it had all been apart of the game; his game of seduction. What we had was fake – all of it in its entirety. He was probably somewhere laughing his head off about what a genius he was, while I was sitting here crying about it. Why did I have to care about his whereabouts? Why? But I miss him when I shouldn't miss him.

Because I think that April & Black Coffee seems to have died the day SangWoo was shot. 


. . .



The little coffee shop at a random corner in Seoul was the place I chose. I wanted to go to a place untainted by memories or familiarity. 

The little trinkets hanging above the coffee shop door danced together rhythmically whenever it opened. We chose the seat by the large window, waiting for the bright afternoon sun to fully come up and hit us with its warmth. Everyone outside, walking on the streets or hailing a cab, were all busily getting on with their day.

But, I have nothing to do today. 

Nothing at all.
No one to see. 
No place to be. 

"Tell me a sweet story." 

I laughed and picked up the coffee cup on the table. Steam floated above it as I waved it gently under my nose to take in the bittersweet smell of just plain black coffee.

Choi SangWoo placed his elbows on the table, and then rested his chin into the palm of his hands. He looked at me, his eyes glazing over. "Come on May. We have at least three more hours. You can't possibly just want to sit here and drink all that coffee without wanting to do anything else."

Actually SangWoo, I do. You see, there's just something about coffee I can't resist. I don't necessarily need to drink it all the time. It's just enough for me to have it around me. It reminds me of this guy . . . No. I couldn't say all that. So, I just looked around the little coffee shop which is surprisingly empty on a Saturday morning like this one, trying to find my reason.

"May," SangWoo pestered.

I turned back to look at him, and I became extremely sad. The sad, depression-like feeling overwhelmed me. Too bad he doesn't know why we are sitting here. Too bad he doesn't remember why I am sitting across from him, feeling responsible for him – why I pity him, for lack of a better way to describe the wistfulness he brings to me. 

"Tell me a story. They only let me out so that you could take me somewhere, but all you want to do is sit here and drink coffee!" He crossed his arms across his chest like a defiant child.

A small smile crossed my lips. "Okay," I finally said, agreeing to something that has been long over-due. "I'll tell you a story." I leaned forward in my seat, and looked at him directly in the eyes . . . searching for the Choi SangWoo I had thought I knew many times over, but he has always managed to fool me. 

Taking a deep breath, I sat back in my seat and closed my eyes, allowing the scent of coffee to engulf my nostrils. I took SangWoo back through the memories, from this time and place. Back to Seoul, Korea. Back to how an innocent summer started out, where I became undone and then done again. Back to how I met this 'gentleman', and I use the term loosely. Back to where my heart still is – even though the doctors told me I shouldn't provoke his thoughts.

But before I tell my story, I introduced my eighteen-year-old self once again to Choi SangWoo.

It was painful; extremely painful to retell the story to him. I don't know why I did it. I guess it's because of the coffee atmosphere that got me to. When the doctor announced that SangWoo was alive, I was so relieved. But I became greedy when he said that due to the bullet killing thousands of brain cells and disrupting others, SangWoo was going to have permanent memory lost. I was so disheartened and sad; I couldn't understand why he couldn't just remember. I wanted desperately for him to go back to the Choi SangWoo I knew. There was a time when I was bitter, and I thought that I'd rather have him die than sit in front of me, not remembering anything at all. But once I got over that, I became jealous of him; he got rid of his painful memories; ignorance of memories is bliss. But you take life as it's given to you. So I accepted it, and pretty soon got used to the new, innocently adorable Choi SangWoo. 

During the pauses of my story, SangWoo would look up at me. He had been completely immersed with tracing the lines on his left palm for the last couple of minutes now, but stopped when he realized I was no longer talking. 

"Are you crying?" SangWoo shifted, watching my face. 

I shook my head. Automatically, I took another sip of coffee. Have you ever noticed how abundant and rich coffee tastes when it meets your taste buds? It's thick, but forgiving. It's sweet, but bittersweet at the same time. It releases itself, but then coils. Hahahahaha . . . or maybe I'm just a coffee freak now. 

"May," SangWoo went on. "Your story . . . . I – I like how you use our names in your story . . . makes it realistic. I kind of like picturing me the bad guy. Put me in more will you?"

I smiled. Like most of the conversations we've been having for the last three months since he's lost his memory, SangWoo's childlike behavior had grown on me; this grown man, sitting in front of me now . . . I didn't have the heart to tell him that what I was telling him is all true.

SangWoo continued, preaching, "Dr. Sarandon says to forget is the best thing . . . err . . . something like that." 

I nodded to show him I understand, but said, "You listen to that quack? Honestly, I think he messed you up more than when you came in." 

"Huh?" SangWoo squinted for some reason. 

"I mean . . . . . . you had a life before this place SangWoo. You remember don't you?" I liked to provoke his thoughts, because I kept hoping that he would suddenly miraculously remember. I peered into his face to find myself feeling a little jealous of his flawless skin while I was still breaking out like a teenager still lost in the puberty maze. It was probably because of that new facial cream Lina had bought; I knew I shouldn't be sharing facial products with her. 

Instead of answering my question, SangWoo requested, "Can you move me? We're right by the window and the sun's coming up really bright." 

I felt myself freezing at his request, but I tried my best to just smile. "Sure." 

SangWoo's eyes never left me as he watched every expression on my face. I got up, walked around the small table, and reached him. I clasped both hands on each push handle bracket tube while SangWoo released the locks. The pneumatic tires slowly moved against the ground, squeaking slightly. The seat sling allowed him to be more comfortable sitting in it when SangWoo kicks away the swing-away foot rest. 

"More comfortable?" I asked when I had maneuvered him successfully out of the bright sunrays. 

SangWoo smiled, settling back in his wheelchair, "Thanks." 

The wheelchair SangWoo was in was due to a freak-accident at the hospital he was staying in during the time of his recovery; pretty soon he wouldn't need it anymore and then he would be released to go home. Once SangWoo goes home, it would be hard to come see him all the time. 

I was going to miss him; I knew I would. 

After another two hours with SangWoo, I finally took him back to the hospital. Leaving him the Tupperware I made for him earlier this morning, I promised SangWoo I would be back next week. 

"Call me if you want to talk okay?" I reminded SangWoo before closing his hospital room door.

SangWoo smiled, nodding, looking like a young boy rather than his age. "Okay. I like that coffee place, take me there again okay? And finish telling your story; you ended with that boy getting an incident. I don't like sad endings." 

I forced a smile on my face. "Okay . . . I'll have a happy ending for you next time."

SangWoo nodded in return just as a nurse came into the room, carrying a tray of lunch. "Okay Mr. Choi, it's time to eat."

"No! My friend brought food from home!!!" I left SangWoo to argue with the nurse. 

The light evening sun across the horizon hit me as soon as I stepped out of the hospital; it was no longer summer, but fall. The weather felt nice, but felt empty. I frowned, using a hand to shield my face for some reason. I stood near the revolving doors, considering my choices. I considered going home, but didn't know what I would do at home because Lina would've probably left by now. I considered going shopping, but I needed to be more careful with my money since I didn't have a job yet. There was nothing to do. Now, my life seemed so dull. 

Then, a thought crossed my mind. 

For a while, I questioned myself. But before I knew it I quickened my pace. I don't know what I was doing; I just wanted to see if it was still there. If it wasn't, I would just go home and forget all of it forever. If it's still there then . . . but it couldn't be. It's been so long. But I continued my walk, enjoying the scene of Seoul until I found my way back to Club Groove. That night – that night when we were so drunk, we had walked out of the club. Placing myself in front of the door, with the sign flashing: closed, I retraced the steps, trying to remember. We had walked for quiet a bit, just walking . . . . 

I froze; ignoring the people turning corners and crossing streets around me as they busily got on with their day.

At the end of the street – there it was. The construction site; I smiled in disbelief. I knew I could always count on construction projects to take years to finish! It's only been a couple of months. The area still looked as isolated as ever; the gated fence with the huge sign: KEEP OUT still had the same marks. 

Looking both ways in hopes that no one would notice, I stepped inside, wedging myself between the loose gates. Then, I disappeared, just like last time, in between the new building and the shabby-looking wall, making way for an alley; the same alley JaeWon and I had wandered into last time. 

My steps quickened as my eyes immediately zoomed into the wall. There, still in bold, black letters: MAYHEM. I felt my heart jump in my throat as I stared at it, and then my eyes scanned over to see the sharpie-written word: April Loves Black Coffee.

I placed a hand against my mouth to stop myself; it was still here! For a while, I just stood looking at it, wondering if it was real. I ran my hand through the words, against the bumpy wall; then, broke into a stupid smile.

"Aish! I'm tired of this. Let's go back here and smoke."
"Fuck I shoud've beaten that asshole!" 
"Hey, light this for me." 

I turned abruptly; my moment ruined as voices filled the alley. That was when I saw the six of them, all wearing the same color-code of dark blue. Wearing lopsided hats and carrying cigarettes and bags of illegal drugs, the wannabe-gangsters stopped when they saw me. 

"OH-HO! Who do we have here?" Clearly the leader, the shortest one with a stub on his chin, looked back at his members. Then, he turned to me. "Hey baby. You here to make some money."

Gripping my handbag on my shoulder, I stepped back. Narrowing my eyes at them, I tried to keep calm. "Look, I was just about to leave." 

They exchanged looks with one another, and then burst out laughing.

I lowered my head, braving myself for possible confrontation. In quick strides, I started walking toward them. Let me just get away; let me just get way. No trouble. No trouble. Hoping that they would move aside to let me pass, I almost breathed a sigh of relief when I almost made it. And I mean almost made it as in – a shoulder length. I accidentally brushed against the last guy's shoulder, and before I knew it, he had grabbed me by my shirt and pinned me against the wall. 

Gangs were getting worse every day; even the wannabes. Just one wrong move and you're dead in their hands.

"YAH! What are you doing?! LET ME GO!" I screamed suddenly; God! Why did I always end up in situations like this?! I stabbed at his hands with my fingers, but it didn't do much.

"You're not going anywhere after that girlie!" he snarled in my face; his breath stinker than a dog's butt. 

"What should we do with her guys?" The leader approached me, lifting up my chin. 
The rest of the gang laughed. "HAHAHAHAH!" 

That was when I picked it up; the scent of marijuana and weed or something else they had smoked. The looks in their eyes told me that they were already high. 

Aww damn! "Let me fucken go! YOU'RE GONNA REGRET DOING THIS!" I screamed at them, thrashing around like a fish. "YOU WANNABES! I KNOW THE REAL GANGS! YOU'LL REGRET THIS!"

"AHAHAHA!" They laughed again; this time the leader leaned in, leering his ugly face at me. "The real gangs? Hahaha, okay sweetie, give me a name." 

He looked back at his crew with a sarcastic look.

I don't know what made me say it, but I wanted them to know that they were nothing – nothing compared to what I've seen. "Crist. I know Crist."

"OOO! CRIST! Their leader's GONE! Haven't you been watching the news?!" The leader drew his face closer to me, making me wince in disgust. "If you're gonna lie, make it more believable huh? Don't be talking about things you don't know, or they'll come after you! Hahahahha!"

His stupid crew followed.

I closed my eyes, feeling bad-breath's face getting closer to me. "What do you want?!"

"What do we want? What do we want?" They started to look around, debating. Then, after coming up with an agreement, the leader turned to me. "Your money." 

"It's in my bag." Bad-breath let me down as he shoved me against he wall, making me hurry up to get the money out. My hand trembled as I reached inside for my purse. After I withdrew it, I handed it to them.

The leader snatched it out of my hand, glaring at me as he unzipped every pocket. "Only five dollars? What the fuck? You think we're stupid? Where's the rest?!" 

"That's all I have!" I exclaimed with widened-eyes. 

"SHUT UP you lying BITCH!" He really did think I was lying because he got extremely angry. I barely had time to react before he grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked it back. "WHERE'S THE REST?!" 

"That's it! That's all I have!" I screamed in pain, feeling the hot tears in my eyes. "LET ME GO! It hurts!"

"HAHAHAHA!" The leader laughed again; he looked around his crew. "First she lies to us about knowing gangs, and now she lies about money. What should we do to her guys?"

"Shave her head." 
"Strip her naked."
"Rape her."

"MAYHEM!" I screamed at the top of my lungs. "I KNOW YOON JAEWON! I KNOW MAYHEM! HE'LL KICK ALL YOUR ASSES IF HE FINDS OUT YOU'RE DOING THIS TO ME! LET ME GOOO!"

"AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAAHAH!" They all burst out laughing like crazy again; they were laughing so hard that I felt the leader's grip on me soften. My head was burning, throbbing in pain as I gasped. "MAYHEM?! Let's see. Mayhem doesn't roam the streets. Mayhem is apart of The Korean Triads. Mayhem won't even give you the time of the day; you'll just a waste of air to him; garbage he'll probably step on. Good try though little girl. I'm sure he knows you exist." 

They continued to laugh, taunting me. 

I had had enough. Quickly thinking, I pulled the strap of my handbag higher on my shoulder as I went for it; it's been a while since I've been involved in a gang fight, and I hoped I still had it in me. Before they knew what was coming, I drew up spit in my mouth. Then, to bad-breath, who was closet to me, I hawked the ball of spit into his face.

"GAH!!!!!" He winced, rubbing the spit from his eye like some disease. "MASE!" 

"What the –" Then, I spun around and kneed the leader in his shins before he could react. "CATCH THAT BITCH!" 

Oh my god! Oh my god! I started running as fast as I could. But I didn't get far before they pulled me back, yanked me by my hair. 

"YOU'RE SO FUCKEN DEAD NOW!" The leader had caught up with me; with force, he yanked me back, and I fell on the ground, scraping my arms.

"STOP!!!"
"YOU FUCKEN BITCH!" 
"YOU'RE DEAD NOW! DEAD!"
"HOW DARE YOU?! YOU LIE TO US ABOUT NOT HAVING MONEY, AND TRY TO RUN AWAY? AND THEN YOU LIE ABOUT KNOWING MAYHEM? WE'RE GONNA TEACH YOU A LESSON TODAY!"

I felt myself being pinned to the ground as my world became chaotic. They started to surround me. Sure that this was it; sure that they would rape and then kill me. Sure that – 

"But she's not lying. She does know Mayhem." 

Have you ever felt your world stopping? You swear it stopped because all your senses left; your awareness falls asleep and there's only one solid bubble of thought in your mind.

That's how I felt when I heard his voice. 

I felt the wannabe-gangsters backing away from me as they stood up, facing the voice. 

I laid still on the ground, breathing hard as the tears slipped from my eyes and strolled down the sides of my cheeks. I laid completely still; afraid that if I moved, it would be a dream that I had heard his voice. But when he spoke again, it confirmed everything; he had a habit that I was addicted to; he knew how to confirm things. 

His smooth voice reverberated through my ears as he said, "Yah, April, get up. How dare you went and got coffee without me?"

(Chapter 37)

“Yah, April, get up. How dare you went and got coffee without me?” 
“Yah, April, get up. How dare you went and got coffee without me?” 


I’ll never forget that sentence for the rest of my life. That simple, elementary sentence that rippled through the coils of my calmed nerves, reawakening all the senses I had suppressed when it came to the thought of him. I hated how those words and their meanings sucked all the emotions out of me, leaving one single bubble of thought – “He's back.” 

It was unreal and too poetic; cliché and overdone. The player doesn’t return to the girl he played; he moves on to his next victim. He could care less that she stalked his condo for the last three months, waiting for him to turn up. He could care less about what she went through without him. He could care less about her life after him. So why was Yoon JaeWon standing a good feet away from me with his arms across his chest, telling me to get up now? 

For a few more seconds, I just laid there – like one of those overdramatic girls in the movies who pauses in order to add the ‘cute’ factor to their role. But my reason was way different; I was just numb – plain numb from hearing JaeWon’s voice; the voice that had been absent from my ears for so long. And although my heart was pounding a mile a minute, I forced myself not to look at him; I didn’t trust myself if I did look at him – not just yet. 

But stupid JaeWon had his people with him too. 

“Ah you’re done for you – you-ally-hunting-bitches-wannabe-thugs!” A swish of air surrounded me as two pairs of feet rushed over; flanking me on both sides, their porcelain faces came into view as they helped me up. The twins leaned in, both identical faces with the same worried expression.

“Are you okay?!”
“Oh my gosh, they’re gonna be eating buckets of shit after this! Sunbae’s girlfriend, are you okay?!” 

I almost gasped aloud when I realized they were helping me; the twins – the twins were here too. Seeing their worried faces, something inside of me wanted to throw my arms in happiness around them. But instead I bit my lower lip, feeling this gushy feeling of appreciation. I hadn’t realized how their disappearance for the last three months affected me until they were standing next to me, treating me like I was their precious noona. The two of them were too adorable for words.

But I barely got to say anything before one of them grabbed a handful of my face and moaned, “Oh my god! What did you do to Sunbae’s girlfriend?! Aish! You stupid stupid stupid aliens! Do you know who you were dealing with?! You just booked yourself an appointment with death, you know that right?!” 

“Are you hurt?!” The twin to my right leaned in, studying my face while his brother continued to hold my face in his hands.

“I’m okay Min,” I replied, looking like a fish with wide-eyes.

“I’m Tae,” he corrected me. Aigo – it’s been too long! I can’t even tell them apart anymore! “You sure –” 

“What the fuck is this?! A family reunion?! Who the hell are you?” The leader of the wannabe-gangsters interrupted obnoxiously. When the leader of the wannabe-gangsters spoke, his voice drew us back to reality – to the scene we were in. Oh yeah, I was just about to die. And that was when I was forced to turn my attention away from the twins. For the first time since he had arrived, I finally brought my eyes up to look at him. After 3 long months of visualizing his face in my mind’s eye, I was finally looking at the real person. I felt like I couldn’t breathe; there are no words to describe the feeling I got when I looked him – eye candy and jerk does come close though. 

Yoon JaeWon, encircled by the six other guys that were with him, had his eyes narrowed at the group of wannabe-gangsters in front of him. Dressed in a simple black t-shirt and dark jeans, he had on a black skull hat to match. From where I was standing, it was hard to make out his eyes – all I could see was the curvature of his lips and jaw-line. With his hands in his pockets, his stance was just simply dominating. Even though there were more than a dozen people in the ally, he was the only one attention would go to. And just like that – all the girly emotions I had packed up and dismantled came crashing into me. But I forced them away, reminding myself that I was mad at him.

When JaeWon didn’t answer them, and the guys behind him started to snicker, the wannabe-gangsters closed in, surrounding their own leader. They all focused their attention on the uninvited visitors that had interrupted their sport. Their eyes scanned JaeWon himself, and the others that JaeWon had with him. 

“BItch, you have some ear wax or something? Are you listening? Who the fuck are you?” The wannabe-gangster leader drew up a ball of spit on the ground - landing right in front of JaeWon’s foot, barely missing it by an inch.

That was when everything went completely quiet in the ally. 

“Your mother – because I’m here to give you an ass whopping, understand?” JaeWon replied with absolute no intonation in his voice. 

“Ha! Hah . . . .” Someone in the wannabe-gangster’s group laughed, but faltered when his leader turned around and gave him a quick slap on the head. 

“My mom . . . huh . . . funny. Bitch, this isn’t your territory. You have five seconds to get the hell out of here before I take care of you!” the leader screeched in JaeWon’s face; his voice higher than usual. 

“Bitch? Who are you calling a bitch? You better bow! Who the fuck do you think this is? Can’t even recognize –" The guy to the right of JaeWon spoke up. His semi-long hair was tied into a ponytail at the top of his head; even though he had a schoolgirl’s hair style, the look in his eyes was anything but nice. He couldn’t finish his sentence because JaeWon held up a hand to stop him from saying, “Mayhem.” That was when I realized why he looked so familiar – Reno. SangWoo’s Reno. 

My heart neatly dropped into my stomach when I realized that I did not recognize any of the guys JaeWon was now with except for Reno and the twins. I had gotten so used to seeing just him, Danny, and the twins as a gang that I didn’t like the realization. Has he fallen deeper into this whole gang business? 

“There are still punks like this that thinks they run a place? God, HanSuk must be loosing his touch.” Someone in Mayhem’s group added. A ripple of laughter came from his group; but only JaeWon didn’t crack a smile. 

“We’re V.S.D.! You better recognize and back down!” The leader of the wannabe-gangsters challenged, labeling their name. 

“V.S.D? PUAHAHAHAHAH!” The twins suddenly burst out laughing by my side. 

“You know what it stands for?” Min turned to Tae, talking loudly enough for the wannabe-gangsters to hear. 
Tae smirked, replying back louder, “VERY STUPID DISORDER!” 

“AHAHAHAHAHAHAH!” JaeWon’s group followed them too. Ringing laughter from Mayhem’s gang ensued, as if it was the funniest joke they ever heard; their calm demeanor was broken by the twin’s joke. 

“ARGHHHHHHHHHH!” But the joke was what broke the camel’s back; V.S.D. charged. 

I have never seen an actual gang-fight. I’ve been close to it up until that point – that time at the Hotel in Pusan was the closest I came to hand-leg-combat; but SangWoo had taken me out of the situation. This time, SangWoo wasn’t there to take me out of it. This time, I would have to witness it. 

And even though I screamed a useless, “STOP!” no one paid any attention – even the twins had left me to go join in. It was clearly two groups: Mayhem against V.S.D. The rush: the two groups collided at the centerfold. Fists and legs started flying everywhere; mid-motions, sloppy swipes, and strange animal-like screams. Some guys ducked while others took hits before retaliating. But the overwhelming power and expertise of fighting over the years showcased in Mayhem’s group – and in Mayhem’s group only. 

I jumped back in fear, away from the fight as some of the guys started to spill towards me. Over the mess, I caught a glimpse of JaeWon going for the V.S.D. leader when Reno grabbed him by the arm, and pulled him back. “Boss, you shouldn’t. Your scars haven’t healed –” But he didn’t finish his sentence because he had already hurled himself at a member of V.S.D. who had lunged at him.

All I saw next was more fighting and tumbling around. Although the guys were scattered all over, they had all accumulated into the huge fight-pit in the middle of the ally. With so many things happening in front of my eyes, I was frozen – so frozen that I hadn’t noticed the abrupt restraint on my right wrist. 

“I don’t have much time. Come –" JaeWon started to pull me sideways. He moved me back, closer to him as the fight spread.

Even though a part of me wanted to go with him, wherever he was going to take me – just like how it used to be, the other part of me had had enough. I had had enough. No matter how my heart was screaming at me, the logic of my mind took over. “Let go.” I wrenched my wrist out of his grasp in the coldest tone I knew I how.

JaeWon turned back to me, stopping just as abruptly as if he was surprised at the strength I had used. “April –" 

“The name’s May,” I replied curtly, staring up into his face, but his stupid hat kept blocking the way. Without thinking, I started to reach up to take it off but he stopped me.

“I don’t have time for introductions of months right now.” JaeWon firmly held onto his hat. “Don’t.” 

Keeping my hand on the cap, I grinded my teeth together. “I just want to make sure you’re not a figment of my imagination and that I haven’t lost my mind because you know – 3 months can really fuck up a person’s perception of what’s real and what’s not when someone in their life disappears without a sign.” I spilled, so angry that I didn’t care that I was letting JaeWon know how I felt. “Take off your hat,” I ordered him, giving it another impeding tug.

“I said don’t.” This time, JaeWon grabbed onto my wrist – so forcefully that it hurt. Forcing my hand to lower away, JaeWon kept a tight grip on it. 

“Why not? Why can’t I see your face?” I demanded. No matter how cool I was trying to downplay my emotions, I couldn’t. This was a situation that I just couldn’t. I stared at JaeWon, so frustrated and angry beyond words. It had been a while since I felt so angry, and it wasn’t right to be this way. But regardless of the fact that in our background a gang-fight was going on – with all the shouting and noises, I blocked all of it out.

“We don’t have time for this! Can’t you see the situation here?” JaeWon pointed to the fight-pit a good distance away from us as if I was stupid. 

“What – are you God? All of a sudden you’re deciding who can see your face or something?” I breathed angrily at him. “You – you insensitive king-of-all-kings-of-bastards!”

“What the hell is wrong with you?!” JaeWon demanded, rounding on me. “Yeah. I am fucken God – and God doesn’t want you to see his face because if you don’t leave right now, you could die! Or do you want to? Will that teach you a lesson?”

“Then let GOD teach me a lesson! Because I could’ve handled myself with or without almighty Mayhem!” I shouted back. Right then, a member of V.S.D. had managed to scramble out of the gang fight-pit toward my foot. So angry and frustrated, my left leg shot out and I kicked him as hard as I could on his shoulder without thinking. Just in that split second, he was suddenly grabbed by the hair and pulled back into the fight-pit by a Mayhem member.

JaeWon, noticing what I had done, lowered his head at me. Even with dark shadows on his face, I could tell he was studying my face. If he had expected me to welcome him back into my life with open arms, JaeWon was certainly getting the biggest surprise of his life. “Oh really? You could’ve handled those punks without me?!” 

“Yes, I could’ve. I didn’t need you and I don’t need you to interfere in my life!” I shouted back at him. 

JaeWon scoffed, turning back to glance at the fight-pit. Then turning back to me, he jerked me forward again. “I don’t have time for this. You’re embarrassing me. Let’s go –"

“No one’s watching; they’re all too busy pounding the living crap out of each other. You taught your gang well JaeWon. Now let me go. I’ll eat shit before I go anywhere with you again.” I pushed back, shaking him off of me.

“Then I guess you’re gonna be eating a shitload of shit.” He continued pulling me forward.

“I’m serious JaeWon – let go!”
“Stop that yelling. God, you’re such a girl sometimes it’s annoying.”
“I’M SERIOUS! LET ME GO!”
“AP –"
“JAEWON! STOP!”

*SLAP* The resounding sound traveled faster than the initial touch of my hand on his cheek. But once the movement accompanied the sound, it was just as bad as it looked and sounded. I don’t know why I did it; but I did it. Perhaps months of frustration were finally being released; the strange thing was I didn’t feel any better after I slapped him. I just got angrier. As if the whole ongoing gang-fight in the ally faded away, and it was just JaeWon and me in our own world, the imminent blowout between us was now inevitable. 

Even though his right cheek was burning a slight tone of red, JaeWon never once touched it. Instead, he let go of my wrist completely. This time, he knew how serious I was. This time, he was going to have to face reality. This time, he knew I had changed. “Have you lost your mind?!” 

“No, I found my mind. That’s why I’m not going anywhere with you . . . anymore,” I spoke even though my voice trembled, adding emphasis on anymore. “If you still think I’ll do anything you want me to, then you’re wrong. It’s over JaeWon – it was over the day you disappeared.” 

JaeWon stopped moving, as if in disbelief. Then, what he said next triggered everything – it wasn’t what I expected to hear. He had a special talent for knowing how to spark a perfect argument. “It's not over until I say it's over. You have no place to decide. All this sassiness and hostility because I didn’t send you a postcard or something? Huh – I didn’t know you missed me so much –" 

“A POSTCARD?!” I shouted, cutting him off. This was what he was going to say to me after getting slapped?! “YOU disappeared for 3 months – do you know what 3 months is JaeWon? 3 months is like 3 million years! 3 billion brain cells have come and gone from my brain about wondering where the FUCK you were! Were you still alive or dead, buried under mountains of coffee grains? Were you out relishing in the fact that you played me into liking you?! Where the hell were you doing?! Where were you JaeWon?!” 

“Does it matter? I’m here now aren’t I? I saved you from those punks didn’t I?” I was breathing so much that it started to hurt. I bit my lower lip, trying to contain the tears that wanted to jump out of my eyes. Why wasn’t he answering me? Why was it so hard to tell me where he had gone? Instead, JaeWon had just bluntly answered me in a tone that irked me even more. 

“Are you listening? Are we having the same our conversation right now? Where have you been JaeWon?! Where did you go?!” I shouted at him again, wanting to pull the answer out of him. I grabbed onto his arm, shaking him to face me.

Instead, JaeWon threw me off him slightly. “If you really want me to leave, then I’ll leave. But don’t do this to me.”

“What are you talking about?!“ I gaped at him. This was not making sense – this was not making sense at all. “ANSWER ME." 

“I don’t need this. I’m leaving.” That was when he started to leave. Yoon JaeWon was walking away from me again . . . 

“You’re always walking away, so this time – walk away a little faster. And if you wanted to know, I already left you,” I blurted out quickly, knowing that that would make him stop. “Before SangWoo was shot, he told me his reason why you two played the game with me. I couldn’t blame him after hearing him talk about how MiSun’s death impacted him. So I forgave him and you because he told me you really did fall for me. And I really did genuinely like you. But for the past 3 months, when I realized I was starting to forget what you looked like, and how angry you always made me – I decided to let you go. You left without a word for 3 months. So, I already left you JaeWon. So walk away – walk away like you always do because even if you were to come back, begging me to be with you, I wouldn’t. Even if you promised me you would leave this gangster lifestyle, I wouldn’t be with you. So run!” 

Had I gone too far? Most definitely. But this was the only way I could pull the real JaeWon out of the fake one that was standing in front of me – trying to mask himself with his nonchalance. And it did . . .

