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Some bridges are built with steel.
Others with the courage to love again.
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Chapter 1 — Lights Out on the Han River

Rain streaked across the cables of the Mapo Bridge, tracing silver lines against the dark. Han Jiwon tightened her hoodie and shifted her camera bag to the other shoulder. The city pulsed behind her—neon, traffic hum, a far-off siren. She pressed the record button.


The lens framed the river’s reflection, a trembling copy of Seoul’s skyline.
“This shot will close the film,” she whispered. “Hope surviving the floodlights.”


Then, everything went black.

The streetlamps flickered once and died. Across the bridge, the digital billboards shut off in a chain, like dominos falling into night. Jiwon froze. The wind lifted, carrying the smell of rain and metal. She took one cautious step back, but her tripod clattered against the rail.


A man’s voice cut through the darkness.
“Hey! Don’t move.”


She turned toward it. A flashlight beam caught her eyes. The man was tall, suited, holding a hard hat instead of an umbrella. Rain soaked his white shirt against his frame. He jogged closer.


“The bridge’s emergency lights failed,” he said, steady but breathless. “You shouldn’t be here.”
“I’m filming. The blackout’s kind of perfect.”
He blinked, as if she’d spoken another language. “Perfect? You’re standing on a suspended walkway.”



She raised her chin. “I know. I’ve been filming this bridge for three months. It doesn’t scare me.”
“Then it should.”



Lightning cracked over the water. For an instant, she saw his face clearly—sharp lines, eyes too calm for the chaos around them. The name tag clipped to his chest read Kang Minho / Project Architect.


“Come on.” He offered his hand. She hesitated only a moment before taking it. His grip was firm, almost too warm.


They walked toward the maintenance platform, their footsteps echoing against the wet metal.
“Are you always this dramatic during blackouts?” she asked.
“I prefer structure. Blackouts ruin structure.”
“So you’re an architect and a philosopher?”
He exhaled a short laugh. “Just someone who likes things that stay standing.”



The rain eased as emergency power hummed back to life. Pale orange light flooded the walkway, catching droplets on their hair. She studied him now—the serious curve of his mouth, the faint smudge under his left eye that said no sleep again.



“Thanks,” she said, pulling her hand free. “I owe you one.”
“Then pay me by not coming here alone at night.”
“Not possible. My deadline’s next week.”
“Then at least wear a helmet.”



He turned toward the construction zone. She raised her camera again, catching his backlit silhouette in the frame. A line formed in her mind: Man against bridge, bridge against storm. She smiled.



“Hey, Architect-ssi!” she called. “What’s your name?”
He looked over his shoulder. “Kang Minho. Why?”
“So I know who to thank when I win Best Short at Busan.”
“You’re confident.”
“You’re the one who said structures should stay standing.”


He watched her a second longer than he meant to, then nodded once and walked off into the mist.

Later That Night


Jiwon’s tiny officetel smelled of instant coffee and rain. Seoyoung lounged on the floor, painting her nails neon green.
“You almost got electrocuted for a shot?” she said, eyes wide.
“It was fine. He was there.”
“He?”
“An architect. Serious type. The kind that frowns before speaking.”
“Oooh, frown lines. My favorite genre.”


Jiwon laughed and set her camera on the desk. On the screen, the footage showed the moment the lights returned—her face bright, his figure turning away. Something about it pulsed with life.


Seoyoung leaned over. “That’s cinematic. What’s his name?”
“Kang Minho.”
“Sounds like trouble.”
“Sounds like structure,” Jiwon murmured.



Outside, thunder rolled again. Somewhere across the river, Minho stood in his office, drenched papers spread across the table. He stared at a blueprint of the same bridge, the ink blurred from rain. For reasons he didn’t understand, a girl’s voice echoed in his head: Man against bridge, bridge against storm.



He smiled despite himself.
“Han Jiwon,” he whispered, tasting the name like an unfinished design.


The city lights flickered back to full strength. Neither of them knew that tonight’s blackout had rewired more than circuits.


Chapter 2 — Coffee, Concrete, and Unwanted Chemistry


The next morning, Han Jiwon arrived at Café Haneul, balancing three trays of croissants. The bell above the door chimed, followed by the familiar voice of Oh Hyeja.
“You’re late, film girl,” the ajumma teased. “Your fans were about to riot.”


“Fans?” Jiwon asked, setting down the trays.

“The construction boys outside. They come here every morning for my Americano. You’ll see.”
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