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COMING SOON

Code Name: The Jaskusch Uprising

DEDICATED

TO

JUNG HO-SEOK

J-HOPE OF BTS

J-Hope, this book is for you! When I see you I see fun and excitement. That is how I came up with the theme for your book! I collected amusement park rides from all over the world because I wanted to see and hear for myself your brand of fun and excitement if we were able to ride them together.

You bring so much to your music for your fans. We can hear the amusement in your voice with each of your songs. We can see the excitement on your face as you hit the stage to entertain us. 

I can imagine that if you did own this amusement park, it would be full of fun and excitement for everyone who comes to spend time there. I can almost see children running around the park pulling on their parent’s hands toward a ride they want to go on. I can almost hear their screams of delight as they ride the roller coaster and slide down the gigantic slides into the water.

I can almost smell and taste all the delicious food at the different snack bars in replicas of Gyeongbokgung Palace. The palaces will have many different snack bars and gifts shops where people can buy souvenirs so they will never forget their time at your amusement park.

I hope you will read this book and enjoy it as much as I enjoyed writing it for you. Please never stop spreading your hope around the world. We love you and thank you for sharing your talent with all of us!

Love always,

One of your biggest fans

Teri Regalado
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CHAPTER ONE

[image: ]


My name is Jung Ho-Seok. You know me as J-Hope of BTS. I can’t help staring out my apartment window this morning. A huge sigh escapes my lips as I  stretch my arms over my head in an attempt to force the sleep out of my aching body. What I really want to do is crawl back into bed and pull the blanket over my head. But this morning that isn’t an option. I have to be at Big Hit early this morning for a meeting. 

My manager, Cha Moon Suk hinted at something in the works for a change in my career. I frown at the thought. Maybe I was falling asleep when my manager called last night to tell me to be at the agency by 8 am. Or maybe I tuned him out after hearing 8 am. Anyway, I will find out when I get there.

I stretch a couple of more times while I enjoy looking out my window at Seoul. The enormous city is sprawled out in many directions below me. I can see Gyeongbokgung Palace off in the distance. I spend a second wondering what it might have been like to be king during the Joseon Era. I chuckle picturing myself as king in that palace with all those servants. But better yet with all those concubines. I shake my head trying to dispel such a dangerous thought.

“I better go take a shower before my thoughts get me in trouble,” I head to the bathroom to turn on the hot water.

Thirty minutes later I walk into my spacious kitchen for my morning juice...coffee. The one appliance that I love the most is my automatic coffeemaker. The timer is set to have my coffee ready for me every morning. I dread the day when my trusty coffeemaker might break down. But before I will allow that to happen I’m going to buy another one. My kitchen counter won’t look bad with two coffeemakers sitting on top of it...will it? Better safe than sorry is how I see it.

I reach up to get my favorite cup out of the cupboard. Sixteen ounces of pure liquid.  More like sixteen ounces of wake me up juice, I’m thinking. I blow on the coffee wanting to cool it down before I take a sip. I think a small sip should be cool enough by now but I’m dead wrong. It scorches my mouth and throat all the way down to my stomach.

I put the lid on it so I can take it with me. If I leave my apartment now then I’ll make it right on time. I prefer to be punctual wherever I go, it just seems rude to make people wait. The last person I ever want to be rude to is his manager. Cha Moon Suk does everything in his power to make my life easy so he deserves my respect.

I walk out of my apartment and push the down button on the elevator. I don’t have to worry about any misguided fans waiting for me in the hallway or elevator. The security in the building makes sure I’m safe at all times. That’s a bonus for me because I don’t like having my bodyguards around me all the time. Sometimes I want to imagine I am living a normal life just like everyone else. 

I ride the elevator down to the parking garage. The doorman opens the door for me as we exchange greetings. I asked him how his granddaughter is doing and I smile as he tells me the wonderful news of her getting better every day. When I found out about his granddaughter’s illness and her long hospital stay, I couldn’t help but to secretly call the hospital and pay the bill. I don’t expect anything from the doorman not even a thank you for helping his granddaughter. His warm greeting every time I come home or leave is enough payment for me.

“Have a great day, Mr. Jung!” He waves to me when I pull my car out of the parking space.

I smile and wave back at him, “Thank you, Mr. Lee! You have a wonderful day!”

I drive my car out of the apartment parking garage then quickly look both ways before I pull out onto the busy street. I begin humming the notes of a song I’ve been working on for a few weeks now. The music is coming along nicely but the words not so much. I want a song that will liven up the mood not put people to sleep or worse yet their bodies into shock because it can’t move to the beat. Maybe the music isn’t upbeat enough and that is what is killing the words to it.