“You think - you’re God?” This time, he was turning my words on me. “You think you’re God to decide who you can forgive? You think you’re God to say that I fell for you? You think you’re God to say that I would like you enough to leave the ‘gangster lifestyle?’ you think you’re special enough for me to do that?!” JaeWon went on, despite how heated the gang fight in our background was getting. He raised his voice higher so that I could hear him perfectly clear. “Tell me, do you really think I came here to ‘rescue’ you and ask for you to forgive me? Am I, Yoon JaeWon, that desperate?”

“Because of what then?” I interjected, despite how much I wanted to cry. “You played me, and then left without a word. If you didn’t come here for me, then why are you here then? Why don’t you find some other willing girl to play damsel-in-distress for you because I’m done with it. I’m sick and tired of this! You think I like this? You think I like you showing up out-of-nowhere after disappearing and then everything will be okay? I’ll welcome you back into my life? I was fine JaeWon. And look what happens the second you show up!” I pointed to the ongoing gang fight near us. “My world just turns upside down! So find some other girl!” 

“You think you’re the only girl in the world?! I will! I don’t need this shit! All I have to do is whistle and they’ll line up in ABC order! There’s a prettier, smarter, and better girl. A girl you’ll never be!” This was when I knew how much I had pissed him off; JaeWon was not holding back at all – and his words hurt.

“I know that! I know that I’m not pretty or smart or gangster enough for you! So just worry about yourself! You approached me because of SangWoo! I know that! So why don’t you just leave right now and go find your girl?! Make sure she’s had her nose and eyelids done to perfection! Make sure she’s so smart that she’ll be fine with the way you treat her! Make sure she’ll be smiling every time she witnesses you and your gang-fights, and you almost dying! Make sure she’ll laugh it off when she sees your dangerous, belligerent ways! Make sure she’ll be fine with you leaving for long periods of time, and then popping out of nowhere. AND FOR GODSAKES, MAKE SURE SHE’S IN LOVE WITH YOU BEING A GANGSTER!” I screamed the last lines at him. 

“ARGHHHHH!”
“AHHHHHHH!”

No matter how long it seemed JaeWon and I had been arguing, the reality was there was a gang-fight going on behind us. Right after I had screamed out ‘gangster’, the fight-pit broke and headed over to our corner on perfect timing. The group of guys spilled messily all around us, forcing JaeWon and me to separate. 

“Watch out!” One of the twins pushed me out of the way just in time as the V.S.D. leader tumbled to the ground with Reno on top of him. The two of them were tugging at each other’s collars when more guys climbed on top. Furious shoves, punches, and kicks were exchanged; it looked like a pile of people just on top of each other - hitting and punching. 

“ARGH!” 
“AHHH!” 

All of a sudden, I jumped in surprise when the V.S.D. leader had escape from Reno’s grip and jumped up at me. In a split second, I caught a glimpse of the sliver pocket-knife he was holding his hands. 

“NO!!!” I screamed, turning around to dodge him. Sure that he was going to collide with me, and we would both go down in pain, I almost didn’t believe it when I realized that someone else had intercepted him. 

“Son-of-a –" JaeWon came out of nowhere, knocking the V.S.D. leader down to the ground.

“AHHHHHHHHH!” The V.S.D. leader’s piercing screams resonated throughout the ally when the pocket-knife he was holding accidentally grazed his own wrist - blood seeped out in a thick gush. But that didn’t stop JaeWon. He grabbed a fistful of the V.S.D. leader’s shirt in perfect stance before bringing his closed fist down on his jaw with momentum. The loud crack echoed, but not before the confounding snap of his head. Now, blood was gushing out of not only his wrist but his jaw and his nose. JaeWon continued to beat the V.S.D. leader, ramming his fist straight into his face with no mercy.

“No! Boss! You haven’t healed!” Reno shouted as he moved over to the scene; then, the whole group followed and another fight-pit was formed. 

This was never going to end! Stupid JaeWon, why the hell did he just join the fight for?! “STOP IT!” I shouted mindlessly, jumping frantically as more gang members surrounded my feet. Right -– a bunch of gangsters with egos to protect was going to listen to me. Panicking, I did the only thing I could’ve done in that situation.

I rolled up my sleeves. 

“MOVE!”
”When we’re done kicking your ass, we’ll kick your ass again, and then flatten it out for your mom!” 
“We’ll beat you until you die, make you conscious again, and then beat you until you die again!” 
“You just hit the jackpot for messing with Mayhem; dead people are gonna be jealous of you! You get to die twice!”
“AHAHAHA! Bow to God you wannabe fuckers!” 

All around me, various curse words and mockery from JaeWon’s gang members could be heard as more pushing and shoving ensued. It was just a confusing heap of mess; I started to part them so that I could get to the heart of the fight-pit, where JaeWon was still beating the crap out of the V.S.D. leader. Just when I was really going to go in -–

“Ha -– what the hell?” 

Practically everyone turned to see whose voice had managed to challenge the commotion. All of a sudden, the fight-pit stopped moving, and the shouts slowly started to cease. Heavy breathing and groans erupted as everyone started to move away from each other. 

I almost choked from shock when I saw what I saw. 

Standing inches away from the fight-pit was another group; however, this group was different -– very different. It’s just like in the movies when the camera pans up, and swerves directly toward the new arrivals. But, this was reality -– these guys weren’t here to mess around. 

The guy that had spoken up had one hand in his pockets while the other was holding out a cigarette with smoke rising up into the air. He had bright blonde hair with orange streaks going through; his eyes were large, westernized. He was obviously mixed Korean/White because of how eccentric his facial structure looked. To say he was handsome was an understatement, but to say that he would be one of those thug-boys is not a bargain one would make. What made this guy most definitely different was he was dressed in a suit -– a nice, crisp black-suit . . . just like the 20 people that were behind him. 

Another gang?! I couldn’t believe it. “Is this national gang day?” I murmured in confusion, breathing hard. 

“Oh my god!” 
“How’d they know?!” 

The twins suddenly appeared by my side, looking unscathed by the fight they had immersed themselves in. Now, standing next to me, they both had identical scared faces. Funny, they weren’t scared fighting V.S.D., but they looked completely scared by the mere presence of the new group that had just entered the scene. 

“Shit!” One-by-one, JaeWon’s gang-members stood up when they realized who had stepped into sight.

The V.S.D.’s, however, had no idea what was going on. They started to try and wrestle at JaeWon’s gang-members, who pushed them away. “We’re not playing with you anymore! She’s here!” As if they were children fighting while mommy was away, JaeWon’s gang-members now all had worried looks on their faces. As they parted, so did the center and I finally saw JaeWon. 

He had finally let the V.S.D. leader go; but unlike everyone else, he didn’t react at all. I just wanted to run over and yank off that stupid hat on his face so that I could see his reaction. All JaeWon did was slowly stand up, keeping his attention on the group in front of them, breathing hard after all that pounding on the V.S.D. leader.

“T – you gotta come see this." The blonde guy stepped aside in front of us; everyone in his group did the same, revealing their leader.

Kim TaeHee moved out of the assembly, emerging herself in the scene. The last time I had seen her was the day SangWoo had got shot. But now, she was dressed in a suit too, and her hair was tied up in a ponytail again. She still looked the same way; dark eyeliner, emotionless pretty face, and inexplicable demeanor. This time though, she had a bright red choker around her neck. With her arms across her chest, TaeHee didn’t find the scene amusing at all. She scanned the place, taking note of various V.S.D. members on the ground while JaeWon’s gang had stood up and assembled in front of her. 

I almost let out a gasp when I saw who was standing behind her. Bryan. This time, he wasn’t dressed in any of his vibrant wannabe colors. He was wearing solid black today – complete with a hat and chains. He stood solemnly by her side, quiet and unmoving.

“This is the first thing you do JaeWon?” TaeHee spoke up in the silent ally, drawing my attention back to her; her voice was cascading. She looked up at JaeWon, straight into him. Then, turning to the blonde guy next to her, she asked, “Who are they Poudre?” 

Poudre simply replied, “Some street gang I guess – HanSuk tolerates them.” 

TaeHee looked back at JaeWon for some explanation – possibly to why he was here fighting with them. Then, her eyes fell on me. I almost felt a slight shock when they did. But TaeHee didn’t look at me long before she turned her attention back to JaeWon. As if on cue, JaeWon’s gang inclined their heads as they bowed to her. “Lady T.” 

TaeHee didn’t even bother to acknowledge them as she turned back to V.S.D. “You all have five seconds to get the hell out of here.”

“Get up!” That was when Poudre held up the black automatic steel. 

The V.S.D. members exchanged looks of alarm when they saw the gun being pointed at them. They knew this was the real deal; what was more alarming to them was the fact that the leader of this gang wasn’t a guy – it was a girl. A girl with power that she wasn’t supposed to have in a world like this; apparently the V.S.D. leader thought so too.

Spitting up blood, he shouted, “Bitch! Who do you think you are to order us out of our territory?! Leave! We're taking care of business!” 

“Are you hungry? You want to eat this bullet?” Poudre threw his cigarette down on the ground before he walked over to him. Without saying another word, Poudre pointed the gun to the rest of the V.S.D. members; he motioned for the rest of his gang to back him up. The V.S.D. leader suddenly shut up when he saw the gun pointed oh-so-near his head. In obedience, he got up and his members followed. Poudre continued to point the gun at them as they started to file out of the ally one-by-one; the rest of TaeHee's gang followed them, making sure they wouldn't turn back around. 

“Leave us,” TaeHee said again, never taking her eyes off of JaeWon, to the remaining gang in the ally.

In unison, wiping sweat and blood off their faces in motion, JaeWon’s gang started to file out on her order too. 

“See you later May." One of the twins placed a hand on my shoulder as he walked by.
“Bye May,” his brother added, giving me an encouraging smile before following his brother.

Now, it was just Kim TaeHee, Bryan, JaeWon, and me. 

I could see Bryan looking at me from behind TaeHee. But, I could also see that TaeHee was staring at JaeWon intently. 

Their chemistry was undeniable. The suspicions that I had always had about the two of them ever since I started hearing about their relationship was now being confirmed in front of my very eyes. The first time I ever saw TaeHee was when she was playing badminton with Bryan in the park that day, and JaeWon just ‘happened’ to be there. Coincidences can only go to a certain limit before they become intentional. So, when I kept seeing Kim TaeHee and leading up to SangWoo’s accident, I realized that they were all tied together. 

The night that TaeHee had so nicely helped me out of the room SangWoo had locked me in was for her own benefit – for what, I don’t know yet. But Kim TaeHee knew what she was doing; it was her every intention to bring me there for me to witness what I had gotten myself into. And for the last 3 months, when I sometimes went by to JaeWon’s condo to see if he was there, I would always find a parked car there – a member from her gang, also waiting for JaeWon to show up. TaeHee was and is not to be taken lightly; she calculates her ever move, plans her every intentions because she was the daughter of South Korea’s top crime boss. It seemed as though TaeHee had no flaws.

But now that she was standing in front of me, I got that feeling that despite appearances, Yoon JaeWon was Kim TaeHee’s weakness.

Her eyes softened as she looked at him, looking utterly vulenerable now. “I had wished you would’ve –“ TaeHee spoke up, taking small strides towards JaeWon. 

“How did you find out?” JaeWon interrupted her, standing in his stance. 

I shifted from where I was standing, pulling strands of hair out of my face. Across from me, Bryan also moved. We exchanged looks for a split second, with no expressions. 

“You know I always do. I had wished you would’ve come to me when I first heard, but instead . . . you’re here – with her.” TaeHee motioned her head toward me. 

JaeWon glanced over to me underneath his hat, and then he told TaeHee, “She has nothing to do with it. I just came here to finish things up.” 

“Don’t lie JaeWon. You don’t know any of those guys. It’s because of her.” TaeHee referred to me again.

“It’s not. I don’t have anything to do with that girl.” JaeWon’s icy voice literally took hold of my emotions.

I couldn’t pretend I wasn’t hurt by this; I didn’t know what JaeWon meant, but I didn’t like the tone he was using at all. I pushed thoughts out of my mind as I watched them with this uneasy feeling in my stomach. It was undeniable; the more Kim TaeHee was staring fixedly at JaeWon, the more I felt her emotions towards him. It wasn’t simple; their relationship seemed too complex. It was the first time I was seeing them together, but it seems as though they knew each other too well. 

TaeHee continued walking, stopping when she stood right in front of JaeWon. “Appa was so mad you escaped, but where have you been for the last month? If you were so determined to run, why did you show yourself today? Was I right? Is it for her?” 

I looked back at JaeWon, but he made no body movements for me to decipher his emotions. Instead he replied, “I don’t have to tell you my reasons TaeHee. We’re on opposite ends of the spectrum now.” 

“Don’t be like this JaeWon. You know what happens if you cross appa." It was TaeHee's way of pleading with JaeWon.

“Is that why you tried to kill SangWoo?” I felt the spark hitting my eyes when JaeWon asked that. All the warmness was drained from my body. “The way you all set it up was flawless. Everything. It was well-planned and executed. Giving him a birthday party first. SangWoo didn’t know what hit him did he? Am I supposed to go back and wait for the same thing?” 

I was beyond confused by this point; SangWoo's death was planned? And I was just an excuse, maybe? Before I could wonder more, TaeHee reached up to touch the choker on her neck saying, “It’s not too late to apologize. He’ll forgive you, unlike SangWoo.” 

JaeWon scoffed, looking away for a second. “Thanks, but no thanks. I already chose where I stand.”

“It doesn’t have to be like that. Come back JaeWon - before it's too late. Just apologize to him, and he’ll forgive you. If you don’t, that’ll be the biggest mistake you could ever make. Don’t do this. . . .” TaeHee was trying to convince him further. 

I glanced to see Bryan’s expression, but he was still like a rock  – standing still with his hands in his pockets. I turned back just in time to see TaeHee reaching for JaeWon’s arm. Her hands ran down his arm and stopped near his wrist where they lingered for a while – then, her hands traveled further, expanded and she intertwined her fingers in-between JaeWon’s. 

Go May! Run! Break them apart! My mind was screaming at me in frustration. But, all I could do was stand still and watch – like a fool. I wanted to cuss at JaeWon for letting TaeHee hold his hand, and I wanted to cry because I wanted to tell him how much I missed him too. 

But it was too late. 

JaeWon was looking down at TaeHee, and then he moved his head slightly. My lips parted because the feeling of hope came across me. For a split second, I thought JaeWon was looking at me. But when he didn’t move or do anything else, TaeHee pulled him forward with her. The colors in my face drained as I watched their emotional exchange. When JaeWon allowed her to pull him along with her, I felt as though something was caught in my throat. 

With her right hand pressed tightly against JaeWon’s left, I looked away when they walked passed me. TaeHee was leading JaeWon out of the ally. I didn’t have to look at him to know that he was not looking at me at all. Together, they left. They left together. 

Now, it was just Bryan and me.
. . .


“. . . Things happen for a reason May. And besides, feelings are not actions that you can control; which is why the heart respects and at times fears it. So let it. Let it all out! You can cry on my shoulders!” Continuing to drape a heavy right arm over my shoulders, Bryan was crossing that very thin line between ha-ha funny to annoying.

Sighing, I reached up and took his arm off of my shoulder. “I’m not going to cry on your shoulder. Go home Bryan. I’m here.” 

“No May!” Grabbing onto my arm, Bryan pressed himself against me, grinning. “Don’t you want to invite me up for something to drink? We should drink today! Like old times! Remember the last time you, me, and Lina went out for drinks? Hahaha, remember how you threw up like a gallon? You don’t know it, but Lina and I nicknamed you puke-face. But it was only that night!” 

I stared back at Bryan with a blank face; where he got his energy from, I had no idea. Just a couple of hours ago, he was like a rock in front of Kim TaeHee, and now he was back to his old self. Because Bryan was so psycho right now, he really had no idea how emotionally drained I was. He really had no idea how much I wanted to cry; Bryan had no idea how strong I was trying to be. 

Inside my mind, it was like a bad movie playing over and over again. I felt as though my heart had been handed to me, cut and shaped into perfect fragments, the moment JaeWon walked away with TaeHee. Without a word, without a glance, without a sign – he just walked out of my life as soon as he walked right into it. I felt betrayed and cheated; JaeWon lacked consideration and refinement. He didn’t care that I would have questions stuck in my mind like: 1) Where did he go the last 3 months? 2) What is his relationship with TaeHee? 3) Where did the two of them go together? But then, I was so angry at myself. I should be the one with him right now, not Kim TaeHee. In a way, I had wanted JaeWon to deny TaeHee and take me with him instead. But, that wasn't what happened. It hurt to realize that I didn't matter to JaeWon after all. 

Holding back emotions, I rubbed my head with a sigh. I just needed a quiet place to be alone for a while. But I suppose God made Bryan tag along with me because he didn’t want me to be alone with my thoughts. It was dangerous to be alone with thoughts right now. 

But, Bryan would not leave me alone anyways. 

After everyone had left that ally, he had offered to take me home. When I didn’t reply, Bryan grabbed my arm and pulled me along with him anyways. If I was still the old May, and in the mood, I would’ve probably clocked him on the head and then left him crying on the streets already.

But approximately three hours later, Bryan was still clinging onto me as we waited for the elevator in the lobby of the apartment complex Lina and I lived in. He was grinning as if his mouth rejected his teeth.

“Bryan – I’m not in the mood. Go home.” I shook him off me, pressing the elevator button again – impatient.
“Aww come on May! Smile! Don’t let what happened back there drag you down!” Bryan nudged, pouting his lips.
I ignored him, watching the elevator meter above our heads tick from 3 to 1. “Three – “
“Would you like it if I rapped to you? Would that make you feel better?” Bryan nudged me again. “Huh – huh –“
“No. Stop it.”
“You know you want me to.”
“Bryan, stop. I’m not in the mood.” 
“Alright May. Yo, yo! UH! BABY GURL, YOU –“

“STOP IT!” I had officially reached my annoyance limit of the day. I turned around to face Bryan. "Don't do this right now! I'm going crazy, can't you see?!"

Bryan shut up, his eyes widened. "May . . . I'm just trying to make you feel better." Then, without warning, he threw his arms around me in a tight bear hug. 

“UGH!” Placing both hands on my ears, I closed my eyes not knowing if I wanted to cry because of JaeWon or because of Bryan's annoyance now. Sometimes I just didn’t know what else to do with Bryan; I couldn’t kill him and I couldn’t make him go away. 

Right then the elevator dinged open . . . . 

Sighing, I opened my eyes, ready to step inside so that I could finally get away from Bryan when –

“OMO! Oh my god!” Bryan said in English. He latched onto my arm, his eyes popping out of their sockets. 
“W –“ Even though I was in the darkest mood I had been in in months, I still couldn’t help the natural reaction.

Completely unexpected. Completely out of nowhere. Completely . . .

Right in front of us, inside the elevator, was a public display of affection to the max. A couple was making out like no tomorrow. The guy had the girl pinned to the left side of the elevator. His right hand was placed firmly around her waist while his left hand was threading through her hair. The girl had both her hands wrapped around his back as her right leg lifted against his side. On top of the P.D.A., there were also the noises that came with the full-blown make-out session. They were so into it, they didn’t even realize they were being watched. 

“They’re eating each other’s faces!” Bryan snickered next to me. “The girl looks better at this angle though.” Bryan angled his head to the left as he watched. “Nope, never mind; she still looks like a rabbit.” 

A rabbit? Wait a minute – recognition flashed in my mind. “That’s not a rabbit! That’s LINA!” 

“NOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!” Bryan shouted, jumping back in disgust.
“LINA!” I shouted at my best friend when I realized it was her. 

Completely into it with her make-out buddy, Lina inched her face away from his pecking to see who had screamed her name. When she saw that it was Bryan and me, Lina immediately pushed Danny away from her. “Oh shIt! What are you two doing there?!” 

“What are YOU TWO doing?!” I retorted in shock. What the heck was going on?! “Why are you making out with – with – DANNY?!” 
"You knew about this?!” Bryan asked me in a hurry.
“NO! And I live in the same apartment with her!” I told him, just plain shocked. 

“May–“ I turned back to see Lina looking back at me with guilt. Her hair was in disarray, along with her pale lips that looked like they had the life sucked out of them.

I looked at Danny to see that he was now wearing her lipstick; there was a haze of red all around his mouth area, and his hair was sticking out in various positions. He forced a smile on his face when he saw me looking at me, trying to look normal. “Hey May. It’s been a long time huh?” 

“You two –" I pointed at Lina, and then at Danny in confusion. 

“I was going to tell you, but I never just got around to it. Danny and I –" Right when Lina was going to finish talking, the elevator dinged – signaling that it was going to close. 

“OUCH!” Pushing Bryan in-between the doors to stop it from closing, I followed him inside the elevator with shock running a marathon up and down my body. 

Because Bryan and I were so occupied with the situation that we had just discovered, we didn’t notice the five figures that had stepped into the apartment complex . . . 

The elevator dinged again - sliding to a close after I had entered, locking the four of us inside. 

Lina grabbed onto my arm, pulling me towards her. “Really, I was.” 

I gave her a puzzle look, pointing to Danny. “How –“ 

“That was just sick,” Bryan gagged as he stood next to Danny. Looking at him, he groaned, “Now I’m going to have to wash my eyes.” 

“YAH!” Lina glared at him, hitting him squarely on the head with a loud knock. “Shut the fuck up. What is he doing here May?”

I was still so stunned that I kept looking at Lina and then Danny, trying to make an understandable connection. The two of them didn’t make sense. This came out of nowhere.

“So that’s why you dumped my brother? To get with Danny?!” Bryan made a disgusted face.

Lina bit her lower lip in anger, shooting him a look. “Don’t talk to me Bryan. I broke up with your cheating brother long before I started with Danny.” 

“SO?!” Bryan shot back. Then he turned to Danny. “YOU’RE IN BIG TROUBLE!” 

“What?! Feet cheated on you? And you never told me?!” I spun around to face Lina, as if it was suppose to make everything make sense now.

“It’s embarrassing! How was I supposed to tell you?!” She made a face as she reached up to tidy up her hair. “Danny and I just –"

“Well you could’ve told me sooner about you and –“ I motioned toward Danny. I looked back at him, but Danny and Bryan were too busy having their own conversation now. 

“Why am I in big trouble?” Danny scoffed at Bryan. “I bet that was the most action you’ve seen in a while.
”FUCK YOU!” Bryan eyed him. “I get PLENTY! And I’m not talking about that!” 
“Fool, get the hell out of my way –"
“JaeWon’s back you frickin’ big-headed whale!” 

Even though Lina and I were in the middle of talking during Danny and Bryan’s side conversation, I stopped. I stopped at the simplicity of the mentioning of JaeWon’s name. The thought of him and TaeHee came rushing back to me even though I didn’t want it to . . . 

Danny was the one that had the biggest shock of all. “WHAT DID YOU JUST SAY?!” 

“JaeWon’s back?!” Lina grabbed my arm. “YOU SAW HIM?!” 

Suddenly, the funny scene of discovering Lina and Danny dispelled. This sense of eeriness and hostility fell inside the humming elevator. 

“DON’T LIE TO ME!” Danny grabbed Bryan’s arm; his demeanor immediately changed. “That’s not a funny joke you ass!” 

“I’M NOT!” Bryan snapped at him, pushing him away. “You think I’m kidding? All of a sudden TaeHee called everyone up today to show up near downtown, and there he was! If you had been on call, you would’ve been there too!” 

I was utterly confused. “How can you not know Danny? You weren’t with JaeWon these past three months?” 

Danny glanced at me. “No. Kim JiYong rearranged and separated our original group after what happened to SangWoo.” Danny started shaking his head. “This is not good. This is not good.” Pulling out his cell phone in a hurry, he barked at Bryan, “Why didn’t you tell me sooner?!”

“Hello? You were too busy making out like bunnies!” Bryan scoffed. “But TaeHee took JaeWon with her, so I guess they’re going to settle down for tonight. There’s nothing we can do –” 

“God you’re such a dumbass!” Danny turned in anger at him all of a sudden. “Do you not have any CLUE at how this is going to affect everyone?! JaeWon is back! He’s frickin’ back! Can you smell the trouble, or does it have to fart in your face for you to know?!”

“OMO–  Wh – YOU CAN’T TALK TO ME LIKE THAT!” Bryan screamed back at him.

It was the strangest elevator ride I had ever been on in my entire life. From the scene of Lina and Danny making out to now Bryan and Danny screaming at each other while Lina and I watched in confusion. The four of us really did make one strange group in the elevator that day. 

“NO! LET ME GO! I’ll SHOW HIM WHAT TROUBLE IS!” All of a sudden Bryan lunged at Danny like an untamed animal.
But I caught him before he could. “NO! STOP IT! CALM DOWN!” 

Bryan moved his legs, kicking at the air between him and Danny with vengeance. With all my might, I grabbed onto the back of his shirt, pulling him back. 

“COME HERE! I’LL FUCK YOU UP – JUST LIKE YOUR LYRICS!” Danny sneered in his face.
“STOP IT!” Lina was pinning back Danny’s arms behind his back as he tried to break his arms free.

“YOUR FACE IS FUCKED!” Bryan retorted.
“YOUR MOM’S FACE!” Danny topped. 

As the two of them continued to advance towards each other – I was holding Bryan back while Lina was holding onto Danny. And just when it couldn’t get any worse – the elevator finally dinged open. The doors slid open as the hum stopped. 

“STOP–"
“LET ME AT HIM! LET ME AT HIM!” 
“ST – Who –“

The four of us stopped moving to look at the group standing right outside of our elevator now. There were at least five of them, wearing all black, in a formation. They were all standing in a formation, overlapping each other. Each one looked older than the one standing next to him; they all the identical looks on their faces. 

Recognition and fear spread over me like an epidemic. I let go of Bryan’s arm as I stepped back into the elevator. Lina looked over at me as she did the same thing. Fear slapped itself on Danny and Bryan’s faces when they recognized who they were too. 

The leader smirked, and then with simplicity, said, “We need you to come with us.” 

•

The first thing we did was fight; the very first thing Yoon JaeWon and I did when he came back to me was fight – fight, like enemies. 

The last thing I had told him to do was to find another girl who would love his gangster lifestyle. And then, he left me – left me again, but this time with Kim TaeHee. JaeWon was inconsiderate and completely oblivious to the way I would feel. So, why should I care about the fact that he was back? I didn’t think that it was fair that I had to go through this every time. No matter how hard I tried to fool myself into thinking that I had moved on – that I could be without him, I was back to nothing. And no matter how hard I try to force myself to forget about him, I simply can’t lie. But, why should I waste another thought on him, when clearly, we‘re back to square one?

But truth is . . . 

JaeWon had a reason for his 3-months disappearance. When I finally found it out, I wished I hadn’t. If only I had left the reason alone, I would’ve been fine. I would’ve saved myself some tears. 

Like Bryan said, “feelings are not actions that you can control; which is why the heart respects and at times fears it.” And what I really wanted to say to JaeWon, despite hating myself for admitting it, I wanted to tell him simply: “I’m glad you’re back again Black Coffee. I hope my words hurt you, and I want you to know that I hate you. But it was my way of telling you that I missed you." 

I will always miss you.
(Chapter 38)


"Don't talk unless you're spoken to. Don't make eye-contact. Don't laugh unless you're ordered to. Don't say anything you'll regret. And remember, answer the questions honestly. If you don't – you'll regret." 

The tunnel was pitch-black except for the settling sunlight spectrum at its end; it smelled like wet concrete and old shoes for some reason. From a distance, the waves of the ocean and loud winds could be heard. But the only clear noises were the echoes of our feet against the wet ground, and heavy breathing. 

I felt something nudging my side; I glanced up at Bryan who was biting his lower lip with worry. When he saw me looking at him, he looked at Lina who looked at Danny. The four of us walked in silence next to one another in sync  – very wary of the situation we were in. The five men flanking our sides showed no flaw in their formation. The leader, who was going over the rules of do's and don'ts stopped when he saw the exchange we were having. With a glare, he managed to cause the four of us to lower our heads and continue following them down the tunnel. 

I clenched my jaw together in anger, mad at myself for being so submissive. It felt strange that I was once again back into this world, caught up in a mess I never knew the reason of; but the fear and anticipation felt oh-so-familiar. I could only think of one person to blame for this ridiculousness – Yoon JaeWon. But he was no where in sight for me to blame. The second he comes back into my world, this is what happens. How many ways can I play the blame game, and the answer will always be JaeWon? After SangWoo's incident, I had sworn I would run at the very first sight of gangs. But when we were in that elevator, there was no where to run. Besides, there was no way I could've outrun from Kim JiYong's people. 

After seconds of realizing who those five men were, I felt sick to my stomach. In a flash, they shuffled Bryan, Danny, Lina, and me back into the elevator, out of the apartment complex, and into an awaiting black hearse. After a long two-hour car ride, the car finally stopped near the city's harbor. Bombarded with orders and rules, the four of us were now being led down a dark tunnel – to an unknown destination.

"Are you listening to me?!" the leader of the group barked in my face. His narrowed eyes and angry face pulled me back to reality. He was probably in his late thirties; the bags around his eyes made him look extremely tried and bored. 

I nodded, trying hard to suppress my frown. I stared at the glittering diamond earring on his right ear. "Yes." 

"Careful May," Bryan whispered from my left. I felt him touching my arm lightly. 

