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BOOKS BY TERI REGALADO

Disguised as Love

I Love You, Lee Min Ho

What She Would Do For Love

Game Set Jin

Coming Soon

You Can’t Bully Me

J-Hope World

***Love That Comes Along Once In a Lifetime written by Teri Regalado for the sole purpose of this book ‘AboVe the Speed Limit’.
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Dedicated

to

KIM TAEHYUNG

V of BTS holds a special place in my heart. I got to know you in Hwarang, the Warrior Poet before I knew you as V of BTS. In Hwarang, there is one scene of his that rips my heart out of my chest and shreds it into a billion pieces. My heart has never been the same since I watched Hwarang because of his epic scenes in the show. Whenever I hear you sing, it gives me a glimpse of even more of your talent. You are talented at so many things, singing, dancing, acting and modeling. When I knew that I wanted to write a book featuring V, I had trouble figuring out what I would make your new career focus after you got out of the military. Finally the idea hit me like a ton of bricks and I knew it was perfect for you. I hope when you read this book that you will enjoy it as much as I am going to 

enjoy writing it. Tae, you are special to me in so many ways. Please keep smiling, singing, acting and modeling like only you can do. And if you ever decide to do something else with your life, I will be watching and cheering you on. Please keep smiling because when we see you smile, all seems well with the world. Thank you, Tae for being such a great inspiration in my writing career!

With all my love,

Teri
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CHAPTER ONE
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Kim Taehyung, better known as V of BTS or as I like to call him Tae woke up to join the rest of his military unit for morning training. He jumped down off his bunk and stretched his arms over his head. He couldn’t help smiling. He only had two weeks of military duty left.

Tae grabbed his toiletry bag and headed for the bathroom. He turned on the shower and slipped under the warm water. He ran his hands over his short hair to get it wet. He couldn’t wait for his hair to grow out. That was the one thing that bothered him throughout his military service, his short hair. He thought he might just rebel and let it grow down his back like his ancestors did during the Joseon period when he got out of the military. The thought made him laugh.

He unzipped his toiletry bag to get his shampoo. He squeezed a little bit of the shampoo into his other hand then quickly rubbed it on his short hair. V loved massaging his scalp and today was no different. He knew he had to hurry but he took an extra minute to shampoo his hair. He closed his eyes to enjoy the wonderful feeling as he massaged his scalp.

Suddenly his eyes popped open when he felt a rag smack him on the shoulder, “Hey!”

His buddy, Cho Dong Lee grinned at him, “I thought I had better wake you up before you’re late.”

“I wasn’t sleeping, I was savoring the moment.” Tae picked up the rag and threw it back to his friend.

“Well you might want to savor shorter because if you are late then you are going to be running extra laps,” Cho Dong Lee reminded him.

Tae poured soap into his hand so he could finish his shower, “I’ll be ready before you are.”

“I doubt that but the race is on,” his friend turned the shower on.

Ten minutes later Tae and his buddy were standing in formation on the field waiting for their instructor to show up. It was still dark outside so the soldiers on the field could only see because of the field lights. Tae looked around at the other soldiers. Some of the guys had been with him for months but others were just beginning their military duty. His buddy Cho Dong Lee still had a month to go before he would be discharged.

He would be eternally in his friend’s debt for becoming a good friend. Cho Dong Lee turned the mandatory military service into a breeze instead of a nightmare. Before his friend came along other guys in his unit would pick on him because of his celebrity status. His friend stopped all that nonsense from happening to him.

Cho Dong Lee stood six feet tall and weighed two hundred and ten pounds. Soaking wet added even more weight on him so nobody was willing to make him angry. He took one look at Tae in the mess hall then walked over to him and asked to sit down at the table with him. Tae didn’t dare tell the man no. After that they were friends for life.

Tae found out that Cho Dong Lee was raised in an orphanage. He lost his entire family to a flood in his home town when he was ten. Because of his size the other kids in the orphanage didn’t mess with him. He could have grown up to be a bully but he was more of a live and let live kind of guy. He met his wife at college and they got married after their college graduation. He bragged about his little boy and girl all the time.

Out of the corner of Tae’s line of sight he noticed their drill sergeant walking onto the field. The man stood about six foot two and weighed probably two hundred pounds. Most of the sergeant’s weight was pure muscle. Tae knew his sergeant worked out two hours every morning before meeting with his troops.

Drill Sergeant Hyun Dae Yoon yelled out, “Men, I want you to look up at the sky. Yep, it’s going to rain so you might want to hurry up and get your laps in quick today. Then we are going to meet in the gym. I hope you remember what today is. Yeah, it’s Muscle Day. We are going to be working on your arm and leg muscles today. You might want to stop the groaning because if I see you groan, you will be doing a different kind of groaning. But I am going to give you a little incentive. Whoever is the loser today will be giving every single one of you a foot massage. So you don’t want to be the loser today. I know everybody loves a foot massage that is if you have ever had one. We have one soldier who only has two weeks left and I’m sure you know who you are, don’t slack off or you will be giving the foot massages today. OK, men, start your laps. Let’s make it one hundred and fifty laps today.”

Tae knew the drill sergeant was talking about him when he said someone has only two weeks left in his mandatory military service. He wouldn’t dream of slacking off his military duties. He knew better than to make light of his training sessions. The last thing he wanted to do was massage all of these guy’s disgusting feet. 

At lap one hundred, Tae could feel his leg muscles wanting to cramp up. He was used to leg pain since there were times during dance practice his muscles had cramped something awful. He was grateful when one of his BTS brothers would help message the cramp out of his legs.