I stop humming when I get to the intersection and sitting at a red light. For some reason, I’m reminded of a children’s game, red light, green light. I start rapping, “Here I sit at a red light waiting for a green light.” I chuckle at myself. I’m extremely glad there isn’t anyone around to hear my horrible rapping that I just did. My thoughts are interrupted when my phone rings.

“Speak, so I can speak to you!” I frown at what I just said into my phone. Maybe I should turn the car around and go back to bed.

“Now, that is funny!” Jin starts laughing. “At least I caught you in a good mood.”

I’m really glad it’s Jin who is calling me, “Not sure if it is a good mood or not. More like a weird mood. You wouldn’t believe half the thoughts I’ve had this morning.”

“Do I want to know?” Jin continues laughing in my ear.

“Let’s see, how does concubines and two coffee machines in my kitchen sound to you?”

Jin’s laughter turns to silence, “Um, concubines?”

“Don’t ask I’ll only embarrass myself further. What’s up?” I desperately want to change the subject.

“You know my wedding is coming up next month?” Jin’s bubbly personality comes across the phone lines.

This time it is my turn to laugh, “You don’t let us forget. What about it?”

“Lucy wants to have a dinner party Saturday night. Yeah, V won’t be there since he is racing in the States but we can video conference him and Tori into the party,” Jin knew how everyone felt about leaving someone out but with V it couldn’t be helped.

“Is V going to be available at that time since there is such a huge time difference?”

Jin fills me in on the plans and the reason for the dinner party that night. I give him my promise that I’ll be there. He assures me that I don’t have to  bring

anything because Lucy will be doing what she loves to do the most, all the cooking. We decide to meet for lunch on Thursday at his favorite restaurant, Tteokbokki Café, at one pm. We talk about his video game company, Game Set Jin for a couple of minutes while I continue driving to our agency.

“Well, I can’t wait until your new video game comes out. I’ve played Maze-a-lot so many times that I might have to beg you for a new copy of it,” I’m not joking, I play it as often as I get the time to do it.  My copy of his video game is beginning to wear out from all the times I have played it.

“I tell you what. I’ll bring you a new copy of it Thursday if you’ll buy lunch,” Jin chuckles as he tries to make a deal with me.

I laugh, “I was going to buy lunch anyway but now you have to bring me a new copy. Well, I hate to cut our call short but I need to get upstairs so I can find out what is going on.”

“Not a problem. I’ll see you Thursday,” Jin wishes me good luck then hangs up.

I park my car in my usual place in the parking garage of the agency. I take a deep breath before  unlatching my seatbelt. I grab my cup of coffee then climb out of the car. I notice my manager’s SUV is parked in its designated space. Then I look around to see who else is here at the agency already. The CEO’s dark SUV is sitting in his parking space by the bank of elevators. 

I can’t help but wonder if I am meeting with my manager or will there be anyone else there. I take a quick sip of coffee for comfort before pushing the button to go upstairs. I don’t have to wait long before the door to the elevator pops open. I step inside the elevator then push the button for my manager’s floor. I lean against the back wall as the elevator slowly climbs up.

When it reaches the floor, I wait for the door to slide open. I can’t help feeling a little uneasy with the silence going on in the building. I feel immense gratitude for the bright lights dispelling the unsettling silence in the hall. It’s not that I’m afraid of the dark, it’s too quiet for my taste. The agency seems sort of menacing and eerie this morning. Maybe I feel this way because I’m not sure why my manager wants me to come in so early this morning.

“There you are. Why the  solemn look on your face?” My manager, Cha Moon Suk is standing and waiting outside his office door. “The CEO is waiting on you. Hurry up.”

Oh, that’s a bad sign, I think to myself. What could the CEO possibly have to say to me? I try to put a smile on my face but I can tell I’m failing miserably when my manager starts frowning at me. I decide it is best if I put one foot in front of the other instead of forcing a smile on my face.

“Will you stop it.” My manager shakes his head at me. “You are not going in front of a firing squad.”

“Well, you didn’t tell me what was going on last night when you called so I’ve been a little worried about why you wanted to see me. Now you tell me the CEO is in your office waiting for me. So you have given me the willies.” I take a deep breath while my manager opens his office door.

“You are just the Hope I’m looking for this morning,” the CEO grins at me.

I quickly bow to my boss before taking another step into my manager’s office, “Good morning, sir.”