"Time to split up," Diamond snapped when we reached the end of the tunnel. He turned back and motioned his head to the rest of his crew. The four men quickly walked over to Bryan and Danny; two stood by Bryan while the other two started to grab Danny.

"I know okay?!" Danny held out his hands before they touched him. He glanced back at Lina for a split second, and then he looked at me. Without another word Danny lowered his hand, and submissively started following the two men by his side out of the tunnel first. 

"Your job's done; you know where you're suppose to be." Diamond turned back to Bryan, who lowered his head too.
"Job?" I couldn't control my mouth before I blurted out. Glaring at Bryan, I clenched my fist together. "Job?" 
Bryan brought his puppy-dog eyes to look up at me. "It's not like that May. I -"

"He was supposed to stick with you after the incident in the ally so that Miss Kim TaeHee would always know where you were," Diamond explained the situation. The strangeness of why Bryan was so solemn when Kim TaeHee was around and then stuck to me like glue after the incident, it made sense. In one sentence, Diamond had made me turn against Bryan in a 180 degrees. 

Before I could speak again though, Lina had already lunged at Bryan herself. "Yah! You backstabbing bitch! Is that why we're here?!" 

"It's not really like that! OW! Li –" Bryan tried to dodge her hits, but Lina had already backhanded his head once. He stumbled forward, almost falling on his face. 

"Stop! Lina!" I grabbed her arm before she hit him again, breathing in anger. Surprised at her sudden outburst, I forgot that Diamond was still watching the scene with a smirk. 

"You son-of-a-bitch, you're just like your brother! Always sneaking around! Where is he? Didn't he join this gang too? Where is he?!" The reason behind Lina's fuming anger was finally revealed. I almost choked on surprise when I heard it. But there wasn't any time to get into this domestic dispute.

"ENOUGH!" Diamond unexpectedly interrupted, having had enough too. His eyes flashed with anger at us. "Take Bryan to TaeHee. You two come with me," he ordered the two men behind Bryan. 

"Wait a minute –"
"Go."
"You can't do this!" 

"You're about to meet with Kim JiYong. The choice whether you come out alive or dead, is yours." Chills ran down my back when Diamond's icy voice warned me for the last time, stopping me in my tracks. Without another word, he spun around and started walking, indicating for Lina and me to follow him. 

With a backwards glance at Bryan, who was still standing with the two other men, I saw him giving me a worried look. Inside, I was boiling with anger. So it was Kim TaeHee's orders that he had to stick around with me after she took JaeWon away? She was keeping tabs on me now? Did she tell daddy? Is that why Kim JiYong wants to see me? 

"Kim JiYong? Fuck!" Lina whispered hastily in my ears; she grabbed onto my arm. 

Shaking from head-to-toe, I started to take small steps after Diamond; the fear I was feeling was beating me up senseless inside. What in the world did Kim JiYong and I have to talk about? The thoughts of how things ended up the first time I had met him bombarded my mind – was he going to kill in front of me again? JaeWon? Thoughts of running away spread through my mind like wildfire, but I couldn't. I would die trying.

At the end of the tunnel, the evening light hit us. The area looked reserved and confined. It was large, circular and gated. There were at least ten men standing there, smoking and chattering. They all stopped when they saw Diamond approaching them with us. Parting, they bowed deeply to Diamond before moving aside to let him through the gates. I lowered my head when I walked past them, not wanting to look at them at all. Lina's grip around my arm tightened when she moved passed them. 

"Maybe you should wait a while. Boss is having a meeting in there." An even older man to the right spoke up when we paused near him. His thinning hair added to his fragile physique; the cigarette he was holding in his hands shook violently. 

"He wants to talk to her as soon as possible," Diamond replied hastily. 

Exchanging alarmed looks, Lina and I followed him pass the gate. We were definitely now in a secluded area; vast and empty. It looked like a shipyard, but this place wasn't for legal dealings. Further on, it started to look more like a compound than anything. Here and there, other members of Kim JiYong would walk past us, all bowing to Diamond. After walking for another five minutes, we finally stopped when Diamond stopped. 

The big, dark warehouse loomed over us. Diamond turned back to give Lina and me one final warning look before approaching it. Two guards were waiting outside, talking and eating peanuts. When they saw Diamond however, they stopped and stood still. 

"Boss is still in a meeting." They bowed to Diamond respectively. 
"I have orders to take them in anyway. Open the door." Diamond narrowed his eyes at them.

Without another question, the two stepped aside. 

"You stay out here. You, go in by yourself." Diamond held out a hand to stop Lina from following me inside the warehouse. Pulling us apart, Diamond placed himself in between us.

"May –" Lina whispered to me. Her eyes widened. 

"It'll be okay." I told her, lying out from my teeth. Inside, I was ready to fall apart from fear. 

Diamond placed a hand around my shoulder all of a sudden, keeping me under his guidance. I barely had time to glance back at Lina before Diamond ushered me inside the warehouse. The doors slammed noisily behind us.

The warehouse was darkly lit with shimmering lighting from above. All around and shaped throughout the place were steel cases of shelves – stacked with bags, bottles, and various other objects. Diamond led me around a pathway to the heart of the warehouse where I cringed when I saw who was there. I took a step back, wanting to run – run as fast as I could. Nothing good could come from this.

"As soon as I find him, we'll deal with it. In the meantime gentleman, I have a guest." 

Kim JiYong spotted me out of the corner of his eyes. Ending the conversation he was having with the three older men beside him, he slyly smiled at me when he turned. Dressed in a nice suit with his hair slicked back, the simple appearance of this man rattled me. 

He took a step back, revealing who was standing in his shadows. HanSuk.

"Hi." Pushing at the long strands of hair in his eyes, HanSuk grinned at me as if we were old friends. He stood behind Kim JiYong with a fixated look in his eyes at me. 

I bit my lower lip in such anger that I could taste the blood. An instant flash of the last time we met came crashing into my mind. After he had shot SangWoo, and I was so adamant in going to the police about him – HanSuk had showed up at SangWoo's hospital room. On my way downstairs, someone had grabbed me with such force that the wind was knocked out of me. He had pinned me against the wall with vengeance. Leaning his face so close to mine that our breath became one, he had whispered dangerously in my ears, "If you go to the cops and pursue the court case – I won't kill you. I'll finish Choi SangWoo; I'll rip him out with another bullet. You think I won't do it? Kim JiYong will do it himself. You're messing with gang royalty little girl. You think you can put us in jail? Do it; and we'll kill pathetic SangWoo who doesn't remember what his own dick looks like. We'll kill him." 

Now that he was standing just inches from me, the fear and anger that was mixed together inside of me forced themselves roughly. With Kim JiYong next to him, I would've given anything to just run for it. But I couldn't leave now. 

"I didn't know you changed your style, and like younger girls." 
"Hahahaha."
"You should've told us!" 

The three men beside Kim JiYong snickered and joked at the sight of me. 

Kim JiYong smirked as he turned back to them. "Watch your words gentlemen. She's almost TaeHee's age. So if you would excuse me, I have personal problems to attend to. I will see you all later tonight." 

The other three men went quiet, realizing they had stepped out of their boundaries. They warily glanced at me once again before they all moved together. Bowing respectfully to Kim JiYong, they filed out of the warehouse with Diamond leading them, a moment later.

For a while, no one said anything. I was very well aware that I was in this dark warehouse with a crime boss and HanSuk. I was basically theirs – they could kill me, and I would not be able to stop them. Why do I always end up in situations like this?! 

"It's been a while, are you well?" Kim JiYong smiled at me, as if we knew each other well enough to do so. He took a step forward, and then planted a soft hand on my shoulder. I flinched, inclined to move back, but I was too rooted in my spot to do so. When I didn't say anything he added, "I hope that HanSuk didn't scare you too much with that visit at the hospital. You were getting so antsy about pursuing the court case. And I couldn't let that happen." 

I didn't say anything; I didn't know what to say, and even if I did – I didn't know how to say it so that he wouldn't end up killing me.

As if Kim JiYong read my thoughts, he chuckled, taking his hand away from my shoulder. Sucking a deep breath, he angled his face at me. "Relax. If I had wanted to kill you, you would've already been dead. But I don't kill without purpose." 

"Then . . . why did you bring me here?" For the first time since I stood in front of him, I finally spoke, trying to control my trembling voice.

The smile was on his face was endearing, but it sent chills down my arms. He nodded, exchanging a glance with HanSuk. "HanSuk suggested that I bring you here. You see May, I have some questions that I think you will be able to answer." 

I frowned slightly. What kind of information did I have that interested a crime boss? As if he read my mind again, Kim JiYong chuckled again.

"Yoon JaeWon." 

I glanced at HanSuk to see that he had folded his arms neatly across his chest. Eyeing me with his right eyebrow raised, he had a sneer on his face. I wanted to just slap him until his face became lopsided. 

"I don't have much time so I will get straight to the point. Where is JaeWon?" Kim JiYong broke the silence with a question that boarded on ridiculous. I thought it was a joke at first, but when his facial expression never changed, I realized how serious he was.

"What – what do you mean?" I paused slightly. 

"He was just back a couple of hours ago, but he's disappeared again. Where is he?" Kim JiYong asked me again as if we were having the same conversation, and knew the subject well. 

"I haven't seen him since he was at the ally, and he left with Kim TaeHee - your daughter. I haven't seen the two of them since," I told him slowly, truthfully, trying to figure out his whole situation.

Kim JiYong's face fell. And that was the moment I realized why news reports and talks of the underground top crime boss were all true; he was eccentric – extremely eccentric. Kim JiYong's eyes flashed in anger at the news, but deflected when they turned back to me. For a second, he scanned me, from my face to the rest of my self. Then, he looked back at HanSuk. "Is this true?" 

HanSuk nodded, verifying my answer. "It's reported that they picked her up at the apartment's elevator. She was in there with Bryan, Danny, her friend. There were only four of them. Bryan reported that he had followed her every since the incident in the ally. JaeWon was nowhere near her even after he left TaeHee." 

What?! I stared at the two of them, not knowing if I was supposed to make sense of this or not. JaeWon left TaeHee –  already?

Kim JiYong placed a hand against his top lip as he angled his face at me. "So . . . you really don't know."

I shook my head, realizing the true reason why I was forced here. "Is – is this why you terrorized me and friends to come here? To ask where Yoon JaeWon is? Just to ask where he is?"

"It's very important that I know where he is. Because you see, when I find him, he will receive the same fate Choi SangWoo did." Kim JiYong stepped forward and grabbed onto my arm, making sure I stood still. "You're telling the truth? So in the last month after JaeWon escaped from me, you don't know?" 

"What are you talking about?" I shook my arm away from him; having had enough. I was so sick of being scared anymore. And if it was true, if Kim JIYong had wanted to kill me, he would've done it earlier. Taking advantage of that safe thought, I told him, "I don't understand anything you're talking about. JaeWon escaped from you? And you think I know where he's been in the last month? Excuse me, uh – sir, Mr. Kim JiYong, but truth is – I'm the last person you should interrogate about Yoon JaeWon's whereabouts. I'm the last person to know anything about him – trust me. He never tells me anything. For the last three months, he's disappeared from my life and all of a sudden he shows up today and then leaves with your daughter, and now you brought me here to ask me where he's been?"

Kim JiYong and HanSuk stood watching me as if they couldn't believe I was capable of talking so much. I had been so timid and frightened to speak more than a sentence, but now that I was explaining to them that whatever information they thought they could get out of me, they were wrong. Completely wrong. JaeWon and I were as good as done.

After I finished I sentence, I knew I was going to die.

"It's true appa. She doesn't know anything." 

Placing a hand against my chest, I turned to see Kim TaeHee walking into the warehouse with Bryan trailing behind her. Jovial, the puppy that I had thought I had lost, was curled up inside her arms. Jovial's ears perked up when she saw me, barking loudly. 

"Shh!" Kim TaeHee snapped at the dog, causing Jovial to whimper and settle back into her arms.

My eyes flew straight past Kim TaeHee to Bryan who was standing behind her. He was solemn once again, standing in her shadows. It scared me how Bryan was like a switch; constantly turning on-and-off. When he was with me, he was the normal Bryan. When he was with TaeHee, he was so quiet and still. Then, instinctively, I looked around TaeHee for JaeWon, but he was nowhere in sight. 

The situation was starting to get more and more complicated.

"TaeHee, I thought I told you to rest; I will handle everything." Kim JiYong shifted gears. He stepped toward his daughter with concern. For a split second, I realized for the first time ever since I had met him, Kim JiYong was just like any other person. He had a weakness; his weakness was his daughter. To see him so gentle and rational with TaeHee, I realized that the reason why Kim JiYong hadn't killed me was . . . because of Kim TaeHee. I didn't know it at the time, of course. I watched their exchange with unease. 

TaeHee shook her head when he leaned forward, wanting to stroke her hair. "I'm fine. Why didn't you tell me earlier you brought her here?"

"When I find JaeWon, I will kill him. For what he –" he went on, not answering TaeHee's question. But, he didn't get to finish his sentence. 

"Appa. I have some things to talk to May about." TaeHee kept her eyes on me, rubbing through Jovial's fur. 

"TaeHee," Kim JiYong forced her to look up at him. "if you don't want to do it today, then don't. Let me handle this. I don't think I won't be able to find him. I am who I am after all."

"You said it was my call appa. You promised me. I'm fine!" Clearly irritated, Kim TaeHee brushed away her father's affection. "Just go." 

Taking his hands off of TaeHee, Kim JiYong glanced at HanSuk, motioning for him to follow. Just as he was about to leave the warehouse though, Kim JiYong turned back to tell TaeHee. "This little romance needs to be settled TaeHee. He left you once, and today makes it twice; he'll always leave you. If you hadn't protected him and allowed him to go running around, things wouldn't have gone this far. Now I have to take matters into my own hands." 
. . .


The room was dimmed and homely. The couch was comfortable, but the walls were plainly irritating. It looked like a meeting room – quiet and cold. 

Kim TaeHee took the seat across from me, placing Jovial in her lap. I sat down across from her, staring into her unmasked face. Meanwhile, Bryan stood by the door with his back against it, not saying a word. Jovial barked twice before jumping from TaeHee's lap onto mine. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her cuddly body against mine. 

I looked back up to see TaeHee looking at our exchange.

He was right; she was extremely pretty without all the artificial stuff. Her round eyes were filled with wave after wave of emotion, shimmering with tears. I didn't expect to see her cry; I couldn't have imagined . . . 

"You have no clue how important he is to Kim JiYong. You have no clue how important he is to me. You've only known him for a short period of time; it's not too late to let him go. You'll forget him within a year – I'm sure of it." Kim TaeHee was talking to me as if it was the easiest thing in the world to do. It was something she couldn't do, so why was she telling me to? 

"If he wanted me to get rid of me, why doesn't he tell me himself?" I looked away from her, glaring at Bryan who looked back at me with his puppy-dog face. I wanted to slap him with a collar or something – wanting to snap him out of this mess he had gotten himself into. But more importantly, I wanted to hit him for lying to me. He had followed me home from the ally on TaeHee's orders. 

"You don't know?" she asked, as if I should've known. "Yoon JaeWon isn't so great when it comes to telling people to leave him alone – especially girls." 

"So you do the job for him?" 
"What?"

I had had enough, taking Jovial off of my lap, I handed her the Pomeranian. I tried to be as cold as possible, but my heart ached to hand her over. "If Yoon JaeWon wanted me to leave him alone, he'll tell me himself – he doesn't have a problem telling me what's on his mind." 

A tear rolled down TaeHee's cheek at the moment I ended my sentence. She turned away, no longer wanting to look at me. I saw her clenching her fist together in anger. Although I wanted to know what her relationship with JaeWon was like, I didn't like the fact that she looked so rattled – like she was about ready to explode with madness. 

The only answer weas to leave. So I spun around, heading toward the door. It really was unnecessary for her to bring me to a separate room for such useless talk; all I wanted to do now was to leave this strange place and strange people. 

"May, wait!" Bryan attached his arm to mine, stopping me. "We're still cool right? I mean – we're all in this together." 

I glared at him, letting him know how I truly felt. ". . . You used to be the most annoying thing in the world to me, but I never hated you until now. I'll never forgive you." 

"Why don't you sit down and learn the truth." Kim TaeHee spoke up, cutting through our exchange. I looked back to see that she had wiped her exhausted tears. Biting her lower lip, TaeHee looked up at me. 

"Are you ready to tell the truth?" I asked her. "It's up to you." 

"I am. I'm asking you to let JaeWon go, and he told me to tell you that you need to let him go. He didn't feel right how he had left things with you three months ago. So today, at the ally, he just wanted to show up to say that . . . he wanted to say goodbye." Kim TaeHee's words were cutting through me likes knives. 

"What do you want then?" I shook my head at her. "What the hell do you and your appa want from me then? You drag me all the way here; Aren't you all top criminals, don't you have anything better to do? I don't need any more confusion because I'm already confused as it is!" 

"No. You're not confused. You're just clueless." TaeHee stood up, allowing Jovial to drop to the floor. 

"I have nothing to do with Yoon JaeWon anymore. Can't you just leave me alone?! Wasn't it enough that I had to be there when you all planned and shot SangWoo? Wasn't that enough trauma you wanted to instill in me?!" I vented, fuming.

"You're so selfish!" It was the first time she shouted at me. Taking a step closer to me, TaeHee stood in front of my eyes with dark eyes. "All you think is about yourself! Your trauma! Your life! Did you ever think, the fact you exist – the fact that you look like Lee MiSun – did you ever think how that affected everyone else? Especially me?!" 

"What are you talking about? Get your facts straight!" I snapped at her. Of course I did! How could she ever say that I didn't?! She has no idea how many nights I stayed up, blaming myself for what happened to SangWoo. 

"I have more facts straight than you ever will have!" TaeHee retorted. "If you didn't show up, that psycho SangWoo wouldn't have dragged JaeWon into the game! JaeWon wouldn't have met you, and liked you! We would've been able to work out our problems, but instead he was always out! He changed! WHY?! THERE'S NOTHING SPECIAL ABOUT YOU! I LAID LOW; I ACTED LOGICALLY! I LET HIM GO, EVEN WHEN HE WASN'T SUPPOSED TO! BUT WHY DID JAEWON LIKE TO BE WITH SUCH AN IDIOT?!"

I stared at Kim TaeHee in shock. Breathing hard, I couldn't find the any words to say. 

"Ever since HanSuk joined us, SangWoo and JaeWon bonded together more than ever because they hated him. They wanted to step on Kim JiYong's shoes, so they neglected their duties. They needed a sport to pass time with, and you were it. Then, they started to rebel against Kim JiYong. When my appa came back and found out, he had to get rid of the two of them. Do you understand that in a gang, you can do a million things right for your leader, but if you mess up once, even if it's the rumor of treachery, you will be killed?!" Kim TaeHee was pouring so much information out that I struggled to keep up with her. 

I placed a hand over my mouth in shock, as if I already knew where she was going with this.

"It was planned – precisely planned. SangWoo's birthday party. We were going to throw him a party and kill him; you were there. But being the idiot that you were, you still bugged around SangWoo and even wanted to sentence my appa to prison afterwards? Did you NOT know who he was?! God! I just hate you! Why does JaeWon like someone like you?!" TaeHee was bursting left and right; her story mixing up in its chronological order. 

I stood still, watching her fall apart in front of my very eyes, shaking violently inside. 

"JaeWon was supposed to be killed first, but I begged appa not to," TaeHee gasped, looking down to the floor as drops of tears spilled to the ground. "So, appa locked JaeWon up before killing SangWoo. If JaeWon wasn't locked up, he would've tried to stop SangWoo's attempted murder. He was locked up, and they beat him. Beat him until he had bruises and scars . . . but JaeWon escaped, two month ago and went missing for a whole month. And today, today he finally shows his face. I get news of it, and I come there to see – to see him there . . . with you. Then, he left with me. And then, he left me. I just knew he went to find you, but he's gone again." 

It was my turn to cry. Placing my hand firmly against my mouth, I felt the tears stinging my eyes again. I blinked several times but the burn went on. The wetness against my cheeks reminded me of my feelings for JaeWon as TaeHee told me the truth. So that's why he didn't let me lift off his hat . . . .

Kim TaeHee was no different. She was crying so much now that it seemed almost impossible for her to do so. Seeing her cry so much made me bawl my eyes out too. She looked so tortured. "Appa's going to kill JaeWon for escaping from him. Mark my words, JaeWon's going to die . . . Kim JiYong is going to find him, and kill him. And he won't let him leave with marred memory like SangWoo. No, JaeWon's going to die, and . . . and there's nothing I can do about it! Nothing anyone can do about it! That's the price JaeWon has to pay!"

I lost all emotional management when Bryan stepped away from me to grab TaeHee into his arms just when she was about to fall. Holding her tightly against him, Bryan looked at me. "TaeHee, calm down! May, just leave! You're making her worse!"

I took a step back as the tears flooded my eyes; I was so scared of the new information that I had learned from her. "What's wrong with her?!" 

"You're not the only one with psychologically problems!" Hastily reaching into his pockets, Bryan pulled out the prescription medication. Twisting the cap off, he dumped two large white pills out onto his palms. Pushing them toward Kim TaeHee's sobbing self, he forced her. "TaeHee, calm down. Take them."

"No! I have to tell her to the truth! If I'm going to cry over JaeWon's death, I want her to do it with me!" TaeHee pushed away Bryan's hand. What she said next brought me to my knees, "We were together!"

"We were together."
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(TaeHee & JaeWon’s Story - Faltering) 


It’s in the stars what a person’s fate is. From the first breath you take as a baby, your destiny is woven into a thread that unravels as you live the numbered days you are suppose to. Some babies were born to be entertainers, to be geniuses, to be troublemakers to society, to suffer physically or mentally; some babies are born fortunate while others are cursed. 

I am a cursed baby, and these are my reasons for hating even numbers - they split things into halves that doesn’t spare.

My mother suffered a stroke from giving birth to me because I was a premature baby at 6 months. My father died in a car accident while driving to the hospital after he got the news – at 4:44. Kim JiYong entered my life when I was 2-years-old and wooed my mother to the world’s end. When they finally married, I was 6-years-old. My name went from Park TaeHee to Kim TaeHee. Approximately two years later, my mother was shot to death. 

That’s the price one has to pay for having a crime boss as a stepfather. The bullet was meant for him, initiated by rivals. But, it had pierced through my mother’s flesh instead. I saw her die in front of my very eyes. I remember crying - crying until my eyes turned to puffs, until my vocal cords ripped, and until I went from sane to insane. It was on doctor’s orders that I started taking pills to regulate my mind and emotions at the age of 8; sometimes, the hallucinations and reality blend together so much that I couldn’t distinguish one from the other. 

Kim JiYong felt extreme guilt after my mother’s death; he took me in and raised me as if I was his own daughter. To the world, he was known as a coldhearted crime boss. But to me, ever since I was little, I had known him as a vulnerable man who needed power to justify himself. He had a hand in illegal organizations and dealings, but he had a personal dirty hobby that he could never wash the blood off of his hands. Most people had hobbies like collecting stamps; Kim JiYong had a hobby of organizing gangs. He wanted control of every aspect; he wanted gangs to run the street. That way, other rivals would never know how many gangs he had underneath him; he could just surprise them at anytime. 

Choi SangWoo and I were 20-years-old when he gave us the job of recruiting new members. We started with Remy; a school boy enrolled at a private school. Then, the rift between SangWoo and I were more noticeable. Right from the beginning SangWoo had been Kim JiYong’s favorite. SangWoo allowed it to get to his big head, and what I hated more than anything was bigheaded jerks. We were both sent back to high school because it was the freshest breeding ground for finding young recruits. SangWoo and I had to be rivals to cover our real identities; we had to reckless high schoolers and “stupid.” SangWoo and I had to pretend to hate each other - which wasn’t hard because we didn’t like each other in the first place. 

But SangWoo really did piss me off when I caught his girlfriend associating herself with me. 

SangWoo’s gelled hair, messy uniform, and demeanor pissed the hell out of me. He thought he looked so hot with his uniform shirt unbutton and that tie of his all loose and dangling off his chicken-like neck. That cocky smirk he’s always wearing like a birthmark. And to make it all the more interesting, he was the leader of Crist. He insisted on playing the role to the fullest. 

"SangWoo . . . do you know what your girlfriend did?" I pretended not to notice the tension. "Do you know why I cornered her today after school? I have much more important things to do than hang around after school, but she REALLY got me fed up. "

MiSun let out a sob as I pushed her away. She collapsed back on the floor, whimpering in pain. "How pathetic is this?" I scoffed, looking back at SangWoo. "The next time she starts telling people we’re friends, I’m not going to let it go this easy. If those fuckers beat her up, you deal with it. Don’t dirty my name by associating me with you.” Rounding on MiSun, I gave her one final warning look before walking away. 

“Thanks.” However, SangWoo’s tone was nowhere near an apology. It was more like a mock, a warning even. 

I stopped, but did not turn around to face him. “Just because in this school, next to me, everyone pays a little respect to you, it’s gone to your head. You can even look at me directly in the eyes.” 

“You’re no God you know?” It was sharp, bitter, and quick. 

“MOTHERFUCKER!” Poudre lunged at him.

“STOP!” I shouted, doing a matrix on the would-be fight scene. I turned to find SangWoo’s eyes glued to mine; step by step, I walked back towards him. He and I were about the same height, so it was definitely an eye-to-eye confrontation. Just inches away, we glared at each other. 

“Nice . . . .“ I nodded, as if I approved. “Very nice. You respect me so much you dare to talk like that. Guess what SangWoo? Pretty soon, it won’t just be me you have to deal with.” 

“What are you talking about?” he asked me.

I smirked. “. . . . I'll find a way." 

I left SangWoo standing there dumbfounded and looking like a fool. I could feel the hatred from him, but I wasn’t fazed by it at all. Why didn’t I like Choi SangWoo? Because he’s an arrogant jerk. He had been talking sh1t behind my back, saying how it was stupid the people in the school allowed me to run around calling myself Lady T. But then again, whoever heard of a female controlling a gang – and not just any gang? The most influential gang that not only ran schools, but the streets too? SangWoo was an idiot for forgetting that we were playing roles; but he always forgets, so he took it too seriously. When I brought the irritating issue to Kim JiYong, he insisted that I calm down and that he would have a talk with SangWoo. Instead, he would always redirect that subject and insist that I concentrate on finding a potential member to create Mayhem. Kim JiYong always had an obsession with the name of the forming group: The Korean Triads. To him odd numbers were the key to success. 

And just as how every relationship starts out – everything has meaning and depth, fun and games until the pain and sacrifices come. And when it’s over, really over, it’s broken and eventually in the end . . . it is unfixable. 

*Arrogant and full of himself. I found Mayhem. 

Yoon JaeWon walked into the classroom, and into my life, with his head held high and his uniform a spectacle on his body. The collared shirt was only one button undone, the khaki pants were not sagging down to his knees, and he did not don any accessories. The statement was: Just because YOU think it’s cool to go against the school policy by loosing your tie and going for the grunge look, I’m going to make this bullsh1t work. And he made it work perfectly. I felt perverted for dissecting the 17-year-old with my 20-year-old self. But when you look at Yoon JaeWon, you just think that age really is just a number.

“He’s new. Just transferred in from Pusan,” Poudre whispered into my ear from our seats way in the back.

All around us, the whole entire class was buzzing. All the girls were ready to get their hands on him, but he didn’t seem to care about any of them. I folded my hands together and placed them on the table; my mind was working. Yoon JaeWon was a definitely something to look at, right in the beginning. 

“Everyone, this is your new fellow classmate, Yoon JaeWoon.” Mr. Kim, a portly man with spectacles the size of my hoop earrings, clasped a hand on his shoulders when he introduced him.

“Good to be here.” JaeWon’s eyes flashed as he took in the large, oversized classroom. 
“Good, good. Hehehehe, find a seat son,” Mr. Kim instructed him.

With only a binder with him, JaeWon did not have a problem moving around. 

“Damn! He’s so hot!”
“WOW, those lips . . . “
“Do you think you trade seats with me? I wanna sit a little closer.”

I rolled my eyes. Why do girls always make a fool of themselves? Makes me embarrass to be one. Out of the corner of my eye, I kept a view of JaeWon.

“Let’s begin. First, we’re starting off with Trigonometry today. Alright, the triangle . . . . “ Mr. Kim started off. 

Poudre nudged me. I looked over to see Choi SangWoo, sitting just two rows back from Yoon JaeWon, whispering inconsistently to his little minions. He was already planning to make this 'newbie' his bitch.

“Now, who can find this angle if you already this one?” Mr. Kim turned back from the board.

To my great surprise, the new student raised his hand without hesitation. “I think you messed up on the first angle.” 

“Oh!” The class roared. 

My head quickly snapped back to the board. Scanning it, I could find nothing wrong with it. But then again, to have gotten into this class, he must’ve been exceptionally bright. Seoul prestigious middle and high school didn’t accept just anybody; they had to either be rich or very smart – luckily, I was both. It also didn’t hurt that Kim JiYong had set it up.

“I don’t think so.” Mr. Kim turned back to the board to look at his work. 
“Yes you did.” JaeWon was so sure of himself.

“Why don’t you go up there and prove it pretty boy?” SangWoo’s cocky tone must’ve pissed him off because JaeWon turned around to give SangWoo a look.