“Is everything alright? You don’t seem like your bubbly self,” he asks me.

“Yes, sir. I’m fine,” I don’t know exactly what I should say.

The agency CEO motions with his hand to me, “Come sit down. We have a lot to talk about this morning.”

I walk around the loveseat so I can sit down across from the CEO. I set my coffee cup on the table when I notice that my bosses are not drinking anything. I sit up a little straighter on the small couch to wait for that shoe to drop. Their silence is causing my stomach to twist and turn inside my body. I wish my stomach would jump out of my body then I might feel better.

“You must be under the impression this is not a good meeting,” he looks at me strangely then turns to my manager. “You didn’t tell him what’s going on, did you?”

My manager chuckles, “If I would have known he was going to think he was in trouble, I would have told him.”

“Now, why would you think you’re in trouble?” The CEO turns his gaze back to me.

I want to glare at my manager but stop myself, “I’m not in trouble?”

The two men start laughing. I’m not sure if I should join in or just let them have their little fun. It’s too early in the morning for my funny bone to be awake. So I sort of grin and shrug my shoulders at the two of them. Eventually one of them will tell me why I had to get up at the crack of dawn.

“OK, OK. I guess we had our little fun,” the CEO sits back and lays his folded hands in his lap. “I received a contract from a company the other day asking you to be their new spokesperson and model. At first I wasn’t too sure if you were the right fit for the job but the more I thought about it I decided to bring it to your manager’s attention. After careful consideration, we have decided this might be a great fit for you. You are the playful one of the bunch after all.”

“Playful, sir?” I can think of three other members of BTS who are a lot more playful than I am. The guys in our group who are younger than I am. They leap to mind and would be more suitable for this job. V would have been perfect since he wears sporting clothes all the time now with his new career.

The CEO chuckled again, “Yes, playful. Sure, Jungkook, Jin and Jimin are extremely playful at times but you bring such fun and excitement to your playfulness. The kind of playfulness that you are going to need to do this job.”

“Sir, may I ask which company is asking me to be playful?” I think I dread the answer.

“JeonSTar Electronics is branching out into sporting goods. They want you to model their new clothing line they will be featuring for various sports,” the agency CEO tells me.

I am trying to keep a straight face. The last thing I can see myself doing is modeling sports clothes. Jungkook or V would be a better fit for this modeling gig and it’s surprising that my manager is going along with this. To give myself a minute to think about this new project they are wanting me to do, I look down at my hands in my lap. Who knows it might be fun. I can think of a thousand other things that I am extremely grateful that I won’t be modeling.

“OK, I’m in. When do I start?” I grin at the two men who had been waiting for my answer. Not that I really have a chose or anything. But this idea might be fun.

“We’ll fly you to Jeju in a couple of days. You will be staying at the resort hotel for about a week. They have their main store on the island so they want to do the photo shoot there,” my manager isn’t able to hide his enthusiasm.

The CEO chuckles, “Oh, I hope you are not thinking you will be going with him.”

“Um, yeah! I am his manager and he might need my help,” Cha Moon Suk is almost epileptic with his desperate attempt to go on this trip with me.

“Calm down. I couldn’t help messing with you after seeing that mug of yours light up at the mention of the photo shoot happening on Jeju. I might have to go myself so I can make sure the two of you are taken care of during that week,” the CEO is joking with the last part.

“The more the merrier,” I laugh at the thought of these two men waiting on me hand and foot.

The CEO stood up to leave, “In fact, I think I will go with you. Let’s take the corporate jet. I’ll see you guys at the airport.”

I get up quickly so I can bow to him before he walks out the door. I’m a little shocked that he is actually going with us. I need to call Jin to let him know that I won’t make our lunch date or to the dinner party on Saturday. In our line of work, making plans is always a tricky business. 

I can’t help it, I start laughing. The thought of myself in sportswear is laughable. Wait until Jungkook, Jin and Jimin hear about this. Those guys are going to bust a gut laughing so hard. I wish I was going to be there Saturday night so I could see it. They can laugh all they want to because I am going to have fun. It’s been awhile since I was able to enjoy myself. Sure, I’ll be working but a photo shoot in sportswear, I can see it now. On the golf course, the soccer field, they might even include baseball or basketball.

“Do I want to know what you are laughing about?” My manager is looking at me strangely.

“Nah, the joke is only funny to me. Well, if we are done here then I’m going to head home to start packing,” I bow to him as I head towards the door.

“Not so fast,” he stops me in my tracks. “I also wanted to let you know that you will be going on a small hiatus while the other guys are doing their solo tours. I thought you might like a rest and it will give you time to work on music for a new album.”

“Um, how small a hiatus?” Don’t get me wrong. I love my down time where I can do pretty much whatever I want to but too much begins to bother me.

My manager shakes his head at me, “Not long. We plan on sending all of you to the States in late October to spend time at V’s place. With his dance and recording studios, all of you will be able to get some recording done and we have scheduled concerts for BTS from the middle of November to the end of January 2027. So relax. Do this gig and take time to write some new music. There will probably be some other modeling jobs that will come along in the next four months. Plus the boss is giving all of you the chance to get ready for Jin’s wedding. It's only a month away now.”

“OK, I can live with all of that. If you don’t need anything else then I’m going to head out,” I have some calls to make, Jin being the first one.

“Nah, go ahead. I’ll pick you up so we can go to the airport together,” my manager shoos me away with his hand.
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“We are only going for a week. You have three suitcases. What do you have in them?” My manager asks with a puzzled look on his face.

“It’s not three suitcases. I have my duffle bag of clothes. My carry-on with my music, laptop and other necessities. This is my goodie bag,” I hold up this last bag because it is the most important. I have to have my snacks.

He looks at me like I have three heads, “You’re impossible.”

My manager is about five-eight and he might weight one hundred and forty pounds when wet. He loves to eat more than I do so I wouldn’t be too sure if he doesn’t have his own snack bag for the trip. In fact I know he does because we are always sharing snacks when I go out of town. There is no way he didn’t bring it with him.

Sometimes I feel guilty that he is leaving his wife and three kids behind to go on these trips with me. Whenever I try to apologize, he laughs it off and tells me his wife is glad for the time alone. I know better than that because I have seen the two of them together. Love is always in the air when they are together. I hope someday to have that kind of love in my life.

Sudden thoughts of Jungkook’s happy marriage and Jin’s upcoming wedding pop into my head. Even V is in a serious relationship. I’m sure we will be hearing wedding bells in the next year for him as well. I keep telling myself that my career is more important right now but I’m thirty-one years old and find myself wishing for what they have. Someone to share my life with but there is one more thing they have that I don’t, a second career.

I have been so busy with my music career that I haven’t given it much thought. Maybe I do want more in my life than just music. But right now I need to focus on this new modeling gig with JeonSTar Sporting Goods. 

We arrive at the airport just before eight o’clock Wednesday morning. Luckily we get there just as the CEO pulls up in his car. If we were late, he wouldn’t give us a lecture just the evil eye. He demands punctuality from his employees. His motto is...a second lost is wasted time. We all know how busy he is...all the time...so we don’t dare keep him waiting.

Since we are going on his private plane we don’t have to go through airport security. I know if my fans heard that I was at the airport and they didn’t get a chance to see me then I would be in trouble. But as far as I know they are unaware of this trip. I wonder what my loyal fans are going to think of me when they see me decked out in sportswear. 

Since finding out about this modeling job, I did some research into JeonSTar Sporting Goods. They are famous for their electronics and just recently decided to branch out into different areas of business. Since the CEO of JeonSTar is an avid golfer, it is no surprise that he decided to go into sporting goods. This job might actually be fun for me.

We grab our bags and head up the stairs of the waiting plane. The pilot is standing at the top of the stairs with a warm smile on his face. I bet he’s smiling because this is a short trip for him. I’ve flown several times to the States with him and those are long trips. So this is a breeze for him. Or he could be smiling because he will be getting a mini vacation in Jeju while we are there.

I decide to take a window seat so I can look out at the sky while we are flying. I’m always fascinated by the technology that keeps me in the air. How can something so heavy fly through the air without falling? I’m just grateful that it doesn’t fall since I do a lot of flying with my career.

The intercom comes on, “This is your captain speaking. We have a short trip today so there won’t be any refreshments, I did fill up the refrigerator with water and juice though. There won’t be time for a nap either unless you make it a catnap. The weather is beautiful today but I can’t promise there won’t be any turbulence. So enjoy your flight and I’ll see you soon. We’ll be landing in about an hour.”

“He has no since of humor,” the CEO mentions offhand.

I chuckle a little, “Yeah, I notice that every time I fly with him.”

“I can play the part of the steward today. Would anyone like a water or juice?” My manager gets up from his seat and heads over to the small refrigerator in the little galley area of the plane.