“Oh crap.”
“Did he just look at Crist like that?”
“Damn! He’s got guts.” 

I tried to hold back at smile as I watched the two boys giving death threats with their eyes; this was the start of a beautiful hate. Little did I know, at the moment, that their relationship would be blown completely out of proportion.

“I think I found Mayhem,” I whispered to Poudre when JaeWon marched up to the board. The way he carried himself was royalty – very tasteful. 

“He’s got the attitude, and that may be hard to handle.” Poudre pointed out. 
“Watch me,” I muttered. 

“Let’s say you did know the side and its angles, you would use this formula: A = a²sinβsinγ ÷ 2sinα.” JaeWon shocked the hell out of everyone when he brought that up. But his fancy equation didn’t surprise me. “But, since you don’t know, you start back to the simple algebraic equation. Find the angles first. You can’t just cancel all of these and then say you found it.”

Mr. Kim stood speechless, blinking and trying to figure out his own work. "Uh . . . ."

The entire classroom was quiet, holding their breath. A new type of respect was born; it wasn’t the type of respect that they had for me, Lady T, or the same for SangWoo, Crist, because we were what we were. No. This was the respect that Yoon JaeWon was able to make bullshit sound so damn good. 

Poudre nudged me, noticing it too. 

I recognized JaeWon as a student and person immediately; he took being the class clown to the master's level. He was just playing with Mr. Kim's mind. I drew myself up in my seat, licked my lips, and smiled. “Mr. Kim, don’t sweat it. You’re right.”

“Excuse me?” JaeWon asked, looking at me. He clearly had no idea who I was. “I’m pretty sure I’m right.”

“Oh yeah? It’s a simple isosceles triangle that branches out. He did use the algebraic steps first, there is and never will be a need for your fancy Einstein equation.” I remarked.

The class started to buzz. 

“Lady T’s speaking up?”
“She never speaks up in class!”
“She never participates.” 

“Yah! SHUT UP!” Poudre shouted at them so loudly that even Mr. Kim, dropping his chalk all of a sudden, yelped in surprise. 

Meanwhile, JaeWon and I were locked in a stare. I clasped my hands together, placed my chin on my knuckles, and didn’t blink. Then, finally . . . he smiled. His lips parted and his eyes twinkled. “You’re right.” Turning to Mr. Kim, JaeWon winked at him. “I was just messing around. I’m sure you’re a great teacher.” 

Mr. Kim stood speechless, even when the bell rang, signaling the start of lunch. 

Everyone got up, muttering and looking at JaeWon with interest at the same time, and gathered their things together to leave. The only person that wasn’t impressed was SangWoo, who walked right up to him before leaving. 

“So, you think you’re a smartass.” SangWoo looked up at him up and down. “Yah, newbie. Bow to me.” 
“What?” JaeWon turned around to face him. 
“Bow to me.” SangWoo repeated. “Newbies should have respect for elders.”

“You look like you’re still sucking on your mother’s milk, so who’s older than whom? Ever heard of Mulan? No matter how much the wind may blow, the mountain will never bow to it.” JaeWon knew no boundaries to his ridiculous comebacks.

SangWoo’s jaw muscle twitched. “BOW.”
“You bow.” JaeWon replied bluntly. “Who the fuck do you think you are?”
“Oh hell no.” SangWoo shook his head. He handed his books to his minions. “Let’s go. I’ll fuck up that face of yours.”
“This one? The one that got your mom’s number?” JaeWon’s lips parted to create a mock expression. 
“HELL NO.” SangWoo advanced toward him.

“You really need to extend your vocabulary, SangWoo.” I stood up in my seat, stretching. Adjusting my schoolgirl mini-skirt that was very much higher than the allowed height on my thighs, my midriff exposed the pierced pink naval ring that glinted in the light, and my shirt tightly clung to my body. They all turned to look at me; only SangWoo knew I was as deadly as I looked. 

“Lady T . . . come on. Let me just handle my business.” SangWoo muttered.

“Ah . . . .“ I clucked my tongue, making my way over to them slowly with Poudre following close behind. “You see . . . he’s my business.”

JaeWon’s eyes widened in surprise when I pointed to him; he looked around and realized that he was the only thing I was pointing at because, clearly, I wasn’t pointing to SangWoo or any of his followers. “Me?”

“So, why don’t you run along and catch lunch before your tummy hurts?” I pouted at him. 

SangWoo held in his breath; he was really loosing patience with me these last couple of days. But, he obliged. “I’ll get you later. Watch your back.”

“You’re gonna let a girl tell you what to do?!” JaeWon scoffed. 

SangWoo’s hands clenched together in a fist and before he could help himself, he whirled about. Quick and precise like a python, his fist struck JaeWon’s right eye. The loud knock signaled that something broke.

And that’s how the two boys started to hate each other; their rivalry was born right before my very eyes, and I’m not ashamed to say that I even helped added to it – it was like adding more wood to a burning fire. SangWoo never backed down from JaeWon’s clever insults and JaeWon never fell from SangWoo’s hits. They hated each other at first. But it wasn’t over.

*A week later after the initial punch, I found Yoon JaeWon sitting in the lunch room at a table with the prettiest girls the school had to offer; some of them were from prestigious families and parents. It’s funny how money flocks to a handsome face, and not just the other way around.

“Can I sit?” I stopped right in front of the table by myself. Without waiting for a reply, smiling, I took a seat across from JaeWon. 

Without saying another word, one by one, the other girls grabbed their lunch trays and split. JaeWon didn’t seem surprise at all, so he continued biting into his sandwich; he had the nerve to ignore me. 

So I reached out and grabbed his sandwich. “I haven’t had anything to eat all day.” 
He watched me devour his lunch without a word. “What do you want?”
“You know who I am?” I asked him, wiping my mouth with the back of my left hand. 
“I know all about you.” JaeWon replied. He scanned the lunchroom with his eyes. “Everyone’s looking at us.”
“I know, isn’t it great?” I mumbled, swallowing. “So, go on. Tell me about me.” 

JaeWon hesitated, just staring at me. “I know you’re known as Lady T,” he paused, and then added, “I know you’re the only girl in known history to be a leader of a gang in Seoul. You’re the first girl to have the type of control only guys are supposed to have. Everyone respects you.”

“And you?” I stopped eating to look up at him.

“It’s going to take a lot for me to respect someone my age.” JaeWon raised an eyebrow. “Everyone might think you and that wannabe Jesus Christ over there are the shit, but newsflash sweetheart –“ 

I’m older than you think kid, I thought. I paused as JaeWon leaned in closer, and then without warning he grabbed his sandwich back. “I don’t think you’re the shit.” 

Ah . . . so this was who I was dealing with. Swallowing my pride, I spoke up nonchalantly, “You like the name Mayhem?”

JaeWon narrowed his eyes. “What?”
“Ever since you stepped foot in this school . . . it’s been Mayhem.” I pointed out. 
JaeWon looked at me, as if trying to figure me out with just one look. “What are you talking about?” 
I turned, pointing to SangWoo’s table all the way on the other side of the lunchroom. “YOU pissed him off.”
“And?” He raised an eyebrow, finishing the rest of his sandwich. “Your point?”
“See that girl over there?” I pointed to MiSun, who was in the lunch line waiting for some peach. “He likes HER.”

I could see JaeWon’s mind spinning on its axis as his cocky attitude took over. “Her?”
I nodded.

Just like I had anticipated, he finished chewing the rest of his sandwich, swallowed, and then got up from the table without saying a goodbye to me. I spread out my hands on the table and laid my head down, watching the scene. JaeWon approached MiSun and within a few seconds he was flirting with her to no end.

Like a raging bull, SangWoo jumped over his table the second his eyes saw that his precious girlfriend was being touched by the new kid.

“YAH! GET OFF HER! BITCH!”
“SHE LIKED IT. Didn't you?”
“MISUN GET OUT OF THE WAY!"

“FIGHT!!!” The lunchroom erupted. 

What happened next was unexpected; I didn’t think he had the guts to, but JaeWon beckoned SangWoo to come forward. 

“Cheap hit last week bitch,” he said, rolling up his sleeves. 

“I’m getting sick of you ass.” With his followers right behind him, encouraging him, SangWoo withdrew the black butterfly switchblade from underneath his sleeve; he was infamous for carrying weapons with him at all times.

I stood up. Poudre and my crowd all came over to me. “Lady T . . . you’re going to let them fight?”

“Close all the doors to the lunchroom; delay the time and make sure teachers don’t interrupt. Tell those lunch ladies to get lost.” I said, leaving the table and walking to the center of the lunchroom.

The lunchroom became eerily quiet as everyone stopped yelling, moving, and even breathing. Loud echoes of the doors to the lunchroom slammed shut; everyone from my group were guarding the door, keeping the teachers out. 

“Lady T . . . .“ MiSun murmured when I parted the crowd and reached the middle. 

JaeWon looked around as though he was just noticing it for the first time; his eyebrows narrowed and he began to brace himself - ready to fight. 

“HAHAHAHA! What? You’re gonna beat my ass looking like a Kung Fu reject?!” SangWoo mocked him. A ripple of laughter emanated from his crowd, but I silenced them with a look.

“Maybe . . . .“ I pretended, provoking “Maybe you shouldn’t do this JaeWon . . . after all . . . this is Crist. You're no match . . . .” 

That just made JaeWon madder. “I’ll nail you.”

SangWoo narrowed his eyes, not liking JaeWon’s pun one bit. “I’m going to show you the meaning of respect, fucken newbie. I’ll make you bow this time.”

Without caveat, JaeWon lunged at him. “ARGHHH!” 

“OH?!” Everyone gasped. 

With his arms around SangWoo’s waist, JaeWon drove him into a nearby table. A loud crack followed and the both of them fell to the floor. Gasping, SangWoo had the wind knocked out of him. Therefore, he couldn’t do anything as JaeWon brought a clenched fist down on his nose. WHAM! Blood spurted like a Las Vegas water fountain out of his nose. SangWoo yelped in pain, seeing red. That was when he snapped. Forgetting the pain, he reached out blindly and managed to grab JaeWon’s collar. SangWoo flipped him over onto his back, and continued to whack his body against the floor relentlessly. 

“BITCH! MY NOSE!” THWACK! JaeWon’s nose met the same fate, except I could hear it crack. Blindly, JaeWon fell back on the floor. Taking full control, SangWoo got on top of him, held him by his collar, and smacked his face left and right. 

Blood was everywhere.

“OH MY GOD!” 
“SOMEONE STOP IT!” 
“THEY’RE GONNA DIE!”

“NOBODY FUCKEN MOVE!” I screamed wildly, eyes clued to the fight. I wanted to see what JaeWon was all about, but he was loosing . . . 

With a flash, SangWoo withdrew the switchblade . . . bent over JaeWon and was ready to carve . . . .

“UGH! ENOUGH!” Running over, with both hands, I dug my nails into SangWoo’s unsuspecting back and dragged him off of JaeWon.

“T!” Poudre and them ran over, ready to cover me. 

“Stand back!” I said, still holding on SangWoo. I threw him away from me and watched him land on the floor in shock, breathing heavily. It took all of his control to not hit me. “I knew it. I knew you would kill if you got the chance.”

“FUCK YOU!” SangWoo muttered. He wiped his face, smeared with blood. 

“GET HIM OUT OFHERE!” I barked at his crowd. In unison, they all rushed over to him. MiSun was crying hysterically as she wrapped her arms around him. Within a few seconds, they dragged SangWoo out; he continued to swear like hitting repeat on a CD player playing a rap song. 

“ARGH!” JaeWon, still conscious, started to get up. “LET ME! I’LL FINISH HIM! WHY’D YOU HAVE TO INTERRUPT IT?”

Everyone in the lunchroom was panicking. Since there wasn’t anyone guarding the doors anymore, they bustled to get out. “TEACHERS ARE COMING!”

Meanwhile, I bent down to look at JaeWon’s bloody and angry face. Extending my arm to help him up, I said, “What did I tell you? Mayhem. You in?” 

*Yoon JaeWon was hungry – hungry to beat SangWoo. He realized quickly that people did not have any respect for him at all after they saw SangWoo beating him into a pulp. 

He hated it.
He hated being called the new kid.
He hated being disrespected.
And so, he agreed to join me.
And that was how JaeWon became Mayhem. It was exactly how he became my prodigy - my project.

I molded him into a leader; he had the basic characteristics, but he sucked at fighting. And so, I called on Remy to help me. Together, we went to see Kim JiYong. But, he did not like JaeWon. Right from the start, he didn’t like him. He saw no potential in JaeWon. But I thought other wise. 

“No. He’s reckless – absolutely no control.” Kim JiYong had protested from his high leather chair, glaring down at Remy and me as if we had lost our minds. “He’s from a well-off family. Where would his loyalty lie? I do not want to waste my time on a kid who doesn’t think before he speaks or acts.”

“He’s not. He has all the potential in the world. Give him time,” I argued back. 

Kim JiYong shook his head. Glancing at his men around him, he told me, “I don’t have for this TaeHee. I have to make a very important transaction tonight.” 

“If you don’t accept him, it’ll be the biggest mistake you’ll ever make.” I pressed on, ignoring his agenda. “Trust me.”

Kim JiYong paused; he had been in the middle of putting on his suit jacket. “. . . You like him, don’t you?”

I ignored his question, continuing on. “He fought against SangWoo. Not many people have the guts for that.” 

“Taehee –“ Kim JiYong paused. “Did you take your medication today?” 

“Yes I did. Please . . . appa. Give him a chance.” I had done it; I had said the magic word. Ever since my mother died, I had never called Kim JiYong appa. He wasn’t my real father, but for the first time in my life, I called him appa. All because of Yoon JaeWon; something inside pushed me to say it because this was something that I really wanted. 

Kim JiYong looked so earth-shaken that he looked like he was going to pull me into a hug. For a while all he did was look at me. Then, finally, he nodded, smiling with content. “If you’re sure he’s willing to make sacrifices, then . . . fine. Train him, and show me what he can do.”

I bowed respectfully to him when he walked past me with his men. Inside, I was screaming with anger and joy. 

*The training Kim JiYong spoke of for JaeWon was off-the-wall. He had learn how to make deals, settle them, fight, and have enough charisma in order to charm whoever he needed to charm. But, he made it through. And with the amount of time that I spent with him, I found myself feeling something I never thought I would ever feel. I didn’t recognize it for what it was; I continued to take my medication, but it had no affect whenever Yoon JaeWon came around. Only after the day we kissed did I realize the feelings that I felt for him was – like. I actually started to like him. I liked his words, his appearance, his personality. I liked his company. He was never too much and never too little. I never, in a million years, would’ve expected to fall for the charisma that I, myself, taught him. 

I realized it when, one day, I took him along to make a drug deal with the local gang-bangers. As long as they didn’t interfere with what we were doing, I didn’t mind them hanging around my territory – after all, I considered Korea to be my entire territory anyways. 

“It’s fifty for this bag. If the delivery is late, I’m not responsible for it.” I was watching JaeWon put his training to use from the shadows.

The two dealmakers, along with a mute dude, were giving him a hard time, trying to bargain. “Look. Why fifty and just this batch? Look man, in Pusan, we can get a batch just like that for three times the lesser price.”

“Yeah? But is it good?” JaeWon asked. “What makes you sure it just ain’t a regular joint rolled up to look like the real thing? Or have you two being doing it so long you can’t separate the obsolete from the legit?” 

“Yah! I just still don’t think it’s fair you’re forcing this one on us!” One of them shouted at him.

I left my hiding place and walked over to JaeWon. When they saw that I was there, the three of them recoiled. “You need to a little nicer to Mayhem. What happened to respecting street codes?” 

The three of them drew back at the sight of me. Clearing his throat, the taller one said, “Mayhem. Look Lady T, the deal is just whack.”

“Take or it leave it.” I shrugged. “But then . . . that means no more deals from now on.” 

The mute dude shook his head warningly at his two friends. He started waving his hands at them, doing sign language. He was signaling: Just make the goddamn deal! 

His two friends looked at each other, sighed, and then agreed. “Fine.” 

“Ha! Good choice gentlemen!” JaeWon smirked after the exchange was done. “Hey, Mutey! Doesn’t your hands get sore because you wave them around too damn much?”

Mutey was the last one to leave the alley, but he understood that JaeWon was making fun of him. So, he started waving his hands around.

“What’s he saying T?” JaeWon asked me, counting the money and then occasionally looking up at Mutey who was still signing as he walked out of the alley.

“He’s cussing at you in sign language,” I replied, crossing my arms across my chest. 

“Nice!” JaeWon didn’t even bother to pay attention. “T, this is a sweet deal!” 

“Don’t get too excited. Let’s leave before the cops show up. They have a problem of doing that A LOT,” I murmured, glancing about the dark ally.

We started walking out of the Dead End down the opposite alley. JaeWon withdrew a cigarette from his pockets and stuck it in his mouth. “Man, I gotta get home early today. I have hella Trig homework to do.”

“Just use the bullsit formula you used the first day you were here.” I punched him on the arm. “You been working out?”

“Yeah.” JaeWon nodded. “Wanna light my cig for me?” 
I gave him a look. “Do I look like your bitch?”

“Fine then,” he mumbled, pulling out a lighter. But, he didn’t light it. “So what’s up lately? What’ve you been doing ever since you got suspended?”

“Nothing.” I shrugged. “You?” 
“I need a girlfriend,” he said. “You think SangWoo would want to share MiSun?”

I gave him a look. “No.” Jokingly, which was a very rare thing for me to ever do, I added, “You’d have a better chance with me.”

“So, tell me Lady T. How come you don’t have a boyfriend?” He stopped walking just when we were three yards out of the dark alley. 

“I don’t need one.” I replied without any emotion. “Boys . . . ugh.”

“What’s so bad about boys?” He rocked his head to the side. And before I knew it, JaeWon reached out to corner me. In the dark light, he looked so seductive. Here I was, in this place, with a dangerous schoolboy. I found myself being very aware of our age difference; JaeWon had found out that I was 20, but it didn’t stop him from making advances anyway. I liked the bad-boy side to him more than I would like to admit. 

“What do you think you’re doing?” I muttered, feeling his breath on my skin. My eyes trailed down from his high-cheek bones to his strong jaw . . . 

JaeWon leaned in closer, his lips parting. “T . . . .“ 

I closed my eyes. Slowly, momentarily, I felt him come closer. Holding my breath, soft and sultry came his lips upon mine. 

*Not long after, word of JaeWon being the leader of Mayhem soon spread around the school. And they started to put him on a stool. Everywhere he went, he was respected. People would give him their seats, give him their food, give him their answers for tests, and he loved every second of it. 

Choi SangWoo hated it. 

Things continued to heat up between them – for a different reason. I was completely blind to it all because I was suspended for a month for encouraging the lunchroom fight between SangWoo and JaeWon. SangWoo paid his money out of suspension while JaeWon only got two weeks since he was the one that was beaten pretty badly. I could have easily paid my way out of it, but I liked taking the ‘vacation’. 

So, as soon as I came back to school, news of why they were feuding again surfaced. I found out when I ditched my last class for a smoke with my “dongsengs”; they filled me in on what had been going on. 

“JaeWon is dating SangWoo’s older sister,” Poudre announced.

I leaned against the tree with the cigarette in my mouth as Luis flicked on the lighter and lit it for me. It sparked and I inhaled. Feeling my lungs absorbing it, I exhaled to release the ashy, cloudy smoke. I acted like I didn’t care, but I felt anger boiling inside of me. “It’s slowly building up.” I mumbled, twirling the thin cigarette in-between my index and middle finger. “He’s going to snap.” 

“Do you think JaeWon’s only doing that to piss SangWoo off?” Poudre asked.
“Of course!” Ae added.
“Dude, have you seen SangWoo’s sister? That chick is HOT,” Ecstasy chimed in; his attitude about girls is just the same as his nickname.

“But, what’s more interesting is that SangWoo hooked up with that MiSun girl. T, you should shut it down.” Somewhere behind me, Poudre suggested.

“SangWoo can date whoever the hell he wants to. I should. I could,” I muttered, caressing the cigarette in my mouth. “But . . . what class does JaeWon have right now?”

“Physical Education,” Poudre said. “Why?”

I threw my cigarette on the ground, grinded it with my feet, and stalked toward the other side of the school. Sure enough, I found JaeWon playing basketball under the hot sun. Sweat glistened all over him. He dribbled past the defense on the other team, faked, twirled around, and shot the ball up into the hoop.

“WOOT! WOOT!” his teammates cheered.

“Yah!” I shouted, walking closer to him. One of the teachers saw me, but pretended to not have seen me at all. “Come here.”

“What the hell?” JaeWon scoffed. “What do you want?”

“Come here,” I demanded. He must’ve realized that I wasn’t joking at all, so he waved a hand to his fellow teammates and jogged over to me. Following me to the opposite side of the court, we disappeared behind the rows of trees and into the cool shade.

“Damn it’s hot,” he mumbled, tugging at his P.E. shirt. Then without saying anything else, he took off his shirt. I could tell he was still working on his six-pack, but it wasn’t a bad body. Muscular and toned, the only thing he really needed to work on was a tan. The boy was whiter than an Albino. 

“You’re going out with SangWoo’s sister.” I got right into the subject.
“Hell yeah,” he grinned, continuing to wipe the sweat off his abs. 
“You know you’re playing around with a mad dog right?” I asked him. “SangWoo’s not going to let it go if you dump her.”
“So? I’m Mayhem!” 
“AND . . . he’ll kill you.”

“For dumping his sister?” JaeWon scoffed. “I got chicks on the side ALL THE TIME. She’s just one of them. So chill, I’m just using her for entertainment.”

I went quiet. Chicks on the side? But I went on, “SangWoo’s got a temper. He’ll do anything. Quit messing around.”

Noticing my harsh tone for the first time, JaeWon looked at me. His chiseled face structure was pleasing to look at and for a moment, I had to remind myself that I could not have any type of feelings for him. That last thing I needed was love right now. 

“Did you forget who we are? We’re The Korean Triads. HE’S NOTHING! This time, if I fight him, I’ll win!” JaeWon idiotically said.

“He’s also Kim JiYong’s favorite! I’m warning you.” I was relentless. “You’re bringing trouble.”

He rolled his eyes. “I know how to handle myself. I don’t need your help. From now on, don’t talk to me unless I talk to you.”

“HOW DA –“ Flashing with anger, I started to cuss him out when I heard the faint sound of footsteps racing away to tell his boss what he had heard. “FUCK!” 

“What?” JaeWon stared around. 

Without giving him any warning, I reached out and grabbed the sliver chain on his neck. Jerking his head, I leaned in. For the first time, in a long time, I got very angry. “We were overheard. SangWoo is going to know what kind of role his sister plays in your life. YOU ARE DEAD.” 

“We’ll see.” Expecting him to stalk away in anger, I froze when he leaned in and kissed my lips. It wasn’t a sweet kiss, but more like a rough, mind-your-business-from-now-on kiss. But, it worked. 

*No matter how jealous I felt, I allowed JaeWon to have as many girls on the side as he did. We kept our relationship a secret. No one knew. And even though I didn’t agree to it, I secretly liked the thought of JaeWon screwing SangWoo’s sister over. I hated SangWoo. That jerk needed a reality check. It was trivial how we hated on another for simple reasons, but at a time when rivals were scarce, we liked to fight with each other. To the outside world, we had to look like rivals anyways. We all the played the part to perfection, which is why things started to get complicated near initiation day. 

Kim JiYong planned something to test JaeWon’s devotion to him. To join a gang, he said, a person had to sacrifice their heart. He got the idea after Choi SangWoo’s adoptive little brother got shot. V.S.D. a street gang that gained notoriety through instilling fear in people and their businesses targeted SangWoo because the leader’s younger brother got into a fight with SangWoo’s brother. A scuffle broke out, and the leader at the time, HanSuk, had shot SangWoo’s brother to death. SangWoo did not know it was a rival gang at the time; he thought it was an inside job. 

Kim JiYong used that same inhuman idea to test JaeWon. Because he did not like him, and only accepted JaeWon because of me, Kim JiYong ordered SangWoo to kill JaeWon’s younger brother. Kim JiYong lied to SangWoo and said that JaeWon had shot his brother; SangWoo wanted revenge. He was crazy; he was always an eye for an eye.

So he did it. He climbed up the backyard and shot JaeWon’s brother. The two of them had no idea that Kim JiYong had pitted them against each other. SangWoo thought JaeWon had shot his brother; JaeWon thought SangWoo shot his brother because he broke up with SangWoo’s sister. I would’ve stopped it if I had known my stepfather’s insane test, but I had no clue until it was done and over with. That was when I knew everything had fallen apart. It was all broken and I would never be able to mend the pieces.

Afterwards, JaeWon didn’t go to school for days. It was big news, but nothing was ever reported about JaeWon’s parents suing SangWoo. I knew immediately the rich bastard paid JaeWon’s family big money – big time. Meanwhile, I tried to contact him, but there was no way I could. JaeWon didn’t pick up his phone, he didn’t go out, and he acted like he died. 

It was his first time realizing how bad gangs can get. 

It took me forever to get up the courage to go directly to his house. I knew he was very angry at me; I was the one who introduced him to this world. He was going to hate me for it. But, I went to visit him anyway. Without him, I felt empty now. I had gotten so used to him being there with me that I felt this empty void without him. And so, I went to visit . . . Mayhem. 

“Come on Jovial.” Just barely a puppy, the little Pomeranian hopped up the steps leading to his front door. She barked joyfully when I rang the doorbell and stepped back.

”Oh.” I bowed when JaeWon’s butler answered the door; a man with a bald head and a big stomach. “Is Yoon JaeWon home?”

His face fell somber. “Master . . . master is not feeling well. He has asked that any guests, who come to see him, are not allowed.” 

“Tell him it’s T.” I said. I tried to act calm, but I was shaken. “He’ll want to see me.”
The butler stared at me, his lips pursed. “Very well . . . I will try.” 

“Jovial . . . .“ I bent down and picked her up in my arms. “You’ll like JaeWon.” 

“He says . . . he will see you.” The butler came back. He stepped aside and allowed me to walk into the huge house. 

It was dark. All the drapes were drawn and decorated with white for the death of his brother. The floor was immaculate, but it so quiet. The eerie silence . . . death was here. The butler led me up the narrow staircase into a long hallway and all the way down to the end of the hall. JaeWon’s bedroom door was ajar and I could tell he was waiting for me. Standing next to his window, with the curtains drawn half-way, he turned to look at me when I entered. 

“Pomeranians are the thing lately. Her names Jovial.” I settled Jovial on floor. The puppy sashayed over to him slowly, looking up at him with large eyes. “I bought her for you.”

JaeWon stared at the puppy like he didn’t know what it was. Then, he looked back up at me, “What do you want?” 

"I've tried calling you the past weeks. Why haven't you answered my phone calls?" I asked.
”Huh . . . busy,” he scoffed.
“I told you,” I said softly as I walked closer to him. “I warned you.”
“I DON’T WANT TO HEAR IT!” he shouted suddenly, as if seeing me angered him. “Say what you want to say and leave.” 
I became quiet, watching Jovial freeze at his feet. “You want us to get him back?”
JaeWon shook his head. “If I hadn’t gotten into this whole ‘gang’ thing . . .”
“Stop,” I said, getting fed up. “Don’t say that.”

“It’s true isn’t it?” he said coldly, turning to look at me. His eyes – I had never seen them like that before. “Leave me alone Kim TaeHee.” 

He said my name; my full name. “What is wrong with you? Fight back. Don’t be a fucken bitch and just hide in your room.”

“I’m going to Pusan.” JaeWon dropped the bomb, not looking at me in the eyes. “It’s over TaeHee. I’m leaving for Pusan.” 
“No, you’re not,” I said slowly, scanning his face. “You’re lying.”
“I have an uncle there. I’m staying with him for a while,” he said. “I’m leaving. My parents are gone, they’re selling the house. They’ve disowned me.” 
“You can stay with me.” I offered, my voice shaking. Had I really destroyed his life?

JaeWon looked at me, shaking his head. “I’ll do that when pigs fly. GET OUT,” he ordered. “I thought it was all fun and games. I thought it was so cool to be apart of The Korean Triads. Look what’s it done to me? To my parents? To my only brother.” 

“You chose it.” I clenched my fist together, getting angry that I was softening myself for him. 

“OH? I DID?! YOU’RE NOTHING BUT MANIPULATING, YOU KNOW THAT TAEHEE?!” He fumed, advancing toward me.

I never backed down. Icy stares were exchanged, and I managed to say, “Manipulating? Right . . . WHO’S FUCKEN BRIGHT IDEA IT WAS TO GO SCREW SANGWOO’S SISTER IN THE FIRST PLACE?! I TOLD YOU HE WASN’T RIGHT IN THE HEAD, BUT YOU STILL DID IT TO PISS HIM OFF! IT’S ALL YOUR FAULT!”

“NO IT’S NOT! IT’S NOT MY FAULT MY BROTHER GOT KILLED” he screamed. “GET OUT! I DON’T NEED YOU! I DON’T NEED YOU!” 

“DON’T YOU FUCKEN DARE TO TALK TO ME LIKE THAT.” I demanded. “NEVER –“ 

“I CAN and I WILL. GET OUT. It’s all over. I’m not your project anymore. Mayhem is no longer apart of The Korean Triads or whatever the hell. Tell Kim JiYong I don’t want to work for him anymore! GET OUT.” JaeWon’s eyes pierced me. 

“I MADE YOU!” I screamed, so angry. 

“AND YOU’RE LOOKING AT WHAT YOU MADE!” he retorted.

*It was our end. Even though the time we spent together felt so short, the end felt long. I had to use every self-control method I knew how to force myself not to beg him to stay. I refused to grovel at my feet and beg for JaeWon to stay, but my inside ached terribly. 

True to his words, JaeWon went to Pusan; within the next day, he packed up his stuff and left. He was out of my life and I was out of his. Our last words were bitter and full of hatred. I never got the chance to tell him that I was so sorry about his bother, and I . . . I think I loved him. But, life went on and I made sure Choi SangWoo’s life was a living hell; however, I was no match for God. SangWoo suffered a huge loss when Lee MiSun died. 

I tried to forget about JaeWon, and I did it successfully. I realized that The Triads was over, but when I learned that Remy died, that’s when I finally knew of Kim JiYong’s past demons. The new leader of Remy was a guy named HanSuk. 

“JaeWon told you he was going to stay Pusan, but truth is – I sent him there. He’s coming back next week. Now that I’m leaving for Japan, I want those under me to be here in Seoul to secure my position. I’m going to tell SangWoo and JaeWon the truth. Their brother’s being shot were my plan. HanSuk shot SangWoo’s brother, and I lied to SangWoo that it was JaeWon. That’s why SangWoo shot JaeWon’s brother.” Kim JiYong leaned over, kissing the top of my head. That was how he told me; it came in a bundle of confusion and mess. “It’s been a while since you’ve seen JaeWon right?” 

I swallowed the glass of the water as the pill went down my throat. “. . . Am I going to pick him up?”

“No. You stay here.” Kim JiYong brushed a strand of hair out of my face. “He put you through a lot of pain four years ago. Stay away from him TaeHee. Let me take care of them.”

It was Kim JiYong’s biggest mistake to tell JaeWon and SangWoo the truth. Their new enemy was now HanSuk, of course. They started to plot against him; they ignored his instructions and disrespected the new addition. So Kim JiYong made up his mind to get rid of them; he was always more than willing to find new people. 

Choi SangWoo didn’t die, but he’s as good as dead.

JaeWon is going to be next.

And just like last time, I am powerless to stop my stepfather now. After all, I’m under his control. And maybe, just maybe, the sadist side of me doesn’t want him to stop. JaeWon had left me anyways – or should I be truthful and say that he was never mine. 

He fell for another girl the moment he came back to Seoul; he never gave us a chance. Why did I always have to be one to initiate the relationship? Why couldn’t he just for once make the move? There was no way I could display my emotions, but deep down inside I’m burning with feelings for him. We ended before we even started. No matter how much I want to tell JaeWon that I want him to be with me, I just can’t. And he won’t. And to make it all worst, he fell for Lee MiSun’s half-sister. It really is a small world isn’t it? 

But we were together – however quick and unclear it was, we were together.

We were together.
(Chapter 39)

“TaeHee! Fuck! TaeHee! Wake up!” 


Wrapping his arms tightly around her, Bryan shook her as hard as he could. But Kim TaeHee had collapsed into a state of sub-consciousness.

“What happened? Why did she faint?” I gasped, panicking as I stooped down to help him lift up a lifeless TaeHee.
“She does this when her mind can’t take too much!” Bryan breathed heavily, holding onto her as tightly as he could.
“Is she going to be okay?!”
“We gotta get her to the hospital.” 

There was something extremely unbalanced about Kim TaeHee. She appeared to be like any other girl with an elite father. But, there is a sadness to her that is unexplainable. She depended on prescription medication to get her through the day. Her appearance was extremely deceiving; and if she had never told me about the unsteady relationship between her and JaeWon, I never would’ve known. It appeared to be a one-sided thing; she loved him more than she would ever admit while JaeWon could care less about her. Kim TaeHee recognized this too, but she never gave up. Because she lacked proper love in her life, she didn’t know how to show it when she really needed to. But that day, I saw the vulenerable side to her. 

That’s why I felt sorry for her. 

I felt like it was my fault that I had caused her to break down. In the end though, I understood that it was her way of venting out her frustrations. To see someone, who had bottled up all their thoughts and emotions, finally explode – you can’t help but feel relieve for them. 

Kim TaeHee ended up in the hospital that night. She fainted, and fell to the ground after ending her last words. Bryan and I had to pick her up and carry her out. Luckily Kim JiYong was still at the front of the harbor; he came running back to her when he got the news. He was the one who drove TaeHee to the hospital himself. With five cars flanking his, they all drove the same way – shouldering other cars on the street to the side.

For the next two hours, at least dozens of men came in and out of the hospital, visiting Kim TaeHee on behalf of her worried father. Bryan and I stood back in the crowd, and then eventually sat down on a bench. When the doctor came out and announced she was fine and just needed rest, all of Kim JiYong’s men cheered in triumph. It was quite a scene seeing coldhearted criminals celebrating – but they were, after all, celebrating their boss’ daughter’s well-being. 

“She hides it well, doesn’t she?” Bryan shifted on the bench next to me, tugging at the chain around his neck. Watching Kim JiYong’s men standing a good foot away from us, Bryan glanced back at me. His eyes had drooped, and he looked dead tired. I had never seen him more serious in his life; I always knew this Bryan was underneath the rapping one, but to finally see him, it was hard to believe.

“I didn’t know she had these kinds of problems,” I mumbled, twisting the bottom of my shirt with an uneasy feeling in my stomach. “I’m sorry.”

Bryan leaned forward, placing his head in his hands. “It’s my fault. I never should’ve told her that Kim JiYong brought you there to question you. Fuck!” 

Seeing Bryan so attached to TaeHee, I felt as though this really was my entire fault. Reaching out, I placed a hand on Bryan’s shoulder. “You really care for her don’t you?”

Bryan bit his lower lip, mumbling with an answer. “I was hired to watch her – not join the gang May. I was hired to always be there, make sure she took her pills, and do normal things to relieve all her mental strain. That’s why I kept telling you that it’s not what you think. But you underestimated me! And I kept lying, pretending I was still rapping-Bryan to hide everything. Maybe I shouldn’t have.” 

“Well, you’re always clinging onto me like an annoying freak! You made it seem like you joined the gang for your personal gains. You should've just told me the truth. How did you get involved with them?” I retorted. 

“My brother did! That’s why Lina broke up with him, and that’s how I got introduced to Mr. Kim JiYong!” Bryan replied. “You really have no clue about anything do you May?” 

I really don’t, I thought. Just as I was about to say more, the door to TaeHee’s hospital room opened. Kim JiYong, with a crossed expression on his face, stormed out of the room. For a while he stood looking around at his men, but when his eyes landed on where Bryan and I were sitting, he pushed aside a couple of them to get to us. 

“What did you two say to her?!” he demanded with menace. 

I stood up from the bench quickly, almost gasping aloud with fear. The look in his eyes was enough to scare me a thousand times over. Bryan immediately got up and stood in front of me, shielding me from Kim JiYong. “Mr. Kim – "

“What happened in that room?!” Shoving Bryan so hard that his back hit the wall with a thud, Kim JiYong’s threatening eyes darted from Bryan back to me. His fists were tightly clenched together. In the background, his men gathered around us, giving us absolutely no escape route.

“We were talking, and TaeHee fainted,” Bryan quickly replied the obvious.

“TaeHee was upset . . . it was my fault.” Knowing that that was what Kim JiYong wanted to hear instead of what he might perceive as lies, I told him the truth. “What we were talking about.”

He looked back at me, narrowing his eyes. “About what?”

“Yoon JaeWon,” Bryan said before I could stop him. “Sir – Mr. Kim, you know how TaeHee gets when it comes to JaeWon. She was talking to May about him, and she - she got too emotional.” 

The muscles in Kim JiYong’s lower jaw moved dangerously when he turned his head back to his men. “. . . I want that kid! Find him NOW! I've had enough of this!" 

“No!” I gasped. “It’s my fault! I shouldn’t have –"

Kim JiYong shook his head, stepping back from me. “Yoon JaeWon wants to leave me – I would probably have come up with a different punishment. But the pain that he brings my TaeHee is unacceptable. This is the last straw.” 

“Bryan!” I turned hastily back to Bryan when Kim JiYong beckoned his men forward. 

“Get those V.S.D. on the phone.” Reaching out to snatch a black cell phone from one of his men, Kim JiYong stalked down the hospital hallway. He motioned for some of his men to stay behind and watch TaeHee’s door while the rest followed him. Then, directing two men to stay with me, he told them, “Stay with the girl. Yoon JaeWon might show up for her.” 

I could feel my heart pounding squarely in my chest. Bryan and I exchanged looks of fear. And now that I had two of his men tailing me, it only heightened the situation. Kim JiYong was ready to kill. By the end of the night, he would have men hunting for Yoon JaeWon. 

Now, more than ever, I needed to find JaeWon before they did. 

. . .


“Who the hell are they May?!” 

I shook my head at Lina, closing my apartment door behind them, indicating for her to be quiet. The two strangers, dressed in black, with identical grave faces stood planted at the door. They showed no sign of talking, moving, or even breathing. Not only were they weird, but they were scary too.

Grabbing Lina’s arm, I dragged her all the way down into the hallway of our apartment. Looking behind her, I made sure they were out of earshot. “When did you get home?” 

Lina glanced back behind her before she turned back to answer. “About ten minutes ago. I had to take the bus back! I heard Kim TaeHee fainted. I called your cell phone but you didn’t pick up. I was so worried about you. I waited all I could outside of the warehouse, but you never came out and I thought they might’ve killed you or something.” 

“I was talking to TaeHee afterwards, and then she fainted. Bryan and I carried her out and went along to the hospital too,” I replied, whispering. “Fuck Lina! I’m scared shitless. Kim JiYong’s was threatening to kill JaeWon because TaeHee was talking about JaeWon and she completely lost it! I didn’t know she had that kind of mental issue! From looking at her you can’t tell! So now Kim JiYong wants to kill JaeWon not only because JaeWon wants to leave his gang, but also because he denied TaeHee and caused her to go psycho. They’re both psycho Lina! Kim JiYong and Kim TaeHee! Who does that? He’s like a psycho father; Kim JiYong sent those two guys to follow me because he think JaeWon’s gonna show up, and when he does, they’re gonna kill –"

“Calm down May. Calm down!” Lina, seeing that I was going into breakdown mode, grabbed me forward. Wrapping her arms around me in a tight hug, I clung to my best friend back. This was all more than I could take. 

“I packed our stuff already. The last bus to Pusan is 11:00,” Lina whispered in my ear. 
“Pusan?” I pulled back, and then held Lina at arms length. “What are you talking about?”
Lina held a finger to her lips as she glanced back behind her. “I’ll explain later. We gotta ditch those guys first.”

Giving my best friend a wary look, I didn’t know what Lina was trying to do at all. The last thing I needed right now was more confusion. Running away was not the answer – or was it? 

Clearing her throat, Lina loudly announced, “I’m going to the bathroom.” Then, she nudged me.
“Uh . . . okay!” I squeaked loudly. 

When we heard no movements from the living room, Lina nodded to me. Tiptoeing, she headed toward the hall closet. Dragging out two duffel bags, she motioned for me to follow her into the bathroom next. My heart was pounding in my ears as I followed Lina. I had no idea what she had up her sleeve until she closed the bathroom door behind us. 

“We’ll sneak out.” Lina pointed to the bathroom window after locking the door behind us.
“It’s too high up!” I whispered back. 
“We have no other choice!” 
“. . . You first or me?”

“I’ll go.” Lina volunteered. Quickly planting her feet on the toilet seat while holding onto the bar above the shower, she hoisted herself up near the steep window sill. Thumping at it as hard as she could, she lifted up the window glass-pane. 

Lina turned back and motioned for me to handle our duffel bags. Struggling, I managed to put them over my head. Lina lifted them off me and then threw them out the window; they landed with a loud thump on the ground. That’s when a sudden pound erupted from the other side of the bathroom door.

“OPEN THE DOOR!”
“DON’T RUNAWAY!” 
“YOU’RE GOING TO MAKE IT WORSE!”
“OPEN THIS DOOR RIGHT WAY!” 

“Shit!” Lina gasped, looking down at me.
“Jump! I’ll go after you!” I told her hastily. There was no more time to think about it anymore. 

Lina nodded, and then let go from her perched place on the window sill. “AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” A loud thump followed by a muffled sound when she landed outside, and then she announced, “I’m okay!” 

“OPEN THIS DOOR!”
“WE’RE GOING TO KNOCK IT DOWN!”

The two men that had followed me continued to pound relentlessly on the bathroom door. My heart was literally in my throat; my hands were trembling so badly. But I managed to hoist myself up to the window sill. I slid my legs out of the window. As I balanced on the window sill, I swallowed hard, looking down in fear. Thank god I was on the third floor; yet, it was still a long way down. Falling is falling – it doesn’t matter what the height is.

“GET IT OPEN!”
*SLAM!!!* 

I turned back in horror to see that the two men had broken down the bathroom door. The two stood there – mouths agape at the sight of me ready to jump out of the window. 

“She’s gonna jump!”
“STOP HER!” 

Help me God! I prayed in the nano-second I let go. 

I fell – I fell out of the window. It was the only thing I could do. If I had stayed, they would’ve caught me and who knows where they would’ve taken me. Thankfully, the fall itself wasn’t so bad – a large bush broke my fall; the same bush Lina had landed on. But I rolled off it, despite the pain. Lina grabbed onto my arm and helped me up; she handed me one of the duffel bags.

“Let’s go!” 

Literally holding onto each other, we ran. We ran as fast as we could, not looking back up at the bathroom window. We didn’t have to; I already saw one of the men pull out his cell phone – undoubtedly calling Kim JiYong. 

Lina and I ran down the street, passed frightened looking people and through the ambient street noises. We must’ve ran about a mile before we finally stopped. Breathing and red in the face, I spun around to see Lina almost doubling over from exhaustion.

“Why – why are we – going – to – Pusan?” I breathed, wiping hair out of my eyes. 
Lina placed a hand on her chest, struggling with her words. “I – I don’t want to say it right now.” 
“Lina!” I grabbed her arm, forcing her to look up at me. “Tell me!” 
“I can’t.”
“Lina! I don’t need you to do this to me right now! I’ve had enough drama for today!” 
“. . . .”
“Fine. I’m leaving then.”
“May – how the fuck am I suppose to say this?!”
“What?!”
“Your – your umma called. Your appa died.” 
. . .


When I was younger, I heard a moral story that stuck with me until I finally buried it along with the ashes of my imaginary friend. My real umma had told me one night, after brushing my hair and tucking me into bed: “There once was a man who was so rich that people said he could buy the entire world if he wanted to. He had a beautiful house, a beautiful wife, and beautiful children. Every night, he would say a prayer to God, thanking him for his blessings. His life was perfect; his business earned more money every day; his family was perfect – always laughing and smiling. The only thing that unsettled him was the number 5. The fifth day, fifth hour, fifth minute, something bad would always happen. That year with the number five at the end, on the fifth month, fifth day, and at the fifth hour, his wife fell dead from a sudden heart attack; his kids were involved in a car accident and died; his business building collapsed due to an earthquake. In just that one day, he suffered more than he had in his entire life. You would think: why would such a man, who prayed to God every night, suffer from the omen of the number 5? The thing is – when bad things happen, they usually come in chains – series, until the ultimate sacrifice and take is made. Everyone is born with a specific number, and when their number is called – it is their time to go. It doesn’t matter how blessed you are, or what a good person you are. There’s nothing anyone can do to stop it.” 

The story stuck in my mind, with her voice narrating, like glue during appa’s funeral ceremony the whole entire time. I had been too late. When I finally arrived at the hospital in Pusan, my appa had already passed away. A long slivery white cover was drawn all the way up to his forehead. Umma was sobbing uncontrollably in the arms of friends and relatives in a corner of the room.

Despite how many people there were in the room, I brushed past them and landed by my appa’s side the minute I walked back into the hospital room. Although we had mended our broken relationship, it still didn’t ease the pain of letting him go. 

“I’m late . . . I didn’t know appa. I’m so sorry. I didn’t know . . . .” I mumbled, tracing my hands over the cover. I pulled it down to reveal his sleeping face. I expected him to look at me and smile, telling me it was okay. But he remained asleep. He looked so serene and handsome. Reaching down, I grabbed his cold hand into mine. Bringing them up to my warm cheeks, I pressed it. That was when it hit me big. Right then and there, the tears dropped like rain – sticky and uncontrollably. “APPA! Don’t go . . . . I’m sorry I’m late . . . appa . . . .” 

“May, it's okay honey.” I felt umma wrapping her arms around me, pulling me close. 

“NO! I’m sorry I’m late! I’m sorry! I wasn’t here to say good bye! I’m such a bad daughter! I’m sorry.” I buried my face into her shoulders, weeping hysterically. “I wanted to say goodbye! I’m sorry.”

Kim JiYong. Kim TaeHee. Choi SangWoo. HanSuk. Lina. Bryan. Yoon JaeWon. 

They all washed away from my mind. They were issues that seemed so insignificant to the real issue at hand. I didn’t care how hectic my world had seemed a while ago. The real heartache and the real issue I had to deal with right now was the fact that my appa was dead, and I wasn’t there to say goodbye. I blamed myself to no end. Maybe if I hadn’t gone to that ally, maybe if I hadn’t allowed Kim JiYong’s men to take me to him – maybe if I had just stayed home, I would’ve received that phone call and would’ve made it in time to say goodbye to my appa. 

Maybe . . . 

“He knows honey. He knows.” Umma stroke my hair, closing her eyes lightly as more tears seeped out.

“No. I love him umma. I love him more than I told him I did. I – I’m so sorry.” I pressed my eyes tight; the burn flared up as the tears trickled down my smooth cheeks. “I should’ve been here sooner . . . .”

“He knows,” umma assured me, holding me tighter. “He knows.” 

I don’t remember how long we held each other as we cried. Soon enough though, the hospital body-collectors arrived. Gently pushing us out of the way, they placed appa into a body bag and took him away. Just like that – my appa, who was once living and breathing and very much alive, was now just another body at the hospital’s death house. 

His death came too quick and fast for me to understand. But when I realized it, it broke my heart into two. I was such a bad daughter. I should've said goodbye. I should've stayed by his side when he was taking his last breaths. Instead, I was back in Seoul, getting myself into stupid things. I'm was such a bad daughter to him.

I cried so much that night that when I woke up the next morning for appa’s funeral, I could barely see out of my puffy eyes. I felt as though I lost track of time. My world was spinning. I didn’t sleep all night, just tossing and turning. My mind was replaying scenes that I had shared with appa. Whenever the thought that now both of my real parents have died struck my mind, I cried even harder. My pillow was soaked with tears, and I don’t know how I managed to get up the next morning, but I did. We buried appa at the cemetary, and I was the last person to place a red rose on his coffin before it was lowered down into the earth. Then, umma decided to have the funeral service at our old house where everyone else could go to pay respects to him; it was the very house umma, appa, MiSun and I had lived in together long ago. As I kneeled next to umma in my white hanbok, bowing respectfully to people who came into our funeral service, I tried to control my tears but I couldn’t. For a long time, we were there - listening to condolences and prayers. Relatives and family friends came in droves from all over the country. Soon, the house was filled with people paying respect to appa. 

“You okay?” Lina hugged me tightly when I was allowed to get up for a while. She had been with me ever since we arrived in Pusan; Lina did her best to make it easier for me like any other best friend could, but I saw her cry along with me. 

Low murmurs from relatives and close family friends surrounded the place. Everywhere I went in the house, an aunt, an uncle, or a cousin would hug me tight and tell me they were sorry about my loss. I would nod my head and say thank you, but I didn’t know how long I could keep this up. I became like a robot, but inside I was screaming at the top of my lungs.

“Yeah . . . .” I lied to Lina, looking around the large, dimly lit living room. I accepted one of her hugs again. “I think we hugged like a million times today.” 

“Ha-ha,” Lina managed a small laugh. “It’s okay. You can never get enough hugs.” 

I nodding, managing a smile. “Thanks Lina. For getting us out of the apartment and -“

Lina shook her head. “Don’t thank me.” She looked at me sadly, making me understand that she wasn’t happy about breaking the news to me that my appa wad dead. "It's the least I could do."

I looked down at my hands for some reason, and then looked back up when more people came through the front door. In the small group, I saw Mr. Im. He had just walked in the open door, holding a large posy of flowers. The umbrella he closed was soaked. He spotted umma finally coming out of the main room; he grabbed her into a quick hug. Patting her back, he whispered something in her ears. 

“It’s raining Lina,” I mumbled, my eyes traveling to the pelting rain outside of the door. 
“Yeah. Pusan has weird weather doesn’t it?” she answered, looking outside with me. 
“. . . I think I just need some rest. I’ll be right back.” I decided.
“Do you want me to go with you?” 
“No. Just tell my umma I’ll be back.”
“Okay . . . .”

Bowing respectfully to other relatives as I passed, I made my way upstairs. I needed to get away for a while again. My head was spinning from too much thoughts and pain. I could feel the tears smoldering my eyes again. As I climbed up to the second floor, to the old bedroom MiSun and I used to share, the pounding rain outside started to get louder. The hallway light was dimly lit, and extremely vacant. If I wasn’t in so much emotional pain, I probably would’ve been scared at how eerie everything looked. 

I reached out to push open the bedroom door, when I arrived in front of it, only to realize that it was already slightly ajar. Frowning, I thought back to how I left it this morning. I was very sure I had closed the door . . . Taking a cautious step forward, I was just about to poke my head inside to look when unexpectedly someone grabbed me from the inside. The hand clasped around my right wrist and jerked me forward. 

“AHHHH!” I screamed as loud as I could before another hand trapped my mouth. Pushing me back against the slammed door, my back was now against the closed door. GHOST! GHOST! It’s MiSun’s ghost! My mind was idiotically reasoning. But of course it wasn’t MiSun’s ghost – or appa’s ghost. 

And never in a million years did I expect that he would turn up here, at this time, in this room, pinning me against the door. 

Yoon JaeWon’s handsome face came into view when he leaned toward me. He was soaking wet from head-to-toe; his hair, which had gotten longer, hung in front of his dark shimmering eyes. With a hand clasped over my mouth to stop me from yelling, he softly whispered, “It’s me May. It’s me.” 

I breathed in shock, feeling the tears stinging my eyes again. Reaching up, I pried his hand off of my mouth. “What are you doing here?! How did you get here?! How did you get in here?!” 

“Shh!” JaeWon indicated that he didn’t want other people to hear us. 
“Are – are you real?” I reached out and touch his shoulders. I couldn't believe it. He was here.

“I – I’m sorry about your appa,” JaeWon told me; his arms reached out and took my trembling hands in his. His eyes darted back and forth on my face; he was breathing hard as if he was running. 

“You have to go; you can’t be here. You’re not safe. Kim JiYong – he’s looking for you. TaeHee – I talked to TaeHee and she’s crazy or something. She fainted. Kim JiYong blames everything on you. I – I found out why you were gone the last three months. You were held captive by Kim JiYong because you and SangWoo wanted to leave his control and he beat you and you have scars – and –" I didn’t know what I was doing. I was just rambling on and on, wanting JaeWon to know that I knew he was innocent and that he had no choice but to leave me for those three months. I wanted to justify to him that my feelings were still there. I didn’t even bother to wonder how in the world he got here anymore. All I wanted to do was to make sure he was safe and –

“May – stop – “ JaeWon shook his head, not wanting me to go on. 

All the things I wanted to say to him came out in a mess. “I – I’m sorry for being such a bitch to you at the ally. I didn’t mean to. I’m sorry. What I wanted to tell you was that I missed you, and I was mad you left for three months without telling me why. You have to run and go and hide. Kim JiYong said he’s going to kill you, and a mess. “I – I’m sorry “

“I need you.” Interrupting my ongoing ramblings, JaeWon leaned forward in the darkness. Wrapping both hands around my hair, JaeWon lowered his face on top of mine. I felt his fingers gliding through strands when I moved to meet his move. His sweet, rain-stained supple lips settled on mine. The coldness that I felt ran away as warmth replaced it. Lowering my lower lip, I placed my upper lip in-between JaeWon’s. Angling our faces, I sucked in his scent while he pursed his lips together against mine. Suctioning each other’s lips like no tomorrow, we kissed hungrily. Together, we moved as if we were under water. We both had different reasons for doing so. But there we were, in that dark bedroom, having a kiss that was long overdue. 

If I had known that our days together were being numbered, I probably would've kissed him until our lips bled.
(Chapter 40)


Cupping my face in his silky hands, JaeWon’s tender lips gradually moved away from the creases of my lips to the warmness of my cheeks. Caringly giving me spotted kisses, his soft breath sent chills down my back. 

It was the first time anyone had ever kissed me so affectionately. It struck me that there was a thought behind those kisses. With JaeWon, I always got the sense that the things he did was for a reason - a specific reason that he doesn’t directly say. But the reasons were in the way that he looked at me, touched me, and kissed me. They were all embedded in the things he said to me, and how he said them. 

When JaeWon’s lips landed one final kiss right in the middle of my cheek, I reached out and pulled him into a hug. Needing him. I extended my arms around his shoulders and placed my head against his chest. I tightened my grip on him, wanting to make sure he was real and right there with me. 

But when I pressed harder, JaeWon finally slipped. The reaction I was waiting for finally slipped out of him. Letting out a sudden groan, he caused me to pause.

Just like that, our make-up moment was over and reality stepped in. 

“What’s wrong?” I drew back from him, staring at how JaeWon awkwardly rubbed his upper abdomen. Squinting in the darkness at him, I tried to decipher his strange behavior. 

Shaking his head, JaeWon forced a smile on his face on his face instead. “Nothing. Don’t worry about it. Come here. Where’s my hug?” He tried to be nonchalant as he pulled me into a hug again. 

Frowning, I pushed his arms away from me, and brushed back against the side of the door. Finding the light switch in-between my fingers, I flipped it up. Light flooded the room, and I could finally see him clearly now. JaeWon was still wearing the outfit I had seen him wearing the other day at the ally. Even though he was soaked from head-to-toe, he still managed to look like the Yoon JaeWon I knew. The only thing out of the ordinary about him was the fact that his hat was no where in sight. 

“Are you ready to show me?” I asked him, keeping my voice at a normal tone.

JaeWon glanced away, not happy that I didn’t stall time at all, and avoided my eye contact. “May –“

“If you’re not going to, then . . . I think you should leave.” It hurt me to say it, but I couldn’t see any other way. “I’m happy that you came to see me, as you can tell. But I can’t live with lies anymore. It doesn’t matter how I feel about you, I can’t be with someone who has too many lies.” 

I lowered my eyes to the ground, refusing to look at JaeWon as I said it. Inside, I was praying that my small threat would force him to show me what he was hiding. I knew I was taking a big risk by acting like this once again – right after he returned to me; JaeWon could just walk away again, step right out this room and leave me again. But, I took the chance. 

And JaeWon didn’t walk away.

“They’re almost healed. The ones on my face and right cheek healed. I have two on my back, and a deep one on my upper stomach. But I’ll be fine.” JaeWon’s voice sounded almost something like melody when he told me. 

It caused me to look up before I even prepared my heart. 

Stepping deeper into the room, JaeWon turned as he pulled the bottom of the black t-shirt he was wearing. It slid up with ease underneath his fingers, and revealed his tanned skin. When it was completely off of him, JaeWon dropped the shirt on the ground next to his feet, and turned back to me. His body was still in shape as ever; his built and his abs – just like the first time I saw it at the Hotel long ago. The only thing that was different this time was he had a thick white band around his upper abdomen. 

Looking up at his face again, that was when I saw it. Because the dominant features on his face had drawn my attention away from the light scar on his forehead and right cheek, I had never noticed them until JaeWon told me. I was holding my breath as I left the door and approached him. I tried to hold back the tears, but they started brewing in my eyes again. 

This was not what I was expecting to see. The truth really does hurt. “JaeWon –“ Placing a hand on his shoulder, I looked around to his back where I saw the three parallel scar lines. They ran long and deep; although they seemed to have healed, the skin was still patched and glowed a light pink. 

“How – how can someone be so evil? Does he have no heart? Kim JiYong really isn’t a human being,” I gasped, running my hand over the band on his stomach now. “Does it still hurt?”

“Not anymore. It’s almost healed.” JaeWon continued to look at me as I ran my hand over his wound. “May . . . .“ 

I looked up at him, my eyes tearing up. “Why didn’t you just tell me when you came to me at that ally? Why didn’t you just tell me the reason why you disappeared from my life for three months JaeWon? Why didn’t you just tell me that your evil boss locked up away and beat you? If you had, I wouldn’t have said all those horrible things to you. You’re in pain, and you didn’t say a word. Idiot . . . .”

“How could I?” JaeWon simply replied. Then, true to his style, he just had to try to lighten the situation and make me feel better. “You know . . . April, you’re not the easiest person to break news to.” 

“You –“ Instinctively, I reached out to hit the white band on JaeWon’ stomach. 
“Ouch!” he groaned, practically doubling over.
“Oh my god! I’m sorry! I forgot!”
“See my point? This is why I don’t like breaking news to you.”
“Are you okay? Did it hurt?” 