Everyone calls for water except for me. I want orange juice this morning. Or I should say, I need orange juice. I open my goodie bag and pull out a muffin. I’m about to starve. I ask everyone else if they would like a snack but they quickly decline. That’s OK by me. More for me later on. Cha Moon Suk hands my juice to me and settles into his seat beside the CEO.

After I finish my juice and muffin I feel alive again. Hunger is no laughing matter. I don’t know about anybody else but when I’m hungry I can’t think straight. I want to work on my new song so I need all my brain cells firing, especially at the same time. I pull my pencil and music book out of my carry-on. I place them on the try in front of me but I wait a minute before opening my music book.

I have written several songs over the last few years since I started this career but I think this song is the hardest one for me. Not sure why but every time I think I have a tune for the song in my head, the tune changes to another one. Maybe I should quit fighting it and let the tune that is wanting to be written to come out.

I close my eyes and run the words along with the tune. I chuckle as I open my eyes to myself, the song does sound better with a new tune. I open my music book and start a new page with the music notes in my head. Now I wish I had my guitar with me. I should have brought it, what was one more bag going to hurt. I glance at my manager but he is busy talking to the CEO.

I peer out of the airplane window watching the clouds drift past at high speed. I wonder what it would feel like to lay on one of those clouds for a while. Not to have a care or a thought during that moment. I can’t complain though. No, my life isn’t perfect but I am doing what I want to be doing right now. If there is more to life then it will happen.

Before I know it, the pilot is telling us that we will be landing in Jeju in five minutes. I buckle up for the landing. The plane ride was easy, no turbulence. But I wouldn’t have been afraid if there had been a little turbulence. It certainly wouldn't have been the first time to experience a bumpy ride on an airplane. I feel the wheels coming down and locking into place. The plane lands with a soft thud onto the runway.

I wait for the announcement from the pilot that it is safe to unbuckle. Not even a second later the pilot lets us know it is safe to get out of our seats. I strap my music bag and my goodie bag on my shoulder then pick up my duffle bag. I watch as my security detail take their place at the airplane door. We won’t disembark from the plane until my lead bodyguard gives the all-clear.

I’m the last one to get off the plane. I bow to the pilot as I head down the few steps to the runway. I see there are three cars waiting for us with drivers standing beside the back doors to open them for us. JeonSTar Sporting Goods logos are big and bold on the side of the doors. I guess I am going to get the royal treatment from this company. I promise myself not to take advantage of their generosity. I’m not that type of man anyway.

The CEO directs my security detail to the first car but tells my lead bodyguard to ride in the second car with me. He tells us that he and my manager will ride to the hotel in the third vehicle. I walk over to the second car then wait for the driver to open the door for me. The SUV is extremely luxurious with its leather seats. The driver takes my bags to put them in the back of the car. I climb in and buckle up for the ride.

This isn’t my first trip to Jeju but I always love looking at the scenery. It is a beautiful island. Whenever I come here, I imagine living in a small house close to the water. I dream of sitting on the beach under an umbrella writing music all day. I chuckle at the image playing in my head. Right now I can’t imagine a life without my music career. Or my six brothers of BTS.

It doesn’t take us very long to get to the resort hotel where we will be staying. The hotel stands majestically against a blue sky background. I haven’t stayed at this hotel before so I am looking forward to finding out what it looks like on the inside. We circle around a giant fountain with water shooting out of a fish’s mouth. I can see different colored Koi fish swimming in the fountain pond. Some of the fish are huge and could feed an army. Not that I would suggest that to anyone.

My lead bodyguard gets out of the vehicle then motions for my other security detail to join him around the car I’m sitting in. I hear him tell the driver that it is OK for him to open my door. I unbuckle then step out of the car. There is a big steel canopy over my head with panes of glass to let the sunshine peer through. I turn to look at the entrance of the hotel. There are five sets of double doors with doormen standing before them. 

Luggage carriers bring out carts to put our luggage onto them. There are several people standing just outside the entrance staring at us. I can see they have recognized me when they pull out their cameras. I graciously wave and smile at them as I pose for their pictures. Fortunately they know with my bodyguards around me they can’t attempt to come any closer to me.

“OK, let’s head in so we can get our rooms. J-Hope, your bodyguards will have a room across from yours. I will have a room on one side of yours while Cha Moon Suk has the room on the other side. We will be available to you at all times. Yes, that includes me. So don’t hesitate to ask for anything. I want this modeling job to go off without a hitch. OK, I’m starving. Let’s get our luggage in our rooms and find a restaurant,” the CEO leads the way into the resort hotel.