Placing both hands on the white band, I looked up at JaeWon in concern. “I didn’t mean to do it. Sorry.” 

“There’s –“ Before JaeWon could finish his sentence, the door to the room opened abruptly.

“May, your umma – OH GOD! SORRY! I didn’t know!” Lina, walking into a scene where all she saw was a hot half-naked guy with me rubbing over his stomach, immediately spun around. Placing both hands over her eyes she cringed. “May, they invented locks for a reason!” 

I quickly took my hand away from JaeWon while he stooped down to pick up his shirt. I had totally forgotten the world that was going on outside of the room we were in; I was so caught up in welcoming JaeWon back into my life that I had forgotten Lina was here – my father’s mourning was downstairs – and everything else. I felt like such a bad person for being so forgetful at a time like this, but when I was with JaeWon, I forgot a lot of things. 

“It’s okay Lina. We weren’t doing anything,” I told my best friend, making my way over to her, trying to salvage the situation. I pulled Lina’s hands away from her eyes. “Really.” 

Lina gave me a look that said she didn’t believe me, but she still turned around to face a shirt-wearing JaeWon now. 

“Lina, this is JaeWon. JaeWon, this is Kim Lina, my best friend.” It suddenly dawned on me that this was the first time the two of them were meeting each other properly. It felt strange that I had known both Lina and JaeWon for so long, and individually, but never brought the two together. Hoping that it wouldn’t be strange or awkward, especially in a situation like this, I held my breath. But true to Lina's style, she never failed to disappoint. 

“So you’re the infamous Mayhem?” Lina drawled as she came closer to him; she held out her hand for JaeWon. “Nice to meet you.”

“Infamous? Nice to meet you too.” JaeWon took her hand, returning her polite handshake.

Lina suddenly broke into a smile. Turning back to me, she didn’t even care that he was standing in front of her when she said, “Wow. He really is hot in person! Finally, I can put such a hot face to the Yoon JaeWon you’ve been telling me about for the last three months – upclose.”

“Lina!” I said through gritted teeth, absolutely embarrassed that she had said that aloud. I glanced back to see JaeWon trying hard not to laugh.

Lina turned back to him and grinned again, displaying her rows of teeth. “No wonder that Kim TaeHee is psycho over you. She was telling May on and on about –“

“What did you say about my umma Lina?” I cut through her sentence, noticing the look on JaeWon’s face when Kim TaeHee’s name was mentioned. 

“Oh, yeah. She’s planning to leave. She doesn’t want to stay here to sleep for the night, and she wants you to come downstairs and talk to her,” Lina replied, recalling her message. “Everyone practically left already.” 

“Leave?” I mumbled, trying to think of where umma would go other than this place. “Okay – I’m going to talk to her.” Looking at JaeWon, I quickly added, “I’ll be right back.” Then, looking at Lina and JaeWon, I pushed the two together. “Talk. Get to know each other. Favorite colors, movies, whatever. I’ll be back.” 

“She really is weird sometimes isn’t she? Why would I care about your favorite color?” I heard Lina asking JaeWon as I headed down the hall. 

My heart was pounding in my chest. Too many things were happening at once and I didn’t know where to focus my mind on. Should I tell umma that JaeWon was here, with me? I bounded the stairs, quite different from when I had walked up it. 

True to what Lina said, umma was already standing at the front door with Mr. Im and some relatives. They all had their coats on and were chattering quietly. Umma looked up when she heard my footsteps, and forced a small smile on her face. Wrapping the large white winter coat she was wearing around her slender shoulders, umma drew me close to her when I came down the stairs. “Did you have a good rest?” 

“Kind-of,” I lied, making sure I didn’t look into her eyes. “Lina told me you’re not planning to stay the night here.” 

Umma nodded, looking back at everyone else who had stepped away to let us talk. They stood outside of the house, ready to get in the cars. “We’re planning to go to Aunt Kang’s house. She doesn’t think it’s a good idea that I stay here tonight, and . . . I don’t think it’s good idea for the both of us either. I think it’ll be better if we go over there and spend some time with family.”

It was umma’s way of dealing with tragedy – going away and surrounding herself with people. A part of me wanted to do the same, but I knew many times over that that wasn’t the answer. If anything, running away from the problem only heightened its intensity. 

“There’s someone I want to introduce –“ I told umma slowly. Looking up and directly into her eyes, I prepared myself to tell her about JaeWon. But when I saw umma’s eyes creased together in concern, I changed my mind halfway. “Never mind.”

Umma stared at me as if she was trying to figure me out, but she looked too tired to investigate into my strange behavior. “So are you going with me or do you and Lina want to stay here?” Umma must’ve thought I’d much rather stay than go because I had a friend with me. 

“I think Lina and I would like to stay,” I mumbled. I wanted to tell umma about JaeWon being in the house; I felt wrong lying to her, but I couldn’t find the words to tell her. I couldn’t do this now, when she was mourning about appa’s death – when we were both still mourning over appa’s death. But then again, I couldn’t leave JaeWon alone. 

Umma nodded slowly, reaching out to stroke my hair. “I guess I’ll be back tomorrow. There’s plenty of food around the house. If anything happens, call Aunt Kang’s house after you call the police. Okay? Remember to lock all the doors and shut all the windows, and –“ I didn’t let her finish before I pulled her into a hug, reassuring her. For a while, umma let me hold her. I felt more love for her than I ever thought I ever could at that moment. We must’ve hugged for at least five minutes before Mr. Im finally cleared his throat. He had been standing quietly next to umma the whole time we were talking. 

“Remember to call me if anything happens.” Umma gave me a quick kiss on the cheek before heading out of the house. Aunt Kang and some other relatives welcomed her toward their awaiting car with open arms. She turned back to look at me once again before turning back to them. 

“Is JaeWon upstairs?” Mr. Im made me jump when he asked. Just as he was heading out the door to follow umma, he leaned back in to talk to me. 

“How did you –“ Confused, I looked around to make sure no one was listening to our conversation.
“I’m the one that took him here,” Mr. Im told me, his kind eyes smiled at me. “He called me last night asking me if I could help him one more time.”
“JaeWon called you?”
“Yes. And lucky for him, I knew you were going to be in Pusan for your appa’s funeral, so I took him here with me.”

Lowering my head, I stared at the floor with mixed feelings. So it wasn’t just magic that JaeWon popped up out of nowhere. But he was always full of surprises on how he used his resources. I looked up to smile at Mr. Im. “Thank you.”

Mr. Im smiled back at me, nodding his head. “This is a hard time in your life right now. He’s a special guy for caring enough to want to come. I told him I didn’t think it was a good idea, but he insisted. He must really care about you.” 

I could feel myself blushing as Mr. Im continued to talk to me. All I could say was, “Thank you.” Both times now, he had been involved in bringing JaeWon to me. It was sometimes strangely weird how things turned out from someone else’s good deeds. 

Patting me on the back, Mr. Im inclined his head toward me before turning to leave. I stood in the doorway, watching Mr. Im get into the car that umma was already sitting in. She leaned over and said something to him, probably asking him what he was talking to me about. I saw Mr. Im just nod and smile before turning back and waving to me. I smiled back, waving at him and umma before their car started up and rolled down the street. 

I stepped back, closing the door.

I should’ve introduced JaeWon to umma. 
. . .


“So then he told me that we had to break up because he was cheating on me. I didn’t believe him; I mean, who would go out with him besides me? But then I found out he wasn’t really cheating on me. He had joined a gang – Choi SangWoo’s gang. So then I thought, ‘oh my god, what the hell did he do that for?!’ Then, I found out that he was just there to basically clean up the member’s headquarters. He had the loser job, he wasn’t an official member! And then he introduced his brother, Bryan into the gang-life, and Bryan’s job was to watch over that psycho Kim TaeHee. But anyways, I met Danny when he was May’s apartment one day I forget for some reason. And we clicked. We had some things in common. He tried to kill JunJin when he first met him. So Danny and I started going out. But we didn’t tell May because . . . at that time, she was so against anything gang-related because she really thought you two broke up because of that game you played on her – which, by the way, was NOT cool. You hurt my best friend like that ever again, I’ll kick your ass! I mean it. I’ll do it too.” 

The funny thing about Lina is that she has a tendency to change subject matters as quickly as a person blinks. One minute she’s immersed in a story about herself, and then the next minute, she relates it directly to the person she’s telling it to. 

In this case, it was JaeWon who had to listen to her. He was eating, and looked up from his plate of food in surprise at the end of her story about her breakup with Feet, and how she got involved with Danny. 

“Lina!” I kicked her foot gently underneath the table. Looking up from my plate of food, I made a face at her. “Yah, why bring that up?”

“He has to know!” she retorted, pulling at her ponytail. Leaning back in her chair, Lina leveled her eyes at JaeWon and me. “So are you two fine with Danny and me going out?”

“Why wouldn’t we be fine with it?” I questioned, picking up my glass of water. 
“We’re fine with it,” JaeWon answered her anyways, going back to eating.

Lina grinned brightly at the two of us “Good! Now we’re all a family!”

After umma had left the house with everyone else, JaeWon, Lina, and I had made ourselves comfortable in the house alone. We made good use of the kitchen, setting the table with plates of food and drinks. It had been almost half-an-hour, and we were still sitting and eating. Lina was doing most of the talking, trying to keep it lively. She was telling us about her relationship with Feet, why they broke up, and how she started dating Danny. It was an interesting story, and the more I came to realize that Lina had her own fair share of problems too. And so, while Lina and I talked, JaeWon concentrated on eating. Only during Lina’s random outbursts did he look up and answer her questions. I sat beside him, feeling a feeling I hadn’t felt in a long time – content. 

Lina finished up her piece of bread, washing it down with some juice. “So what are you two planning to do tomorrow?” 

I looked at JaeWon as he stopped eating midway. He glanced back at me, and then told Lina, “We don’t know yet.” 

“I’m going to have to go back to Seoul. Those guys probably wrecked the apartment the way we jumped out of the bathroom window yesterday,” Lina mumbled, reminding me of our escape from our apartment. “JaeWon, do you think - they’ll pay for damages?”

“Hahaha . . . .” It was the first time JaeWon laughed since being here. He appeared much more relaxed when he did; his eyes lit up. “You think they’ll pay for damages? They were probably the same guys who were in the room when Choi SangWoo got shot, and did nothing.” 

All of a sudden, the light mood at the table turned dark. Lina drew back in her seat at the mentioning of his name; she had visited SangWoo with me once, and left early. She hadn’t liked seeing him in such a childlike state, and it unnerved her for some reason. As for me, his name brought memories of the last time I had seen him. 

“. . . Should we go back to Seoul tomorrow to visit him?” I looked over at JaeWon, not knowing why the words slipped out of my mouth. 

JaeWon sat still for a moment before turning to meet my gaze. His shimmering eyes drew me in, and for a while we just sat looking at each other. “I don’t think it’s such a good idea.”

“You haven’t seen him after he got shot have you?” I asked, remembering the childlike SangWoo I had left at the hospital. “You haven’t visited him at the hospital?” 

JaeWon shook his head once; he glanced away and then back at me. “I don’t think it’s a good idea I go to see him now.”

“I don’t think it’s such a good idea either,” Lina chimed in. Taking the serious conversation at hand, she was no longer trying to make funny conversation. “Kim JiYong and his psychos may be waiting for you guys at every corner of Seoul.” 

Lina did have a point. After all, JaeWon was on the run right now, and it was dangerous for him to go anywhere right now. What was so safe about this house right now that Kim JiYong and his psychos couldn’t just storm in and shoot us all dead right now? I shivered at the thought, agreeing with them. “Yeah, we shouldn’t go. Bad idea.” 

Lina nodded, and JaeWon went back to eating somberly. I glanced him, but he was quietly thinking about something . . . 

“Anyways, let’s have a drink. Why are we talking about depressing things?” Leaning across the table for the bottle of soju, Lina started pouring some into the glasses on the table. Handing full glasses to me and then JaeWon, Lina took one for herself. “Okay, to being friends! And when Danny can get together with us, we’ll all go karaoke, double dates, movies, and yeah!” Raising up the glass, Lina tilted her head back and dunk the drink down her throat. 

JaeWon and I exchanged amused glances. 

Within five minutes, Lina was drunk off her butt and we had to carry her upstairs. 

After JaeWon placed her neatly on my bed, I tucked Lina underneath the covers. Straightening up in the darkness, JaeWon wrapped an arm around my shoulder as we both watched Lina rolled over and nearly slammed her face into the wall against the side of the bed as she mumbled, “Save the sea!”

Turning to me, JaeWon smirked. “Your best friend is weird.” 

. . .


Dragging the blanket up to my neck, I swung my legs underneath the futon freely. JaeWon shifted slightly next to me, his eyes glued to the night sky twinkling with small stars. An occasional airplane would fly by overhead, and then disappear as a gust of wind would descend around us. It was during those moments when I would scoot myself closer to JaeWon until eventually, I was neatly resting my head in his chest.

It was completely silent out in my backyard. There were small ornaments lined up all around the area, glowing specks of orange and red. Attached to the house was a small wooden roof-like overhead where a large futon was placed beneath. Back when I was younger, I would hang around in this area of my backyard because it was always underneath the shade and very cool. It had been years since I had been back here, and this time, for a long time, for the first and last time, it was with Yoon JaeWon. How bitter sweet memories become.

Picking up JaeWon’s hand, I started traced the lines on them. “So, how old are you really?”

JaeWon extended his hand as I continued to make invisible lines on them. “Same age as MiSun if she was still alive – 22.”
“That’s a big age difference. We’re almost four years apart,” I replied, calculating. 
“Wasn’t it last month that you turned 19?”
“Yeah . . . . “
“Did you have a big party?”
“No. Lina took me out drinking, and I got drunk. And I don’t remember much.”
“Since when did you start drinking so much?”
“Since you left.”

JaeWon paused for a second, watching my movements. 

Glancing back up at him, I changed the subject, “Want to hear something funny?”

“. . . Why not,” JaeWon rhetorically asked. 

“For the first month straight, after you disappeared, I went out and bought coffee at every Starbucks in Seoul – hoping I’d catch you at one of them.” I let out a laugh after I said it, feeling stupid for such a confession. “I thought, if I could catch you at one of them, I would cuss you out and dump coffee on you.” 

“You see – this is why girls are scary,” JaeWon mumbled.
“Hey!” I sat up, punching him in the arm. 
“Ow!”
“Sorry!” 

JaeWon laughed, and then reached for my nose. “Why do things and then apologize? You need to see the face you make when you do.” 

I slapped JaeWon’s hand away from my nose. “Fine, I won’t apologize anymore then. Besides, you’re the one who owes me an apology.” 

“For what?” he asked as if he had absolutely no clue.

“For . . . you know. The game you and SangWoo played on me.” I tried to sound nonchalant about it, but JaeWon could read right through me. 

“That’s not something to be sorry about. It wasn’t a mistake.” JaeWon placed his stance on the situation. And before I could get mad, he added, “Because I fell for you didn’t I? Do you really want me to apologize for that?” 

I think I became candle wax by that point; I melted right into JaeWon. Sitting up, I turned to face him. We were so close that I could make out every line on his face, every crease in his lips, and every light reflecting in his eyes. “. . . You’ve changed.”

“You’ve changed too,” he replied. 

Gone were the days we would bicker and hate each other. There was something that had changed about the two of us in the past three months. But now that we were back together, it still felt right for some reason. Maybe the time apart did us good rather than hurt our relationship. It was completely evident in our conversation now. We were now more adults, if that was the right word to describe us now. 

“But we’re still . . . .” I offered slowly, trying to find the right words. 

“Black Coffee and April? You’re stuck with that nickname for the rest of your life. Don’t even try to get rid of it,” JaeWon ended my sentence for me. 

Smiling like a freak, I told him, “What did you think when you first saw me, what did you feel, think? Did you think I was pretty?”

"Uh-ahem!” JaeWon brought a hand up to his mouth as he coughed, looking away.
“HEY!” I punched his arm again. “I’m being serious!” 
“I am!”
“Yoon JaeWon!”

For a while all we did was laugh and smile at each other like fools. If this was what people considered as chemistry, I suppose we had it. But, our chemistry was just strange. I picked JaeWon’s hand again, holding it in-between my own. “JaeWon –“

“What?”
“Don’t you think it’s a shame we never got to do actual couple things?”
“What do you mean couple things?”
"Like – going to the movies, eating at a restaurant, going shopping, holding hands in public. Those things.”

Letting out a laugh, JaeWon inclined his head toward me. “Do we have to?”

“Yeah, I mean – we never have,” I told him, feeling sad as I mention it. “All we do when we’re together, most of the time, is run away from people chasing you or me. This gang. That gang.” 

“Then, what do you want us to do?” JaeWon asked, having absolutely no clue himself.
“I want us to do those things. Have some kind of normalcy in our relationship, you know?” I asked him.

JaeWon shook his head. He reached out pinch my cheeks as he said, “You always make me do corny things anyways, April. You make me do things I would never do; stupid things too. Like that Conversations game. I have to say all these – these lovey-dovey things. Honestly, it makes me want to die every time I say it. But . . . I still have say and do them. When I don’t, I feel like a bad boyfriend. I’m just not used to all those emotional things. I’m not that kind-of boyfriend material.”

Even though JaeWon was trying to explain himself, all I heard was the word: boyfriend. “You’re my boyfriend?”
JaeWon paused, looking back at me as if I was a Martian. “Excuse me?”
“You just said you’re my boyfriend.” 
“Uh . . . if I’m not your boyfriend, then what am I April? Another month? March?”
“No! It’s just weird hearing you admit it when . . . you haven’t asked me.” 

I nodded, smirking at JaeWon as I reached out and poked his nose this time. “You haven’t asked to be your girlfriend yet. You can’t just claim you’re someone’s boyfriend without asking them.”

“I thought we . . . what are you –“ JaeWon, clearly foreign to women’s games of: yes means no and no means yes, was having a hard time understanding that I was playing that infamous game. “We kissed didn’t we?”

“That doesn’t mean you’re my boyfriend yet dummy. You have to ask me. Go ahead, ask me.” I grinned, my heart thumping in my chest as I prepared myself for the romantic scene I created. “Go ahead.” 

JaeWon frowned, continuing to stare at me. “You – you’re serious?”
“Why do you think I’m making my best face at you? I’m ready. Go!” I urged him.
“May . . . .”
“Yes?”
“April, you’re being ridiculous.” 

I had half-a-mind to punch him in the face and run. Who was I kidding when I said he changed? He was still the same mean-spirited coffee-loving-jerk. “Fine then. It’s getting late anyways. Your ‘not-girlfriend’ is going to sleep.” 

Just as I was about to get up, JaeWon reached out and grabbed onto my wrist, laughing, “Hahaha . . . wait.” 

“I really don’t want to have a useless conversation JaeWon. I’m too tired,” I lied to him, trying to hide my hurt that he was refusing to ask a simple question that he already knew the answer to. 

“Wanna hear something funny?” JaeWon still held onto my hand until I sat back down. Forcing me to face him, his facial expression became much more relaxed now. “Want to know why I’m so obsessed with coffee?” 

“No,” I lied again, looking away from him.

JaeWon reached out to cup his hands under my chin, forcing me to back at him. “I’m sure you’ll want to hear it. It involves you.”

Now, he had my attention. “Me? What do I have to do with your coffee obsession?”

JaeWon let go of my chin as he laughed. “You really have short-term memory. You don’t remember that one time you threw coffee all over my shoes at the Starbucks near the train station?” 

“What?” Confused, I stared at JaeWon as if he was crazy. “What are you talking about?”

Smiling wider, JaeWon continued, “You were there with Lina, and I was with Danny. We were standing behind you two in line. You were talking and showing each other the new purses or something you just bought. When you went to order and got your order, you were laughing at something Lina said and you turned around too quickly and spilled the coffee all over my shoes.” 

As JaeWon told me our first memory together, my thoughts were slowly recollecting the images. It had been months ago, but his words of that day seemed so familiar. Then . . . I remembered; it clicked. “Oh god! I remember! Danny was furious! He pulled out this handkerchief or something and started wiping your shoe for you. Lina and I were like, ‘oh god, look at that gay couple!’ and then we walked away laughing! Hahaha!” 

JaeWon rolled his eyes at me, reaching out pinch my cheeks again but I dodged his hand. “Yeah, that was so funny.” 

“Hahahaha . . . but what does that have to do your coffee obsession?” I continued laughing.

“Because that day, I was introduced to black coffee. The smell was different from other types, and when I went to ask the Starbucks server what it was, the rest was history; I was addicted.” JaeWon answered simply. “You didn’t know it but, that day, I was following you. Prior to when SangWoo decided to make himself known to you, I was suppose to watch you – where you work, people you hang out with, places you hang at.”

“You stalked me?” I gasped, listening to this new information with uneasiness. 

“Stalking someone really isn’t as fun as you think it would be. So to stay awake, I drank coffee,” JaeWon went on, ignoring my comments. “So it’s because of you I’m addicted to coffee now. Thanks.”

“You’re welcome,” I told him. “You love it.”
JaeWon grinned. “I know. That’s why I said thanks.”
“Aigo, you’re so weird you know that?”
“You’re dating a weirdo, you know that?”
“JaeWon –“
“What?”
“No more secrets?”

JaeWon stared down at the pinkie finger I was offering for him to take. “What are we? Middle school?” 
“Take it! Promise me no more secrets from now on.” I extended it out again.
JaeWon sighed. “See what I mean when I said you make me do stupid things?” But he still took my pinkie. 

“So that’s how things started?” I pulled JaeWon back into our conversation. I was so interested in the little tidbits he was revealing. To show him how serious I was, I gave him my undivided attention. 

JaeWon smirked, scanning my face. “When I first saw you, from afar, I thought you looked so much like MiSun. There was no doubt in my mind that SangWoo was head-over-heels in love before he even talked to you. It was just one random night when we were going around nightclubs, and we stopped by The Trax. We were sitting at the corner table when you walked by, handing menus to the people sitting next to us. SangWoo almost fainted when he saw you; he was literally so stunned that he couldn’t move. He kept saying that you were MiSun, and every night after that night, he would stalk that place. At that time, Kim JiYong had admitted HanSuk into our gang. He used to be a rival, but he made some kind of deal with Kim JiYong and he accepted HanSuk. That was when he called me back to Seoul, and told SangWoo and me the truth. He had lied about the who shot whose brother, and SangWoo had shot mine because he thought I had shot his – when in fact, HanSuk was the one that shot SangWoo’s brother.” 

“It was a mess. Literally, a mess. But SangWoo and I were pissed off when we realized the truth; we felt like Kim JiYong had used us and betrayed us. So we bonded together, and thought of rebelling against him. At the time, he left for Korea and wanted us to accept HanSuk. So we just ran around, doing things we weren’t suppose to do and pissing HanSuk off. In the meantime, SangWoo asked me for a favor. He told me he wanted to get close to you; he never told me the reason why he wanted to get close to you, but when I saw you, I knew why. You looked so much like the MiSun he had lost. I don’t know why I agreed, to be honest; I guess you can say I was interested in a way. So SangWoo and I made plans; one event would happen and then he would show up. Another even would happen and I would show up.”

“There were times when I told him it was stupid how he thought the plan would work in his favor, but he ignored me. He had no idea that I could tell you and I . . . we started to . . . . And if you really wanted to know, I started to fall for you that day when we had the fight at my place. That was when I knew that you really cared about me; you were the only true thing in the web of lies SangWoo and I made - for our entertainment. When I was sick you took care of me. I knew I liked you when . . . we kissed in that pool. That was when I didn’t want to give you up.”

“But, when you found out the truth when Kim JiYong came back, I was more pissed off than anything because I didn’t want you to find out that way. I was going to tell you the truth and apologize to you. But then Kim JiYong had caught wind of SangWoo and me talking about rebelling against him, so he decided to kill us. Yes, he's crazy like that. To him, loyalty and trust is everything. You can do a million things right for him, but slip once and he'll never hesitate to bury you. He started with SangWoo first. Thanks to TaeHee, I was just locked away and occasionally beaten for trying to escape. When I did escape, for the first month, I stayed at different places, and when I couldn’t wait anymore, I had to come back to see you. I found out you moved from that kid Matt, at your old apartment complex, and found your new place. I rallied some of the guys that were still loyal to me, and had some of them follow you the whole day. Then, I finally showed myself at that ally.”

The whole time JaeWon talked, I kept quiet. The whole time, I stared into his eyes, blinking only when I had to. I was afraid that I would miss the simplest expression on his face if I did. Just listening to him talk about it made me feel something unexplainable. Was this real? Was this how it felt like to love someone for this simplicity in such a complex world? For the first time since I had known him, this was the most JaeWon had ever said to me in one sitting. I didn’t want to stop him, afraid that I would ruin his moment. 

But when he finished, I added, “And you went back to TaeHee’s place. You left me at the ally to go with TaeHee.”

“I didn’t want her to do anything drastic if she found out that I was there for you. We went back to her place, and she continued to tell me to apologize to her stepfather; she always cared for me and helped me.” JaeWon replied, looking as though he was having a hard time talking about this part now. “But I left her place after an hour of our argument. She was crying really badly when I left, but I had to. If I didn’t she would’ve stabbed me again.” 

My jaw literally dropped when I realized that the freshest cut on his body, on his upper abdomen, was by Kim TaeHee herself. “But, she –“

“She’s stoic – very military-like sometimes. But also very psycho,” JaeWon mumbled, touching his injury. “Lina told me you guys talked, and after that she fainted? She probably told Kim JiYong to bring you there to make sure we weren’t together. That’s why we never worked out. She depends on medication to keep her mind stable, but because of that - she’s capable of doing deadly things. She fabricated a relationship; she made it up saying that we were in love. Sure, I kissed her a couple of times, but it didn't mean anything. And besides . . . I just never liked her that way. When you don’t like someone, you don’t like them. If you do like someone, you just do.” 

By now, I couldn’t take my eyes off of JaeWon. It was also the first time he was being so candid. More than anything, all these emotions I felt for him came rushing in and out of me. “So you don't have any feelings for her – at all?" 

JaeWon looked at me dead in the eyes as he said, "At all." 

"So then, when Kim JiYong locked you away for those two months, where were you?” I asked. 

“In that compound by the harbor. I didn’t get to leave. I tried to escape and got into a lot of fights. By then, I was considered a traitor and treated like one. When I finally escaped, during the third month, I just tried my best to hide.” JaeWon reached out for my hand. “You . . . you were there when SangWoo got shot?” 

I nodded, telling JaeWon for the first time. Now, it was my turn. “HanSuk aimed the gun at me, I guess to divert my attention. But I saw him switch and point the gun at SangWoo. Afterwards, I figured Kim JiYong and HanSuk didn’t want the other guys in the room to know that SangWoo was planning a rebellion so that’s why he got shot. They covered it up by talking about our whole love triangle issue. It was stupid.” 

JaeWon nodded. “True Kim JiYong style. To other people looking in, his motives are always stupid, but you have to look deeper to find his true reason. That’s what makes him a crime boss.”

“. . . You’ve never visited SangWoo?” I asked JaeWon once again, placing my palm into his hand now. “You don’t want to?”

JaeWon frowned slightly. “Contrary to what everyone thinks, SangWoo and I are not close or friends. No matter what kind of mix-up it was, he still shot my brother. I only helped him with you because . . . to be truthful, I don’t have a solid reason. I just did it. He needed someone to join his stupid game, and I was stupid enough to. But when SangWoo realized that we had something, he punched me a couple of times. Not just that one time at the beach.” 

“Really?” This was certainly a surprise to me. 

“Yeah. It was his idea to lock me away at the compound. But he didn’t know that Kim JiYong only agreed because SangWoo was the one he wanted to get rid of first,” JaeWon continued on. “We aren’t friends. Crist and Mayhem are still two separate gangs, but because Kim JiYong wants us to work together – we have to. All those times I acted like I hated him, I really do. Besides, at the time I had no choice. He was Kim JiYong's favorite, until HanSuk came along."

“But he’s not that Choi SangWoo anymore,” I told JaeWon. “He has permanent memory lost. He acts like a child JaeWon – exactly like a ten-year-old or something.” 

Letting go of my hand, JaeWon hesitated for a moment before reaching into his back pocket all of a sudden. Taking out an envelope, he handed it to me. “Open it.” 

Curious, I took it from him. Reaching inside, I drew out two neatly-cut and printed sheets of paper. I didn’t have to look any further than the Destination: United States of America, to see that this was a plane ticket. Looking up at JaeWon, I gave him a questioning look. “Where did you get this?”

“I have a cousin that lives in California. I can’t stay with my parents because Kim JiYong knows where they live. I want you to come with me. We’ll leave next week.” His last words made me lose my breath, and made my heart quicken. I wasn’t prepared for him to just bring this out. But, the thought of leaving this place and going somewhere like that with JaeWon was exciting. But, it could never happen. 

“I can’t leave my umma,” I told him softly. “Not this soon.”

JaeWon reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. “We’ll talk to her – tomorrow, after we go to Seoul.”
“What?” I looked at him in surprise. “Seoul? Isn’t it too dangerous? What if we get caught?”
“We won't be there long.”
“You sure you want to?”