“Welcome,” the doormen say in unison as we walk through the sliding glass doors. I look up at the skylight and feel a slight wave of dizziness. What I really want to do is lay on the hotel floor so I can gaze up at the skylight for hours. But there’s no time and it would probably freak everybody out if I suddenly laid down on the floor.

Instead I keep walking towards the registrar’s desk. Standing at the desk are four women and two men dressed in similar uniforms who bow to us as we get to them. The CEO checks in for all of us. As hotel room cards are handed to him, he passes them on to each of us. Since there is an extra card to each room, he keeps them in case of an emergency. I don’t have to worry much about him barging into my room unless I don’t answer if he comes to see me. I don’t plan on causing him any stress on this trip.

The luggage carriers follow us to our rooms without a word. I know they have recognized me but they don’t do anything to jeopardize my safety or their jobs. I’ll make sure to leave them an autograph before I leave. I’m sure my manager has brought small items for me to sign and give away while I’m here. He does it on every trip. He says it is a chance for my name to become a household name so they will buy my music and merchandise.

We ride the glass elevator to our floor then step out to walk to our rooms. My lead bodyguard follows me to my room so he can check it out before I go in. He is very good at his job and I appreciate everything he does for me. Choi Dai Sun has been my lead bodyguard for the last twelve years. I completely trust him with my life. He can intimidate people with one look alone. And standing six-two helps also. Not to mention his muscled physique. The same can be said of all my bodyguards though. When I am getting pushed, pulled and shoved by hundreds of fans, my bodyguards are nice to have around.

Choi Dai Sun opens my hotel room then walks in to look around. He disappears into the bathroom then reappears again. The suite is big compared to some of them where I have stayed. Right now I can’t see much until he tells me it is OK for me to come in. I glance at the luggage carrier who smiles and nods in understanding for the need of my bodyguard to check the room before I go in. I look at his nametag and make a mental note of his name so I don’t forget to give him a small token of my appreciation.

Choi Dae Sun returns to give the go ahead for the luggage carrier to put my bags in my room.  I want to check out my suite but I don’t want to keep the CEO waiting. Plus I’m about to starve myself. I step inside to watch where the luggage handler places my bags. I’m not sure I want to keep my music bag in here but I know the CEO brought extra security to watch our rooms when we are not in them.

“We have to wait a minute. The CEO had to take a phone call. Wow! They are sparing no expense for our stay here this week. This is a nice suite. Maybe we can exchange rooms?” My manager has a weird sense of humor occasionally.

“OK, but I don’t think you are going to like being me for a week. All that attention and hard work. Do you think you can handle it?” I throw out there at him.

“You are such a funny man. When the good Lord made you, it didn’t leave anything to chance of a second you getting made. Nope, you are the original. Our only Hope in the world. Just the way we like it,” my manager likes buttering me up every once in a while. Makes me feel like a piece of bread.

I chuckle, “Yeah, I don’t think you could handle it if I had a twin like Jungkook.”

“Hey, don’t knock having a twin. It has come in handy for Jungkook on several occasions,” Cha Moon Suk reminds me.

“That’s true,” I tell him. “My sister is enough for me. That reminds me. I need to find her a gift while I’m here.”

“OK, let’s go eat.” The CEO is waiting in the doorway of my room.

My bodyguards take their place around me as we make our way to the elevators. Instead of hitting the first floor button, the CEO pushes the button for the top floor. My manager and I look strangely at him but he only shrugs and grins at us. I decide to take everything in stride as I lean back to enjoy the elevator ride to the top floor. There must be something on the top floor that the CEO wants to show us.

Boy, am I surprised when the elevator door opens to a gigantic restaurant before us. Most of the tables are full of guests enjoying their brunch. Smells coming from the kitchen cause my stomach to start rumbling. I lay my hand on my stomach to quiet it down but begin to laugh when I hear other stomachs in the elevator echo mine.

A hostess comes over to us, “Please follow me. Your party is waiting over here.”

That draws a huge puzzle on my face. Our party is waiting for us. Who knows we are here and could be waiting for us? The hostess leads us through the restaurant to an adjourning room. A huge round table sits in the center of the room. There are several men and a couple of women already sitting at the table. They stand up and bow as we enter the room.

“Please come in and join us. We are so excited to have you with us. My name is Im Do Young. I’m the owner of JeonSTar Corporation. This is my son, Im Ho Young, he is the CEO of the Sporting Goods division. This is Jo Dong Sik our Sales Coordinator. The man beside him is Lee He Nam our Advertising Coordinator. The woman smiling from ear to ear is our photographer, Song Hwa-Moon and her sister, Song Seo-Moon who is her assistant. Ever since we received the signed contract, we have eagerly been waiting to meet all of you,” the owner and his follow employees bow again.

We nod and bow in return. Im Do Young motions for us to sit down. I notice they have put a smaller table for my bodyguards in the room. It’s a nice touch. Most often, my bodyguards are asked to stand guard outside the room. I wonder if it was at the suggestion of the owner of JeonSTar or my CEO that asked for a table to be brought in for my bodyguards. If I had to guess it was probably the owner of JeonSTar who thought it would be best for my bodyguards to stay close to me even in this room.

“Thank you for having us. We are looking forward to what you are going to do with J-Hope for your new sporting goods campaign,” the CEO graciously tells them.

“Not as much as we are looking forward to what our photographer has planned for this campaign. The initial photo boards were amazing to say the least. I truly believe this is going to be a win/win for all of us, especially you, Mr. Jung,” Im Do Young smiles at me.

I smile back at him, “Please call me J-Hope. Mr. Jung sounds too formal for me. I can’t wait to see what you have planned for me.”

I look over at the photographer and her sister. Both of them blush, which tells me they must be huge fans of either me or BTS as a whole. They must be in their late twenties with dark hair down to their waist which they have in ponytails right now. They could almost pass for twins except the photographer’s sister has a small freckle on the side of her face. They are very beautiful and seem to be well-mannered. Most girls would be giggling and whispering in each other’s ears about me. It looks like I might enjoy working with all these people.

“J-Hope it is then. After a light brunch, I thought we might all like a round of golf at the resort’s golf course. Our schedule won’t start until in the morning so I thought we would make the rest of today a fun day. What do you say?” The owner of JeonSTar corporation is grinning from ear to ear.
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The next morning I’m standing in front of a tall mirror waiting for the wardrobe coordinator to finish adjusting my outfit. They have me dressed in a Crown Prince robe worn during the Joseon Era. I’m a little disappointed, I think I would make a better king but it’s their show not mine. I guess you could say I’m the supporting actor in their show. 

“Um, is this what they want people to wear when they go out to do archery?” I can’t help but question their choice of outfit for this shoot.

“I asked the same question. The outfits are important but the sporting equipment they will be picturing you with is what they want featured. That is where the money is.” The wardrobe coordinator explains to me. 

Yesterday while we were on the golf course, the two coordinators gave us a rundown of what would be expected from me in the next few days. The Crown Prince outfit goes with the layout of me showing off my archery skills. Do you know how hard it was for me not to laugh because I have no archery skills? Hopefully this outfit will attract their attention instead of my bad archery skills. But they graciously told me that they would make sure I didn’t look bad if I didn’t know how to use a bow and arrow. I was grateful for that much.

After a few shots with the bow and arrow, they are going to change my outfit and we will be hitting the golf course. At least I know what a driver, wood and a putter looks like and what I  will need to do on the golf course. If all goes well then I will change into my hunting gear but I won’t be forced to go out and shoot an animal. They said I will be skeet shooting. When they described to me what skeet shooting was, I couldn’t help looking forward to doing a little bit of it.

Tomorrow, I will be hitting the soccer field, football field and the baseball field. When they finished telling me everything I would be doing for their sporting goods campaign, I felt exhausted. Can you imagine how I am going to feel by the time this week is over? I’m going to need to go on that hiatus just so I can get some rest. But don’t get me wrong, I’m looking forward to all the fun I am going to be having this week. I have to admit, it is a totally different modeling gig than what I have done before.   

Even though I mostly rode around in a golf cart for most of the afternoon yesterday I slept like a baby last night. I enjoyed spending time watching the CEO play his best round of golf ever. We won’t mention my score at the end of the day. But when do I have time to play golf. Remember, I’m do music not sports.

“Well, I have to say you look like a crown prince.” My manager comes into the room.

“Thank you! I think it’s my best look ever. Be careful, as the crown prince I can have your head removed from your shoulders real easily,” I love joking with him.

But today he is not willing to lose his head, “Careful there. I hold your career in the palm of my hand.”

I straighten my face and wipe off the mischievous grin, “Yes, sir. I know that, sir. I promise your head is safe with me.” 