JaeWon nodded, agreeing. “If you wanted to go see SangWoo, then we’ll go. We’ll put everything to rest, and start over. Besides, you don’t want me to go away to America alone. What if I fall for a white girl?” 

“You better not!” I slapped his arm once again, making a face at JaeWon for even suggesting the thought.

He grinned, grabbing onto my hands. “Then come with me. Nothing’s stopping you. Your umma’s gonna love me after she talks to me. I’ll promise her I’ll take good care of you, and everything. Besides, you can go over there and study English, go to college.” 

“And what are you going to do?” I asked him.
“Same. Go to school, start in ESL and work my way up. We’ll be Fobs together!” JaeWon laughed.
“Fobs?” I was confused already.
“Fresh of the boat. That’s what people over there call new-comers.” 
". . . FOBS."

JaeWon always has a way to convince people to his advantage. I felt like hugging him tight for some reason; his confidence was incredibly sexy. His drive when he had a certain goal was so contagious. And he didn’t mind being called a FOB if we were in a new country either. That says a lot about his character.

Brushing back a strand of hair from my face, I looked up at JaeWon again, but this time with a shy look on my face. “JaeWon . . . I think I love you.”

The smile on JaeWon’s face faded; then, he sighed. “You shouldn’t take it so lightly. It’s a serious word to say; a hard word to say.” 

I blinked, confused at how he was taking my words. This time, more aggressively, I said, “I love you. What’s so serious about it? Yah, don’t roll your eyes at me Yoon JaeWon.” 

“May, You don’t get it – it’s like saying, ‘I’m having a heart-attack.’ “ 
“. . . And your point is?”
“You don’t tell people you have a heart attack unless you REALLY do! Get it?!” 

“God damn it Yoon JaeWon, why do you always do this?! You ruin moments and cell phones like it’s NOTHING. Who are you to preach to me when I can say things? Why can’t you just be normal and be flattered?! Ugh, I’m leaving.” Throwing the blanket off of me for good, I started to get up. That was enough embarrassment. I try to be romantic and tell the guy I love him, and he does this to me? 

“Wait –“
“What?!” 
“I’m having a heart attack.” 

It was my turn to roll my eyes at him, trying hard not to smile, but I couldn’t stop it anyways. Slapping his shoulder lightly, I said, “Alright, come on Heart-Attack man. Let’s go sleep. If we’re going to Seoul tomorrow, we gotta wake up a little early.” 

JaeWon made a silly face at me, but eventually he got up, taking my offered hand. “Where are we going?” 

“To where you’re sleeping tonight. You don’t want to sleep on the couch do you?” I teased him. 

JaeWon and I got up from the futon couch, letting the blanket fall back on it empty. JaeWon let me guide him back in the house. It felt nice to be back inside the warm house instead of the cold outside. As we rounded the living room, and then headed up the stairs, we both fell into comfortable silence. Content to show him where his room was, when we landed on the first floor, I pulled JaeWon toward the guest room.

“You can stay in here. This was the room Lina was supposed to stay in, but since she’s drunk and asleep in my bed, I’ll go back up and share the bed with her.” Turning the doorknob, I pulled JaeWon into the dainty room. It was very stylish, kind-of old fashioned furnished. “There’s a bathroom too if you want to shower or you know –“

JaeWon stopped in the middle of the room, looking around. He nodded his head. “It’s a nice room.” 

“My umma loves decorating rooms.” I smiled at him, letting go of his hand as I stood back. 

For a while, JaeWon and I stood in our respective spots. But our gazes met in the middle when JaeWon and I turned to the same direction. For a while, we just looked at each other, uncertain of what to do next. Lowering my head to look at the floor, I let out a nervous laugh, “Well  –I guess I’ll go then. I'll see you in the morning.” 

“Wait –“ Just as I was about to walk past him, JaeWon held onto my wrist, and pulled me closer to him. It was almost too magnetic what happened next. Closing the door softly behind us, JaeWon leaned in and glided his hands inside my hair. Placing hands near my lower neck, JaeWon tilted my chin towards him. When our lips meet again, JaeWon lips lingered tenderly against my own. I grabbed onto his shoulders tight, pulling him down to meet my movements. Holding each other close, we kissed, each time forcing our lips to travel to a higher level and rhythm. JaeWon’s hand slipped around my waist, and I felt the bed against the back of my knees. Slowly, sensually I fell back onto the bed. The soft mattress sucked in my back comfortably, and JaeWon laid down on top of me. He kissed me a couple more times before he pulled away to look at me again. 

“Will you be my girlfriend?” he asked, brushing his lips against mine.

“. . . Yes.” My voice was barely a whisper as I answered. My heart was pounding so hard that I could barely hear myself. 

Pressing a hand against my eyes as the tears stung, I tried to hide them but was unsuccessful. “Why are you crying?” JaeWon reached out to wipe the tears that had leaked. “I ask you to be my girlfriend and you cry?”

“Because I was trying to get you ask me that outside, but you didn’t,” I told him, wanting to laugh at the ridiculous reason. “And for being here with me . . . while I’m going through so much right now.”

I puckered up my lips and kissed him momentarily. Withdrawing, I felt myself falling deeper into the mattress. JaeWon looked down at me; I could barely make out his face in the semi-darkness. In that moment, there was somekind of understanding between us. The thought of the next move, the next level of our relationship was on our minds. Brushing his lips softly against mine again, JaeWon whispered, “If we do this . . . things will be different. We can’t go back if we do this. You know that right?”

I nodded, another tear leaking out of my eyes. “I know.”

“ . . . You want to?”
“I want to.” 

As JaeWon’s hands trailed up my back, I arched myself higher to meet his movements when he kissed me again. 

I don’t know why I cried. It should’ve been the happiness moment of my life. But I just knew that I loved JaeWon so much, I would never be the same again; I knew that subconsciously and consciously. We were both adults; we knew what were doing, but we were still so unsure about everything. The old saying: Would you still love me in the morning, replayed over and over in my mind. But when you love someone, truly love someone, it’s not that question you should ask yourselves when you wake up the next morning. The question you should ask is: Will fate let us be together again? 

. . .


“YOON JAEWON! You open this door right NOW! I’ll fucken tear this place down if you don’t! JAEWON!” 

No matter how hard I pounded on the metal door until my hands turned red, no matter how much I kicked on the door until my toes bled, no matter how loud I screamed until my throat burned – there was no movement from the other side. 

I clawed at it in a desperate attempt; I kept piercing it and piercing it until I couldn’t see anymore. Thousands of tears were fighting each other to jump down from my eyes, wetting my cheeks. 

“JaeWon . . . please.” I could barely get the words out as I collapsed against the door, pushing my palm against it – knowing on the other side of the door, JaeWon was crying for me too. 

That was the nightmare I had when I woke up the next day. It was such a mind-piercing nightmare that I woke up with a start, and it took me so long to realize that it all a bad dream. For a while, I just stayed still in bed trying to shake the disturbing images out of my head. Whatever it meant, I didn’t welcome it. Shaking the nightmare from my mind, I ignored it as much as I can. I should’ve seen it as an omen.

Clutching the covers closer to my body to keep warm, I rolled over onto my side. When I finally started to recollect my memories, my mind started to replay the happier images. That was when I remembered where I was and what happened last night. JaeWon – Yoon JaeWon – I am so in love with him. Smiling like a fool, I rolled back to the center of the bed and realized that it was an empty bed. Where’s JaeWon?

Sitting up in the bed abruptly, I hadn’t seen JaeWon standing by the window. He turned to face me when he saw that I was awake. His hair still looked wet from a shower, and he was now dressed in different clothes. "Good morning."

“Hey – is that my shirt? And sweats?” I looked at the dark blue t-shirt he was wearing, along with gray sweats. 

JaeWon looked down at his attire, smiling. “Yeah, I hope you don’t mind. I found them in the closet. They’re a little small though.”

“Duh.” I let out a laugh, staring at how the clothes fit him a little too much for comfort. “ . . . How long have you been awake?”

“An hour ago.” JaeWon left his place by the window to come to my side of the bed. Placing both hands around my sides, he leaned in and kissed my cheeks tenderly. “Don’t make fun of my girlfriend’s clothes.” 

“Don’t threaten me, my boyfriend will kick your ass,” I teased him, kissing his cheek back. 

“How do you feel?” 
“Good.”
“Congratulations. You’re Mrs. JaeWon now.”
“Mrs. JaeWon? Oh god JaeWon, please –"
“April –“
“Yes Black Coffee?”
“I’m having a heart attack.” 

“MAY! WHERE ARE YOU?!” Lina’s piercing call echoed throughout the house, interrupting our romantic talk.

JaeWon drew back from me as he stared at the door, as if he expected her to burst through the doors. “She’s awake.” 

Pulling JaeWon back in for a final kiss, I whispered to him, “If I’m Mrs. JaeWon, then you’re Mr. Maybelline.”

“How about we just stick to Black coffee and April?” JaeWon bit my lower lip lightly.
(Chapter 41)

This last piece of my thoughts is dedicated to you. I hope you know how much you meant, and still mean to me love. I swear there were warning signs that day; I should’ve noticed them. But I was on such a cloud that I thought we were invincible; untouchable. Only when I went through the rough edges and spikes of the memory of that day, did I realize that it was love that made us feel that way. We were careless. And because we were good people, we could never have anticipated the evil that would fall on upon us. We never suspected it . . . we never knew how big the bomb we would detonate. Now your heart and my heart are littered in fragments . . . 

“I’ll call you once I get back to the apartment.” Lina reached out to pull me into a hug. Squeezing my shoulders as hard as she could, she finally drew back with a large smile on her face. Tugging at the hat I had covering my face, Lina turned back to JaeWon now.

The loud blare coming from the train as it started to leave the station deafened us for a split second. All around, people were bustling about, ready for the afternoon commute. The three of us had taken the early morning train back to Seoul, which saved a good amount of time and money. Before leaving the house, I had made sure to write umma a note telling her that I was taking Lina back to Seoul, and would be back later tonight. I was planning to introduce JaeWon to her when we came back to Pusan . . . . Now that we were in Seoul, JaeWon and I had put on dark sweatshirts, complete with matching black hats. Even though we doubted Kim JiYong’s men would be patrolling Seoul looking for us, we were still careful with the fact that he was a psycho and capable of anything.

But so far, after descending the train, there was nothing out of the ordinary. 

“And I’ll talk to you later,” Lina was saying to JaeWon, noticing how he was looking at her as if she was crazy. And before JaeWon could say anything, Lina had already pulled him into a big bear hug. “It was nice to meet you.”

“You too.” JaeWon returned her surprise hug with exceptional ease.
Lina nodded, patting him on the back as she took a step back. “Take good care of my best friend.” 
“You take care of Danny.”
“Oh I will.”

Laughing at their exchange, I couldn’t help but feel extremely happy that JaeWon and Lina got along. They clicked in such a strange way. Lina was out there, while JaeWon was reserved. Yet, they found that balance in-between. 

Finally picking up her duffel bag, Lina leaned in to give me one last hug. “I’m going to go. I’ll see you two later.” 

“Bye.”
“Call me!” 

Wrapping an arm around my shoulder, I leaned into JaeWon as we watched Lina wave one final time before disappearing in the crowd of people waiting for the next train. When she was finally out of sight, JaeWon looked back at me.

“What do you want to do first?”
“Do you want to go see SangWoo yet?”
“The sooner we do, the sooner we can get back to Pusan.”
“That’s true . . . but . . . .”
“What?”

Reaching down, I took his hands in mine. “Let’s go get some lunch first, and shop for a while.”
“Shop?” JaeWon looked absolutely appalled at the word, causing me to laugh again. 
“For clothes, or if you need anything else. We’re not leaving for America until next week.” I reminded him.
“We?”
“I’ve decided – I wanna go with you.” 

JaeWon smirked, placing his hands on each side of my cheeks. Drawing my face up to his, he leaned down and kissed my lips softly. “Thank you.”
. . .


We ate lunch and shopped at the local mall for the next two hours. Just like any other couple – just like an ordinary couple. It felt incredible to be able to hold your hand and walk next to you. We laughed. We smiled. We kissed. We followed every cliché storyline in the movies and books; so how were we suppose to see what was going to come our way . . . 

The hospital hallway that led down to Choi SangWoo’s hospital room was brightly lit. The doors to every hospital room were open or ajar. Light flooded out of each room, landing outside the hallway. As I passed each room, I could hear the chatters and the laughter’s coming from the inside. The mood was light and happy and dainty. When I rounded around the corner of SangWoo’s hospital room, the last one on the left, I held up the bouquet of flowers I had bought him. In my other hand, I was carrying a fresh bag of fruits. Smiling with content, I stuck my head around the corner. 

SangWoo was sitting up in his hospital bed, kicking his legs freely. Apparently, his legs were better now, and he didn't have to be in a wheelchair anymore. The doctor who was standing in front of SangWoo, examining his legs, stood up in satisfaction. He looked over at the nurse to his right and motioned for her to take down notes. “Everything seems to be okay. Vital signs are progressing with excellence. Well, Mr. Choi, you must be extremely happy that you can move your legs now. You’re no longer bound to this hospital.” 

Because I was standing in the doorway, I couldn’t hear what SangWoo replied, but the doctor let out a laugh.

Stepping inside the room, I smiled brightly at the same man who had told me that SangWoo had permanent memory loss three months ago, Dr. Sarandon. He was half-Korean, half-white and extremely laidback. His voice always remained the same intonation, and his eyes always seem to jump out of their sockets because they were so big. 

When he saw me standing in the room, placing my bouquet of flowers on the small table, he smiled his famous smile. Patting SangWoo on the back, Dr. Sarandon made his way over to me with his nurse following him closely behind. “Good evening May. Congratulations. I should’ve been the one to have told you, but I wasn’t in town. You must be so happy for SangWoo.” 

“. . . Excuse me?” I tried to keep the smile on my face, but I had no clue what he was talking about.

“You know – SangWoo –“ Dr. Sarandon started to say more, but stopped when SangWoo had gotten up from the hospital bed and interrupted him.

“MAY!” he shouted loudly when he saw me. SangWoo’s face had regained some of its youthfulness; his eyes glinted in the light when he came over to me. He seemed so vibrant and handsome that it was hard to believe I was staring at the same person. But SangWoo was still dressed in the blue and white hospital gown. Wrapping me in a tight embrace, he buried his face into my hair. “I’m so glad you’re here!” 

“Me too.” I let out a laugh, returning his tight hug.

“I’ll leave you two alone.” Dr. Sarandon inclined his head toward us before turning to leave the room. 

“I have something to tell you SangWoo,” I told him, patting his back as I gestured for him to let me go. “I brought someone here with me today that I want to introduce you to.”

“Who is it?” SangWoo asked anxiously, smiling so brightly that all his teeth showed. He let me go, turning his head to look at the new person who had entered his hospital room. “Who’s that?” For some reason, SangWoo’s voice deepened. Taking a step back from me, SangWoo stared at the newcomer. The smile he had on his face faded, replaced with a vacant stare. His eyes penetrated his new visitor 

Yoon JaeWon.

Stepping inside the hospital room with an uncertain look on his face, JaeWon relaxed when he saw me. Smiling at him, I made my way over to JaeWon. Grabbing onto his arm, I pulled him into the room to stand directly in front of SangWoo. “I brought him here today to meet you. This is JaeWon.” I looked back at SangWoo, expecting a whole-hearted reaction. Instead, SangWoo remained silent for what seemed like a long pregnant pause. His eyes were glued to JaeWon, and then traveled down to JaeWon’s arm – the arm I was holding. I should’ve noticed the consciousness of his eyes. 

Then, SangWoo said softly, “I know him.”

“What?” I asked. “You know him?”

SangWoo turned back to me; his solemn face slowly broke into a smile. “He’s the guy in your story. Remember? When you took me out to drink coffee last time, you told me that story.”

“Oh . . . hahahaha,” I laughed, turning back to JaeWon. For some reason I felt some-kind of relief. Smiling at JaeWon, I explained, “I took him to a coffee place last time and told him a ‘story’ and I used your name. Long story, but I’ve told SangWoo about you.” 

JaeWon, who had been silent the entire time, was still looking at SangWoo. Inside, he must’ve felt this was too unreal. How could the Choi SangWoo he had known for so long be standing in front of him, with no memories of who he was whatsoever? The millions of expression on JaeWon’s face were hard to understand. 

SangWoo, however, extended his right hand out to JaeWon. “It’s nice to meet you.” 

JaeWon reached out to return SangWoo’s handshake. He smiled genuinely, “You too . . . . “

Watching the exchange between JaeWon and SangWoo made me feel good. It felt like I had a part in bringing them together after all that’s happened. Granted that SangWoo had no memories of who JaeWon was, it was still the sentimental value for JaeWon. Grinning like a fool, I walked over to SangWoo’s hospital bed. “Look, I bought you some healthy stuff: apples, oranges, and bananas.” I drew him back to his hospital bed. 

SangWoo and JaeWon turned, watching me as I sat down. Tugging at my bag, I started picking out them out and placing them on the tray leveled at the foot of the bed. SangWoo moved, following my suit. When he sat down next to me, I asked, “What do you want to eat first?”

“. . . Oranges; they’re sour,” SangWoo replied; he kept his eyes on the oranges. “Can I choose?”

“Okay, then I’ll peel.” I handed SangWoo the bag, smiling at him.

SangWoo looked up and smiled back at me. Then, he lowered his head and started digging into the pile, picking up an orange and then throwing it back into the pile to find a better one. When he finally found the orange worthy of him, SangWoo held it out to me. “This is the winner.”

“Okay.” Taking it from him, I started to peel the orange, leaving the peels on the tray. 

SangWoo sat quietly as I continued peeling away the layers. “I’m going to be leaving soon May. The hospital is discharging me.”

“Really?” Looking up, I gave him the first half of the orange. “Are your parents coming to pick you up?”
“ . . . I guess.” Biting into the first sour orange, SangWoo barely had a face. “Will you still come visit me?”

“Of course I will, when I get the chance.” I finished the rest of the peeling, and then handed the other half of the orange to SangWoo. Grabbing a tissue from a tissue box already on the tray, I smiled at him. “That’s why I came by today. That’s why – we came by today. We wanted to see you.” 

SangWoo continued biting into his orange timidly. He appeared too occupied with eating his orange that he didn’t even look up at me. “What do you mean?” 

I looked up at JaeWon. Exchanging a smile with him, I turned back to SangWoo. “I won’t be able to see you for a while after today SangWoo. JaeWon and I are going to go away for a while.”

SangWoo was right in the middle of biting the last piece of orange when he abruptly looked up at me. With the piece still stuck on his front teeth, his eyebrows creased together in question, “What?”

“There are some people after us – for no reason. Bad people,” I told SangWoo as simply as I could. “So JaeWon and I have to go away for a while. But when things get better, I swear we’ll come back to visit you.” 

The room became awkwardly silent for some reason. This wasn’t the usual childlike SangWoo I had seen in the last three months. The simple presence of JaeWon in the room seemed to have rattled him for some reason. Even though JaeWon hardly said a word, SangWoo wasn’t so susceptive to strangers, and this was hard for him to take. The person he had somewhat depended on for the last three months was showing up here, now, telling him that she was going to go away with another guy. I tried to understand it from his point of view, but all I could do at time was hoped that he understood me. 

“SangWoo?” I leaned forward, trying to catch his eyes now that they had fallen down to the ground again. “Did you hear me?” 

Swallowing the last of his orange, SangWoo suddenly wrapped an arm around his stomach. “I’m sorry . . . I’m not feeling so well. I think I’m gonna go to the bathroom.” Putting the rest of his unfinished orange back on the tray, SangWoo quickly got up from his place on the bed. Rushing past JaeWon, he pushed opened the bathroom door and slammed it shut behind him.

“SangWoo! Are you okay?” I jumped up, alarmed, and headed toward the bathroom door in a hurry. Pressing my right ear against the door, I strained to hear something. But all I could hear was the sound of water being turned on.

“There’s something wrong with him,” JaeWon stated, approaching me.
I turned around from the door, giving JaeWon an inquisitive look. “Obviously. He doesn’t remember anything.”
“No, something else.” JaeWon grabbed my wrist and gently drew me closer to him. “You said he was childlike. He doesn’t seem childlike.”

“He is,” I insisted. “Maybe it’s just you that’s made him uncomfortable. He hasn’t had much contact besides his family, me, and the staff here. You’re probably the first person he’s ever been around outside of his comfort zone.” 

JaeWon went quiet, just standing beside me as he watched. 

“SangWoo, are you okay?” I turned back to the bathroom door, knocking on it softly. Again, all I could hear was the water running. Turning back to JaeWon, I said, “I’m really worried about him.”

Seeing the worried look on my face, JaeWon leaned against the door too. Reaching out he knocked loudly. “SangWoo, are you okay? Open the door.”

“SangWoo, just open the door!” I felt completely torn. I didn’t know why SangWoo was acting this way, and I didn’t want him to be like this. I knocked on the door several more times before I finally had to give up. I could hear movements inside, and the water was still running, but SangWoo would not open the door. 

“Maybe I should get someone,” JaeWon suggested, stepping back from the door. “He can’t just lock himself in there.”

“Okay,” I nodded. I stepped aside for JaeWon to leave. When he did, I leaned back toward the door and knocked again, “SangWoo. Please, open the door. What’s wrong? Tell me.”

Abruptly, the door opened. I barely jumped in surprise or even moved back before SangWoo’s arm flew out and wrapped me in a hug. Confused, I didn’t know whether I should’ve hugged him back or not. But that’s when my eyes landed on his cell phone. It was sitting on the sink in the bathroom, blinking red simultaneously, indicating he had an incoming call that was silenced . . . 

“You know that ending to your story . . . remember how I told you that the next time you tell me the story, back at the coffee shop, I wanted to hear a happy ending?” I strained my ears to listen to SangWoo’s words. “I . . . think I just wrote the ending for you.” 

“What? Sang –“ I barely finished my sentence before someone forced SangWoo away from me. 

“What are you doing?” JaeWon had somehow managed to slip back into the room. Separating SangWoo and me, he glared at SangWoo in anger. “What are you trying to do?”

“JaeWon, he –“ I started to say, but JaeWon was no longer listening. 
“Come on May.” Shouldering SangWoo aside, JaeWon grabbed my wrist and pulled me along with him. 
“JaeWon –“ I protested, but he had already pulled me out of the room and down the hall. 

I turned to back to give SangWoo an apologetic look, wanting to tell him that this wasn’t how I had imagined this visit to turn out, but when I looked back – SangWoo was gone. He had already disappeared back inside his room.

I should’ve noticed the consciousness in his eyes when he first saw you step into his room. I should’ve have been alarmed at the fact that I saw that cell phone in his bathroom. But I didn’t know. I didn’t know. I didn’t know that . . . he was capable. I just didn’t know. But now I know that one wrong turn made me lose you. How many tears have I cried? I don’t know. That’s the only thing I can’t count.  

. . .


My last words to you? I’ll never forget the way you looked at me. If I could save up my tears, I could create another ocean for the world to reckon with. And each time I would think of you, a tear would drop, and I would cause a tsunami. Our beginning was our end . . . . 

“There’s something wrong with him.” Pressing my palm firmly against his palm, JaeWon continued to guide us down the empty hallway of the hospital. "I think it's a good idea if we leave right now." 

“JaeWon, I seriously don't think we should've just left him like that. I mean, the last time I saw him, he was fine. What happened to him today?” I mumbled, trying to figure out the answer. Was it a mistake to have gone to see SangWoo with JaeWon? Quickening my pace, I tried my best to follow JaeWon, but he was simply walking too fast. 

“Maybe it’s because I was with you.” JaeWon read my mind. He motioned for us to turn around the corner, heading toward the elevators. 

“Maybe we shouldn’t have come to see him then. But all I wanted to do was to talk to him, let him know I won’t be around for a while,” I replied. “I didn’t feel right just disappearing from his life.”

“Let’s just get out of here,” JaeWon replied. “It won’t help if you keep agonizing over it. Let it go May.” 

Even though I fell silent, I couldn’t stop my thoughts from thinking about the strange event. I continued following JaeWon until we reached the nearest elevator and stopped to wait for it. 

“Hey,” JaeWon turned to me. Reaching out, he lifted up my chin so that I could face him. “Forget about what happened okay?” 
“How can I? Did I hurt him by bringing you?” I asked. “Even when he’s lost all his memories, he still couldn’t accept you and me?”
“You’re thinking way too much into this. Often times, people with memory problems are also bipolar.”
“. . . Really?”
“Really. And besides – I didn’t like him hugging you like that.”

It was my turn to force JaeWon to look at me. Reaching up, I touched his lower jaw. “You were jealous?”
JaeWon turned back, looking straight ahead. “No.”
“Liar! You were!”
“I just don’t want to see my girlfriend hugging another guy. Is that a crime?”

“JaeWon! You’re so stupid! It’s SangWoo!” I slapped him softly on the arm. 
But JaeWon caught my arm and held it in mid-air. “I don’t care who it is. I just don’t like to see it. I care too much about you.”
Biting my lower lip, I lowered my hand away from JaeWon. “Sometimes, you’re just so hard to understand.”
“I’m easy to understand. You just over think.” 
“Really?”
“Yeah.”
“Well, I know what you’re thinking right now.”
“What?”
“You want me to kiss you.”

It was a nice touch to stop us how we were also ready to argue again. JaeWon couldn't help but break into a smile when I said it, so he lowered his face closer to me. Sticking out his right cheek, he asked, “How’d you know?” 

“I can read your mind. Come here then.” We were too corny for our own good.

Just as I was about to lean over and kiss his cheek . . . . just when I wanted to finish our romantic endeavor . . . . just when life was starting to look up after all the tragedy I’ve been through . . . just when JaeWon and I can be together . . . . just when we’re about to runaway and be together . . . . 

The elevator doors in front of us dinged open. The doors hummed as they parted, and thudded when they opened fully, revealing the inhabitants inside. 

My heart shattered.

There were at least a dozen of them, all wearing their trademark dark blue. The leader, the shortest with the stub on his chin, eyes glinted with glee when he saw us standing on the opposite side of the elevator. He had expected us to be standing there. All his followers broke into sadistic smiles as they looked at JaeWon, and then to me. The word V.S.D. flashed in my mind; the wannabe-gangsters that had attacked me at the ally.

“Oh god,” I remember saying in a whisper. “JaeWon.” Instinctively, I grabbed onto his arm.

“Omo – Look! It’s Mayhem and his girlfriend!” the leader drawled in a fake voice. All his followers snickered. Taking the first step, he led his crew out of the elevator. I shifted beside JaeWon when the V.S.D. leader stepped out of the elevator and stood in front of us. Seeing his followers follow his movement, my heart dropped dangerously low. 

Keeping his composure, JaeWon stared at each of them. “Who the hell are you?”

“Oh?” the leader’s infamous voice asked. “Don’t remember us all Mighty Mayhem? V.S.D.?”

JaeWon looked around at them, keeping a stoic face. Turning to me, he said, “Let’s go.” Taking my hand, JaeWon started to walk to the elevator, but the V.S.D. leader didn’t budge from his place. Narrowing his eyes at him, JaeWon said through grinded teeth, “Move.”

“Love to, but can’t. You see, we’re here on assignment,” the leader replied, laughing. He looked back at his followers who had cornered the elevator. “Everyone knows you’re wanted by Kim JiYong. There’s a high price out for you right now out on the streets. Mayhem is no longer Mayhem. It’s Mayday for you. WWelcome back to Seoul.” 

“Why the hell would Kim JiYong have anything to do with you?” JaeWon glared at him. 

“He hired us.” The V.S.D. leader grinned. “Remember how you degraded me in the ally? Well, he gave me a chance to repay you for that . . . courtesy. Looks like your boss hates you. No gang to back you up. No one but your little bitch.”

"F– " JaeWon moved toward him.
"No!" I grabbed onto JaeWon's waist. "Don't!"

"Hahahah! See, his little pinkberry tells him what to do too!" the V.S.D. turned back to his followers, laughing like an idiot.

JaeWon and I exchanged glances, reading each other's minds. There was no way we were going to beat them. Enough talking. Eyeing the door leading to the stairway behind me, I pulled at JaeWon’s arm. One. Two. Three. “RUN!” JaeWon and I both spun around toward the door. I slid my hands in-between the metal handle, tugging it open. 

“Run first!” JaeWon’s arm flew out and held the door; he pushed me out onto the landing of the stairway, and tried to close it behind me, ensuring my escape.

“No! I’m not leaving you!” I shouted at him, pulling him along with me.

We were too busy panicking to realize that V.S.D. didn't even move an inch. Instead, they were just standing there laughing at us. They didn't even follow us – yet. They weren’t even trying to knock the door down and stop us from escaping down the stairs. They were calmly watching us run down the stairs a good flight before they followed behind. This was thought out – this was planned - this was gambled.

Holding hands, JaeWon and I ran down the steps as fast we could. My heart was pounding in my ears. My insides were screaming that this was not possible. What the hell did they want? How did they find us? How did they know we were going to be here? Just as JaeWon and I were about to land on the next floor’s landing, we nearly fell when we saw the group already waiting for us on the landing.

“AHHHH!” I screamed in surprise.
“Shit!” JaeWon cursed beside me as we were forced to stop at the last step.