We burst out laughing together. That is the kind of relationship I have with my manager. Only occasionally does he have to sit me down and tell me to behave myself. He knows my personality, fun and excitement are my middle names. I guess you didn’t know that about me. I love making people laugh and I hear it shaves years off your life. Who doesn’t want to stay young?

“OK, you are all set. I just got word they are waiting for you out on the set. I’ll walk you out there just in case you might need anything else until this shoot is over,” the wardrobe coordinator is real cute. She barely reaches my shoulders in height. Her hair is up in a bun but what makes it exciting is that it is all different colors, red, orange, blue, purple and bright neon pink. Her personality is exceptionally bubbly. I bet she is a lot of fun at parties.

We walk out of the dressing room and head down the long hall of the building. The owner of JeonSTar Corporation rented the soccer stadium for a week so we can do all the photo shoots here. The only time we will have to relocate is when I have to go play golf for that shoot. We come out on the field and I see the field is set up for archery.

Oh, boy. I hope I don’t make a fool of myself. This is when I truly believe that either V or Jungkook would be a better choice of a model for their sporting goods campaign. Oh well, I’m here so I better do the best I can. If not and by some slim chance that V and Jungkook hear about it, I will never live it down. Song Hwa-Moon, the photographer is waiting for me. Her sister is sitting at a table loaded down with cameras, extra zoom lens and a laptop. I notice a big boombox sitting on the table too.

“Ah, good! You’re here. Wow! You look exactly like a crown prince in that outfit,” the photographer exclaims as I walk out onto the field.

“I was hoping for the king outfit but I guess this will have to do,” I think I am trying to make myself laugh instead of her.

She laughs along with me, “You would have made a dashing king back in the day.”

Uh, oh! If I didn’t know better I would say that she is flirting with me. Normally I would be flattered but I don’t want to do anything to jeopardize this modeling job. I keep a straight face and turn my attention to my manager. I’m thankful that he understands what I am doing and goes along with me.

“It’s a beautiful day for a photo shoot. It looks like we are going to have nice weather this whole week. Where do you want my client?” Cha Moon Suk looks at the photographer for an answer.

“Um, you can go over by the equipment stand so the coordinator can set you up with the bow and arrow for this shoot,” Song Hwa-Moon is visibly setback by the change in attitude.

I hope she is able to read the room or should I say stadium to know that I had to let her know that she can’t flirt with me. I can’t reciprocate that kind of playfulness when I’m working. Well, to be honest, not ever. I’m not willing to risk my career over some flirtations. They might have been harmless but if someone heard or saw then it would be all over the internet by morning. That is a PR nightmare for my manager, the CEO, my BTS brothers and myself. I’m sorry but it is a headache I would prefer not to have.

I walk over to the equipment coordinator so he can get me set up for the shoot. I look out about thirty feet and see a target has been set up. I wonder if I am going to be expected to hit the target. If so, can they make it a lot bigger target?  The equipment coordinator is probably in his late forties or early fifties. I can see a little snow in his hair so I figure he is at least fifteen or twenty years older than I am.

“Sir, I have this bow ready for you.  Try it out and see how it feels,” he hands me a large bow. “Let me know if it is too heavy or the string is too tight for you to be able to draw it back. Once you feel like it is a good fit for you then you can see if you can shoot an arrow with it.”

The bow isn’t too heavy for me but I do feel awkward holding it. I’m fairly certain this is the first time I have ever held a bow in my hand. It is a fascinating piece of sporting equipment. I have watched several Joseon era Kdramas where the actor had to shoot a bow and arrow. The scenes where they had to do it while riding a horse seemed almost impossible for me. I’m glad I don’t have to do this on top of a horse.

I pull the string back several times and for once I’m glad I have been working out at the gym with Jungkook. I might pull this photo shoot off without a hitch. I make the mistake of looking at the target and it makes me rethink my previous thought. One little hitch, that target is too far away.

“Here, I will show you how to shoot an arrow at the target.”

I hand him the bow and watch as he selects an arrow out of the holder sitting on the ground. He notches the arrow on the string of the bow and pulls it back. He lines the end of the arrow up with the target and before I really see how he is able to line it up, he releases the arrow. I watch as it flies down the field towards the target. I shouldn’t be surprised when it hits the center of the target.

“OK, now let’s see how well you do.” The equipment coordinator hands me an arrow with the bow.

I take a deep breath as I try to mimic his previous movements with his shot. At least when I notch the arrow on the string it doesn’t fall to the ground. I pull up the bow and draw the string back. I close one eye so I can make sure the end of the arrow is lined up with the target. I take another deep
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