With a hand stuck in his pockets, and a lit cigarette dangling out from the corner of his mouth, HanSuk looked up at us with a winning smile. His beady eyes twinkled. The black suit, complete with the red tie he was wearing signified his promotion in his association to Kim JiYong’s. He inhaled and blew out smoke, turning to the dozen of guys behind him. His feminine face smiled with glee. “See? I told you, you could always count on idiots to visit someone they feel sorry for.”

Tugging at JaeWon’s arm, we both turned around to see that V.S.D. was now descending the stairs we were on. 

We were blocked either way. No where to run.

This was not happening. This could not be happening! I held onto JaeWon’s hand tighter; my breathing started to hurt more and more. 

“Let her go. This is between Kim JiYong and me.” JaeWon moved me against the wall. He faced HanSuk with anger flashing in his eyes. His fists were clenched together. “She has nothing to do with this.”

“No! JaeWon!” I gasped beside him, eyeing V.S.D. members standing just inches away from us on the steps and then HanSuk and his group on the landing. "I'm not leaving without you."

“Hahahaha!” HanSuk laughed, causing all of the others to laugh too. The stairway echoed with sadistic laughter. Then, HanSuk said, “Aww, love. Don't worry Wannie. I won’t kill that bitch. It’s Kim JiYong’s orders to kill you.”

“Then why doesn’t he just kill me himself? Did he have to send you and his new group? V.S.D. huh?” JaeWon asked through grinded teeth at HanSuk. He stood up straight, looking around all of them. “You’re just his bitch now. Aren’t you proud?”

“FUCK YOU! Traitors like you should’ve been killed a long ass time ago! You don't even deserve the honor of being killed by Kim JiYong!” HanSuk waved his cigarette in front of his face, widening his eyes as he shouted.

“In a couple of years, you’ll be in my shoes. Not even a couple of years. At least I proved useful to him. He doesn’t care about you – any of you! Look at what he did to SangWoo!” JaeWon shouted at them, looking at V.S.D. and then back at HanSuk again.

“But SangWoo’s fine . . . . In fact, I need to thank him.” HanSuk raised a gleeful eyebrow. “For handing you over to us. It doesn’t matter how hard you try to talk your way out of this Yoon-Jae-Won. The order is to have you bleed for betraying Kim JiYong. You can’t join and leave a gang for no reason; your loyalty can’t waver and you know that. You threw it all away! At least SangWoo is making it up by handing you to us. If you were so determined to hide, you shouldn’t have came back to Seoul. You dumb fuck.” Then, knocking his cigarette to the ground, HanSuk motioned with his head to his crew. “DO IT.”

“NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO! NO! NO! NO!” I screamed instantly. The cry sounded inhuman. A rush filled the stairway as bodies pushed past me. I reached out to grab onto JaeWon’s arm before they surrounded him, but one of the V.S.D. members knocked me out of the way. He held onto me tight, holding me back so that the other guys could attack JaeWon. “LET ME GO! FUCKEN ASSHOLE! LET GO!” I kicked at him as hard as I could. But he pinned my arms and knocked me backwards. I fell with a thud down on a step, and I could feel the pain shooting up my back.

“DON’T FUCKEN TOUCH HER!” I heard JaeWon’s yell before the more cries erupted in the secluded stairway of the hospital.

“JAEWON! PLEASE! JAEWON!” I screamed, reaching out for him, but they had already thrown him down the stairs. “NOOOOOOOOOOOOOO! STOP IT!!! DON’T! DON’T! DON’T!” The tears poured, freefalling from my eyes until I couldn’t see anymore. All I could hear was the animal cries and see the distinct shapes of the group beating him. JaeWon fought back, knocking a couple of them down, but then he was completely swallowed by the group again. A part of me was praying to God to give JaeWon superpowers to knock them all out. But twenty-something against one was an impossible odd to beat – especially when we’re living in a reality. But I refused to believe it, so I screamed; I screamed until my vocal throats severed. “HELP!!!!!!!! HELP!!!!!!!!!! SOMEBODY HELP!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”

“SHUT THE FUCK UP!” The V.S.D. member who was pinning me back, reached out and slapped me clean across my face. With so much force, my head snapped back and almost instantaneously I felt the blood run down from my nose. 

“FUCK YOU!” That was when the rage burned something fiery in me. I reached out and fought him, hit him as hard as I could, kicking at him and throwing punches that I never thought I had in me. A girl against the guy – sheer force. Using my legs, I extended them with full force and brought it onto his balls. He doubled over in pain, and grabbed onto my hair. Grabbing his arm and twisting it behind his back, I leaned over and bit into his wrist. I bit so hard that I could taste his skin. 

“AHHHHH! FUCK! FUCK!” he screamed in pain, finally letting me go. 

“JAEWON!” Free from his control, I ran toward the group that was moving in the rhythm, taking hits at JaeWon. “GET OUT! MOVE! MOVE!!!!” Shoving all of them aside, I tried to get the center. Just when I thought I was not late, just when I thought that I could use the fury inside of me to stop them . . . I would just grab JaeWon's arm, and we would run away from them. Like all the other times, JaeWon and I would be able to run away from them. We would survive this . . . 

I was wrong.

“ARGHHHHH!” JaeWon was in the middle of kicking two guys to the ground. He was cornered, but he had managed to slowly take them out one by one. He was alert, moving with agility, dodging a left punch from a guy. JaeWon turned around and side-kicked him, knocking him to the ground. 

“FUCKEN BITCH!” Another one lunged out from the group to tackle him from behind.

“WATCH OUT!” I screamed in horror. I struggled to go to him when one of the V.S.D. members grabbed my arm. 

When he heard my voice, JaeWon instantly turned to look at me. And in that split second –

“END THIS!” HanSuk shouted from where he was standing in the group that surrounding JaeWon. 

“NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!” 

JaeWon didn’t see it coming; he never saw it coming. They were carrying weapons. They came in a group, ready to beat him down. And if they couldn’t, they would stab him down. Approximately ten butterfly switchblades flashed its razors teeth. From behind him, came the first stab. Then, from all sides, they charged – staking the knives in different parts of his body. The sharp metal sunk deep into his flesh, and JaeWon . . . kept his eyes on me the whole time. 

He fought back, moving wildly but when the third one pierced him underneath this heart, JaeWon froze.

It was fake. It had to be fake. It had to be fake that I was watching this –- right in front of my eyes. It had to be fake that my eyes were covered with thick wetness, and my vocal cords splintered when I screamed, "NOOOOOOOOO! NO! NO! NO! NO! NO!" It was as if someone had covered my ears. I couldn’t hear anything, and I didn’t know if I was still alive. I couldn’t feel my heart; I couldn’t feel myself. All the warmth was sucked out of my body and I stood so frozen that not one single thought came to my mind. All I could do was let the shock radiate up and down my body, taking me prisoner. 

Right then, the door to the stairway banged open. Alerted by the loud screams that they had heard, nurses poked their head in and gasped loudly. Seeing the scene, they all started screaming for help inside the hospital. All of V.S.D. and HanSuk's men looked up in terror to see that they had been spotted. The guy that had pinned me back, shoved to the ground. 

“Shit!”
“RUN!” 
“GOOO!” 

They all ran; like the cowards they were. Dispersing like lost cattle, they scrambled. Dropping the leftover knives that they hadn't used to stab JaeWon, the other switchblades clattered soundly to the ground. Knocking me down to the ground, they practically stepped all over me as they ran down the stairway, leaving the scene of the crime as quickly as possible. Through the noise of them running, through the bodies running right in front of me, the whole time bodies, I just stared straight ahead – at JaeWon, who looking back at me. 

Then, he fell. Clutching his chest in pain, Yoon JaeWon fell forward as if he didn’t have any balance at all. 

“No! No!" In the split second, I found my voice again. It came out so raspy and hoarse. "Oh my god. Oh my god. Oh my god.” I started shaking so much that I was gasping for breath once the stairway cleared. “Jae – oh my god . . . .” Picking myself up, I ran and fell down next to him. I heard my knee hitting the ground, but no pain compared to what I was feeling right now. My hands shook violently as I sat back up. I didn't know where to touch him; the switchblades were standing everywhere on his upper body. Moving closer to him, I wrapped my arms around JaeWon shoulders. I pulled him into my arms. I reached up to wipe the buckets of tears my eyes were holding so that I could see him clearly. "HELP! HELP! JAEWON! HELP!" 

The blood, the crimson blood that was cascading down from the knife wounds slipped and slowly seeped down to the ground. JaeWon was soaking in blood, thick and streaming. The only thing untainted was his handsome face. His handsome face with his dark, shimmering eyes and half-way parted lips stared up at me. 

“Oh! Get the doctors! Get the doctors!” I heard the nurses relaying the message to one another. One or two of them pushed open the door and ran down to where I was holding JaeWon on the landing. The others stood by the door, watching in horror. 

I didn’t care. I didn’t care. I didn’t care.

“JaeWon, they – they’re calling – the – the doctor’s for – for you,” I told him, holding him tight in my arms. Blinking the tears away hurt. 
“ . . . . Are you hurt?” JaeWon mumbled, closing his eyes for a second. He opened them again, grimacing pain. 
“No . . . .“ I shook my head, my mouth parting in angst as I tried not to cry so hard. “I’m – I’m fine.” 
“. . . . Good.” JaeWon nodded, flinching in pain. “Ugh.” 

Staring down at all the knives stuck in him, I didn’t know what to do. With a shaking hand, I reached out to take the knife closest to his heart. As my fingers descended upon it, I started sobbing. I was crying so hard that I didn’t even hear the nurse standing in front of me; she reached out in shock gasping, “No! You shouldn’t do that!” but her friend stopped her. 

Another flood of tears cascaded down my cheeks as I held onto the handle and then pulled the knife out. It slipped out of the wound it had caused easily; bright red blood twisted around the blade. JaeWon groaned, twisting in pain in my arms. The blood in the area started to flow more freely out of his body. My eyes widened in shock. “Oh my god! JaeWon! Please! Don’t die! Please don’t die! Please!” 

Grasping my hand, JaeWon pulled my face closer to me. His eyes were flicking shut, and his breath was now slowly down. He swallowed hard, in pain and that’s when the tears slipped from his eyes. The clear, crystalline tears slipped from his eyes as he forced them to look at me. “ . . . Don’t cry. I don’t want to go . . . seeing you cry.”

“JaeWon.” I shook my head at him, breathing in sheer pain. “JaeWon. Please. Don’t. The doctors are coming.”
He swallowed again; his eyes losing sight. “May . . . I’m having a heart attack.” Even as he died, he still had to keep that connection between us. 

“God! JaeWon! Don’t do this to me. You can’t do this to me! We’re supposed to runaway together next week. What am I gonna do without you? We have plans! We have plans!” I shouted. Pulling him into me, I enveloped my arms around him completely, feeling the heat from his body slipping away. “Please JaeWon . . . I love you. I love you so much.” 

JaeWon forced a small smile. Reaching up with a shaking hand, he touched my lower cheek. I blinked as more tears fell onto his lips. Bringing my face down to his, I kissed them. My salty tears mixed with his soft lips. I kissed him as hard as I could, pinning them against his . . . . 

“You have to let to let him go now.” A swish of air surrounded me. Someone grabbed my arm, pulling me up. I felt myself being lifted up off and JaeWon was no longer in my arms. I was covered with JaeWon’s blood, and in my shaking hand, I was still holding onto the switchblade that was stabbed near JaeWon’s heart. 

"No! Help him! Please help him!" I gasped.

My world was sudden blur now. The stairway was now filled with dozens of doctors and nurses. A couple of nurses pulled me aside as two doctors moved in, bending over JaeWon. Placing their hands around different parts of his body, near his stabbed wounds, they inspected with gloved hands. 

“My god,” the doctor to my right said as he stared at the scene. He stooped down over JaeWon.
“Vital signs have ceased. Too much excessive blood loss.” The bald doctor let go of JaeWon’s wrist. 

“Is he going to be alright?” I moved toward them, but the nurses held me back. Staring down at the doctor near JaeWon, covering him, I mumbled through tears, “Is he going to be okay?” 

He looked at me, his eyes reflecting sympathy as if he truly understood my pain. “I’m sorry. He’s not. He’s dead.”

Dead.
Dead.

“NO. HE’S NOT DEAD! HOW CAN YOU TELL ME HE’S DEAD? YOU’RE ALL NURSES AND DOCTORS! SAVE HIM! SAVE HIM! DON’T JUST STAND THERE AND SAY HE’S DEAD!” I shouted at them, refusing to believe. I moved toward JaeWon again when the doctor that had been sitting next to JaeWon’s body stood up. He blocked me from coming any closer. 

“Calm down, calm down. The police are on their way. You need to calm down and tell them exactly what happened.” He tried to soothe me. But he had no clue, no clue what I was going through.

Through the tears, I took one last look at JaeWon. Shaking so much, I didn’t know what to do. My mind was just screaming inside, refusing to believe it. “Let me talk to him. He’ll wake up if I talk to him.” But the doctors never budged, refusing me to get closer to JaeWon. "DON'T DO THIS TO ME! PLEASE! LET ME JUST TALK TO HIM!"

"I'm sorry, but he's dead." One of my nurses gasped as she started crying too.

"He's not dead. He can't be. He's Yoon JaeWon. He –" Covering my mouth, I spun around and ran – still holding the switchblade, soaked in blood, in my hands. 

“STOP HER!”
“STOP HER!” 

They all started yelling; I didn’t care. I continued to knock them out of my way, shoving anyone who got in my way. The tears fell from my face as theI ran. I climbed back up the stairs to the original door that had led us here; I pushed past two nurses who tried to stop me when I fell back out into the hallway. Everyone in their hospital rooms were now standing outside, having heard the commotion and chaos. They all gasped and stared at me in shock as I ran full-speed down the hall. I was covered in blood, in tears, and a holding a switblade.

The image of seeing the blinking cell phone in his bathroom rushed through my mind again; that was the first clue. He went into the bathroom to call them . . . 

The bastard’s words ran in my mind, “I . . . think I just wrote the ending for you.” 

“STOP HER!!!!” 

More people were screaming behind me, but I didn’t care. Despite the many people that were spilling out onto the hallway to find out what was going on, there was one person who was still in his room. There was still one person in his room, packing his stuff, getting ready to go. He had done his job; after months of waiting for Yoon JaeWon to finally show up at the hospital. There was still one person who turned deaf and blind . . . .

“CHOI SANGWOO! YOU FUCKEN BASTARDDD!!!” Screaming at the top of my lungs, I ran full speed into his hospital room. 

He was on his way out, carrying a dark duffel bag. Dressed in all black, he was ready to leave. Sure that he could make it during the whole commotion going on in the hospital, he would slip out unnoticed. Upon hearing my rage, SangWoo turned around to face me in shock. Before he could say anything, I lunged at him. But I barely took two steps towards him before rough hands grabbed my waist and pulled me back. 

“Miss! Put down the knife!”
“Calm down! Put down the knife!”

The policemen held me back, grabbing my arms and restrained me from moving any further towards SangWoo. I was so consumed in rage and seeing red that I didn’t realize they were the ones chasing after me. Now, they were holding me back, trying to wretch the knife out of my hands. I tried pushing them, but they were twice my size, and I was surrendered powerless.

I was screaming at the top of my lungs, crying to world’s end. 

“HOW COULD YOU?!” The rage ripped through me, and vocalized. “HOW THE FUCK COULD YOU?! YOU REMEMBERED EVERYTHING AND YOU NEVER TOLD ME?! HOW COULD YOU DO THIS TO ME YOU FUCKEN BASTARD?! YOU CALLED THAT MOTHERFUCKER HANSUK AND TOLD HIM WE WERE HERE DIDN’T YOU?! YOU HANDED US TO THEM DIDN’T YOU?! YOU FUCKER! YOU FUCKERRRRRR! HOW THE FUCK CAN YOU DO THIS?! ARE YOU EVEN FUCKEN HUMAN?! HE’S DEAD! BRING HIM BACK TO ME! BRING HIM BACK! YOU FUCKER! LOOK WHAT YOU’VE DONE! I HATE YOU! I HATE YOU TO HELL!!!”

The struggle inside of me was dying out, the fury and sheer, raw pain shredded and killed every part of me. I wanted to get my hands on SangWoo – I wanted to kill him. I just wanted to kill him and feel him die in my hands. “WHAT HAVE YOU DONE YOU BASTARD?! BRING HIM BACK TO ME! GIVE HIM BACK TO ME!!! YOU FUCKER! YOU EVIL FUCKER! BRING HIM –"

"Stop Miss!" The policemen were chanting.

But through all the commotion, people surrounding the hospital room to watch me trying to kill Choi SangWoo, through the cries of the police telling me to stop fighting them, through all the noises – I still remember Choi SangWoo's last words to me: "You should've chose me."

“AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”


I can’t remember what happened after that. My vision was tainted colors of red that darkened to black, and the hospital room and Choi SangWoo faded. My voice became echoes, and the wetness of tears on my cheeks felt like home. I must’ve fallen to my knees and fainted. 

All I remember was Choi SangWoo’s face staring at me as I broke down in front of him. All I remember was seeing him look away after his bitter words, and a tear slid down the left side of his face. The last time I saw him . . . .

All I remember was not being able to feel my body anymore because my energy was gone. All I remember was not breathing because all the air was sucked out of me. All I remember was not feeling my heart . . . because JaeWon took mine with him.
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CBU - Epilogue

eway reayay oinggyay utoay = we are going out. 

April Loves Black Coffee.

I'm having a heart-attack.
My story ends with JaeWon’s death.


There were so many things I wanted to do with JaeWon. So many things. I am walking with him, hand in hand, down the streets of anywhere, laughing and leaning against his shoulder at some joke we are sharing. In the morning, when I wake up, messy hair, tank top and rosy lips, I put my arms around him as he caresses me in his arms letting the thin covers fall on top of the both of us. When we go out to eat, he will be sitting straight across from me, watching me talk as I slice my meat awkwardly using a fancy fork and knife with smoldering eyes. He'll laugh at my clumsy movements and weird comments. As he steers the car on an open road, he reaches for my hand with his free hand as we both cruise in the car together. My hair is wet after a shower, I sit in front of the couch as he offers to take the comb out of my hand and brush my hair, telling me he liked my hair color, and I would never dye it again. He puts his arms around me, enclosing me against his body as he gives me a hug. His lips, his hands, trailing on my shoulder blades, caressing my neck. I can introduce JaeWon to everyone else as, "This is my boyfriend . . . ." The places and time are no longer important to me; I just want it to be with JaeWon. I think I would die a thousand deaths just for glimpses of those moments. I think my time was with him. And maybe this fantasy is too childish and unrealistic, but I feel that if I do not find a way to get it out somehow, I’m going to drown and never emerge to the surface to breathe in life – what we were. 

But now he was gone. He died in my arms. To this very day, the only comfort I have is he died in my arms. I was there. I saw it happen. So why is it that sometimes the things we see with our own eyes, it is harder to believe?

The blame suffocates me sometimes. I don't think I will be able to ever forgive myself. Whenever I go back to that first night after what happened, I still cry like how I did. The same angst, the same heart pain comes back just like before. I cry because when images of JaeWon bombard my mind’s eye, I hurt so much. I cry because now, we belong to the words like: If, would, could, should. We are what could've been. I can’t touch him – ever again. I can’t talk to him – ever again. I can’t kiss him – ever again. I can’t be with him – ever again. Not in this life. And a lifetime is too long to live without him.

If I could go back, I would change a million things. I would’ve pulled Dr. Sarandon aside long ago, and hear him tell me that SangWoo’s memory wasn’t actually permanent; it was only because he didn’t want to remember. Then, I would’ve made SangWoo tell me the truth, and I would’ve known that he started to remember everything a week before I told him the story at the coffee shop. Then, I would’ve killed him for being a liar. If I had killed SangWoo then, JaeWon wouldn’t have died later. If I hadn’t suggested we go to Seoul to visit SangWoo, JaeWon wouldn’t have died. If I didn't do this, if I didn't do that – JaeWon wouldn’t have died. If I hadn’t chose the stairway, maybe we could’ve ran into another patient's room, and JaeWon wouldn't have died. I blamed myself to the world’s end, over and over and over again. Because I deserved it. It was entirely my fault. All I could think about how powerless and weak I was in that moment; I should’ve done something else to prevent them from stabbing him. I should’ve been able to stop them. So why did JaeWon die in my arms? I replay the scene in my mind at least a thousand times a day, thinking of what I could've done different. And out of those thousand times, ninety-nine hundred ways ended with JaeWon alive.

There was no other way to deal with this pain. I didn't know how. Nothing in my life made sense anymore. Within days of each other, I lost my appa and JaeWon. It wasn’t fair or logical. So what else could I do but cry? All I did was cry and blame myself.

It was chaos. 


Complete chaos afterwards. 

The news channel ran the story each hour, promising updates. Each time, a little bit of me died. 

“For the first time in Korean history, approximately 7:30 P.M. of last night, at Seoul Local Hospital, a gruesome homicide occurred of epic proportions. The victim, his real name not released to the public on his family’s wishes that it remains undisclosed, was the leader of the now disbanded gang Mayhem. He was stabbed to death with approximately ten to eleven stab wounds according to released autopsy reports. This ghastly crime occurred right inside the hospital itself - in the hospital’s stairway, which may be the preferred route if elevators are down. Detectives and investigators alike are absolutely flabbergasted at how such a crime can occur at this location, of all places. Intensive investigation has already begun; there is one key witness, yet no suspects have been identified. Because this issue deals with gangs and underground crime, it is harder to gather witnesses and find out the true reason. Therefore, this is still a developing story. Join us at eleven as we get exclusive interviews with the hospital staff that was there at the scene, and head Detective of the Seoul Police Department.” 

Detectives and investigators, alike, investigated the crime with intensity. And with me as their key witness, Kim JiYong, HanSuk, and Choi SangWoo were doomed. They were bound to be doomed. They were to be arrested, taken to prison, and then sentenced to death for first degree murder. It was only justice; they did the crime, they pay the price. Right? God wouldn’t be so unfair as to let them go, and not punish them for such an immoral crime. 

So tell me why he did.

By the time the police had surrounded Kim JiYong’s compound near the harbor, all they found was an empty lot and broken cars. Just like that, Kim JiYong had washed his hands clean of JaeWon’s death; he had managed to take his key players: HanSuk and SangWoo out of the country. When police found him later at his home, he denied all accusations. It wasn’t the first time he had to deny a crime he dictated; he hired the same lawyer. And once again, he was never convicted.

I would’ve taken a gun and went to find them myself if I hadn’t collapsed after that night. Umma told me that she came to the hospital as soon as she could, and stayed by my side the whole entire night. While Mr. Im shooed away all the reporters and even the police so that I could sleep, umma told me she saw me tears streaming out of my eyes while I slept. She had to keep wiping the tears from my face with a tissue the entire night. 

If there was one thought that kept me alive during the time I recovered from the trauma, it was the thought of wanting to kill SangWoo. I wanted to kill him so badly that the hate kept my mind awake for days. I wanted to kill SangWoo and have him feel the pain I felt; have him feel himself dying a thousand times over. The betrayal I felt was more intense than anything I had ever felt in my whole entire life. He had betrayed me, stabbed me in the back and left me to die from excessive blood loss. I nitpicked every thought about SangWoo, wondering where I had gone wrong. I replayed each scene that I had with him in my mind, and I found no clue – absolutely no clue he was capable of something so evil. From the first time I met him to when he lost his memory, there was no sign. Had he been a consistent evil person, I probably wouldn't have hated him so much. How could he have done that to me? How could he have done that to JaeWon? He just let us die; he buried us with his bare hands. He left us to die. Choi SangWoo was so bitter that in the end; nothing he could do would separate JaeWon and me. And when I ask myself if maybe he did it because he loved me, if he wanted me for himself, I realize that was not the answer. Any person capable of good and love would never hurt anyone the way Choi SangWoo brought evil with a vengeance towards JaeWon and me. He did it out of spite and pure hatred. I hate him. I hate him a thousand times over, and in-between every folds. I HATE HIM. 

The truth of SangWoo’s motive that night came to me after JaeWon’s funeral. Danny and the twins were the ones that told me. They were the only members of JaeWon’s gang that was there. The rest of the people were JaeWon’s parents, who flew back from the America, and his relatives from around the country. Umma, Mr. Im, Lina, Danny, the twins, and I made up the small group of people who knew JaeWon towards the end of his life. When I told her I loved her son very much, it caused her to cry. JaeWon’s mother had pulled me in a tight embrace when she sobbed on my shoulders while her husband tried to comfort her. It was the first time I met his mother, and we were both crying. It wasn’t the way I wanted to meet her. It wasn’t the way I had planned. I would’ve loved to meet her if JaeWon had been one to introduce us. 

Danny and the twins broke into tears when the funeral service was over. They loved JaeWon more than a brother, and showed their utmost respect him by always calling him “sunbae” because to them, that was their connection to JaeWon. While wiping their tears, the twins handed me an old phone. Flipping the phone open, I gasped at the small picture on the screen. It was the picture that they had taken of JaeWon and me that one time. It is the only picture I have of JaeWon and me. 

Danny had pulled me aside, telling me the truth about SangWoo’s evil deed. At first I had refused to listen because I hated the mention of Choi SangWoo’s name with a passion, but I couldn’t help but listen to Danny as he cried, telling me what he had overheard and was powerless to stop. The ultimatum that Kim JiYong had given SangWoo, after he had recovered his memory was: When JaeWon came to visit him at the hospital, SangWoo was to call him right away. That would prove SangWoo’s loyalty to him. From then, Kim JiYong would send out a gang to get kill JaeWon. He promised to give SangWoo back his gang, back his power, and would welcome him back with open arms. Just like how everything was. All SangWoo had to do was to hand him JaeWon. And he did. 

In the end, he had chose his gang-life and threw JaeWon and me away . . . . 

I’ve asked myself many times over how can someone be so evil? How could God let them get away with it? There were days when I would lock myself up in my room, turn off all the lights, and just cry. Cry until it hurt too much to cry. Cry until my eyes folded. Cry until I went blind. Then, I would cry myself to sleep, and wake up the next day and do it all over again.

The whole entire year that I stayed still in Korea afterwards, there was absolutely no news as to where SangWoo was. He had disappeared off the face of the earth along with HanSuk. To this very day, I still don’t know where he is. I would love to know though. And when I wonder about the cowards they were to hide, my thoughts link to Kim TaeHee. I think of how she must’ve reacted when she found out JaeWon had died. She had predicted it all along; she had said he would die, and she wanted me to share her pain. I wasn’t just sharing her pain; I was carrying a thousand times her pain. But Danny and the twins told me Kim TaeHee had left the country long before after JaeWon’s death for Japan. Bryan had left with her too. 

Danny, Lina, and the twins were the only friends that were there at the airport the day I left Korea for America – a year after JaeWon’s death, and I was well enough to leave. The group hug they gave me warmed my heart, and when we said our goodbyes, I promised them I would be back. I gave them one final wave before I turned and followed umma and Mr. Im into terminal. 

Now, it was so easy for me to say goodbye.

After we were seated in our seats, I had turned to look outside of the airplane window. Watching the plane take off and descend into the clouds, I pulled out the cell phone with the picture that JaeWon and I had taken; I flipped it open to stare at us.

He was my first love. However quickly we ended before we even started.

If I had met JaeWon under a different situation, maybe things would’ve turned out differently. If I could turn back time so that how we walked into each other’s lives was differently – things would’ve turned out differently. The scene would be simple; the time would be just right; the love would not be chaotic. Maybe . . . it’s a scene we’ll both love. I’m working at a Starbucks place, at the corner of some busy shopping district. The line is particularly long that day, and I’m tired. When the guy with a black sweatshirt and hoodie over his head, comes up to order his coffee, he looks at me and smiles. His simple smiles makes my tiredness go away. His name turns out to be Yoon JaeWon and my favorite month is April. We fall in love at first sight, and every day he comes in and orders Black Coffee. April loves black coffee . . .

This is what I wish. 
But, whenever I think of JaeWon now, I try my best not to cry. There were so many more things we were suppose to do together. There were so many conversations we could’ve had. Now, all I can do is try not to remember the moment he died in my arms and I was kissing him. No matter how painful that memory is, I try not to remember it now. I try to remember the good memories – the ones where we fought and bickered for fun, the ones where we fought and made-up, the ones where we held hands and kissed. The last night he was with me, and the last day we spent together. Those are the memories I keep close to my heart. JaeWon deserves my best memories, not my sorrow. I can’t change the past, so I learn to slowly let go. 

It took me a year to accept that. It took me a year to calm down. It took me a year to recollect all these thoughts and talk about it now. 

But . . . where my heart still is, I admit I’m not too sure. When the sky starts to cry, I become reminiscent and lonely. Although I like to think I’ve moved on, I can’t help but think that. I shouldn’t have let go, I should’ve held on tighter. The beginning was so pure and pubescent, virgin and untainted. When a person is gone, should you miss him or remember him? If you miss him, do you look back at old pictures and cry? If you remember him, do you think of the tone of his voice, his laughter? Do you think back to the conversations between you and him? Truth is, I will always be his April, and he will always be my Black Coffee.

“Rest in peace love.” I kiss the cell phone picture as a tiny tear cascades down my cheek, one last time in Yoon JaeWon's memory.
Always and forever ever April & Black Coffee. 