He thought back to when he first started practicing with his brothers. Their BTS choreographer showed them the dance routine to one of their songs. He would then expect them to practice the routine until they were ready to drop. The choreographer could be relentless during training. He remembered the wake up calls at 7 am and they would practice until 10 or 11 pm. They would have to stop because the muscles in their legs were cramping so bad they couldn’t move another muscle. Tae remembered helping massage his brothers’ legs to stop the cramping.

Right now, none of his brothers were around to help with the leg cramps. He needed something to take his mind off of his aching leg muscles. He didn’t have a girlfriend so there was nothing to think about there. He was working on a new song but he knew that wouldn’t take his mind off of the pain in his legs. Then he remembered what he had been thinking about last night when the lights went out for bedtime. 

All of his brothers had plans after BTS except for him. Jin had started on his next career before he went into the military. All of them invested in Jin’s video company and were making pretty good money off of that investment. Each one of them had voiced a dream other than a music career at one point or another. He was the only one that hadn’t come up with anything that might interest him yet.

For months, he thought about what he wanted to do once he was out of the military but he couldn’t think of a single thing. He knew he could write about his BTS experience but he wasn’t much into writing a book. He could continue with his solo career but he wanted something more than just music. What that something was he hadn’t been able to come up with one single idea that interested him.

Jin and J-Hope were living their dreams. All of them were planning on meeting once he, RM, Jimin and Jungkook were discharged in a couple of weeks. Suga was going to take leave so they could all be together. All of them had discussed leaving Hybe but they hadn’t completely decided one way or another. He was curious what was going to happen when they didn’t renew their contract.

Tae noticed that his legs had quit cramping so bad. Thinking about something else besides the pain he was in really worked. His buddy, Cho Dong Lee was beginning to slow down. He began encouraging him to push through the pain and keep going. He reminded his friend that he didn’t want to be the one to give the foot massages to the rest of the troop.

He laughed when his friend started running faster when he mentioned the foot massages. They rounded the corner together and saw one of the corporals holding up a board that showed they were at lap one hundred and thirty seven. Just thirteen more laps to go. Tae looked around to see how the rest of the guys were doing. He saw one of the soldiers break off from running formation and head towards the edge of the field.

Tae knew the guy was going to be throwing up whatever might be left in his stomach from the night before. He couldn’t help feeling sorry for the soldier because unless one of the others had to stop then he was going to be the one giving the foot massages. But fortunately the guy finished losing his stomach contents and rejoined the formation. Watching that guy puke up his guts made Tae’s stomach a little queasy.

Twenty minutes later his troop was inside the gym. And not a minute too soon because the blackened skies opened up and it was raining pretty bad. He didn’t know who was counted as the last man in the gym. Tae was just glad it wasn’t him. He would be enjoying a foot massage today instead of giving them.

Tae walked over to one of the weight machines. He checked the weights on the machine before sitting down. It was set at one hundred and twenty pounds so he left it alone. He sat down and settled his breathing before taking a hold of the handle bars. He took a deep breath then brought the handle bars down. After a few minutes of pulling down on the weight bar he could feel a slow burn starting in his upper arms. 

He decided to try ‘the think about something else’ trick he had used earlier while running. What did he want to do outside of BTS or a solo music career? He knew he could start his own clothing line and open his own store but he really didn’t have any interest in doing that. Don’t get the wrong idea, he loves clothes especially the feel of new clothes but owning a store wasn’t a good fit for him. He knew he had lots of years ahead of him where he could spend time modeling. But that didn’t appeal to him either.

Tae wanted something exciting. Something that would be thrilling for him every day. He was kind of envious because of the choice J-Hope had made for his dream. Even Jin’s life was pretty exciting right now. In fact Tae had a couple of weddings to get ready for.

After the military Jin met the love of his life, Lucy Pikerin. Jin was waiting for his brothers to get out of the military before he got married. Jungkook had finally let them meet his girlfriend, Kim Min Gi and they were the perfect couple. Tae already knew Jungkook and Min Gi’s wedding was set for December. Jin’s wedding was going to be Valentine’s Day 2026. Tae had to admit to himself that he was jealous that he hadn’t met the love of his life yet. He had his mind set on his music career instead of his love life over the past several years to be looking for love.

“Hey, how many reps are you going to do on that machine? You seem to have already checked out of the military. This is the third time I have seen you with your head in the clouds. What gives?” his buddy, Cho Dong Lee said as he brought him out of his thoughts.

Tae looked up at him, “Just wondering what I’m going to do with myself after the military.”

“What do you mean? You have your music career with BTS,” Cho Dong Lee reminded him.

“Yeah, I even have my solo career. But I want more than just music for my life,” Tae sighed as he stood up from the weight machine.

Cho Dong Lee slapped him on the back, “Let’s get your mind back to the military. I bet I can climb to the top of the ropes before you do.”

Tae laughed as he flexed his arms to show off his muscles, “I take that bet. By the way, if you lose you will be giving me a foot massage too.”

“You are so on, dude.” Cho Dong Lee took off running for the climbing ropes.

They made it to the ropes at the same time and started climbed up. Soldiers below them started cheering them on. This was a common occurrence between Tae and his best friend. Their drill sergeant came over to watch as his two soldiers worked their way to the top of the climbing rope. 

Tae looked over at his buddy as he reached arm over arm as he climbed up the rope. He tried to slow his breathing down to let his arms do the hard work. He reached the top a couple of seconds before his friend did and let out a loud whoop. He raised his fist in the air and waved it over his head.

“Man, I was sure I was going to beat you.” Cho Dong Lee frowned.

Tae laughed, “ For a second I thought you were going to but with all the weight of those muscles, never going to happen.”

“How do you always manage to pull out a win at the last second?” His friend wanted to know.

“I can’t tell you my secret then you will start beating me and I am not about to let that happen,” Tae laughed when his friend frowned at him.

“Are you guys going to stay up there all day?” Their drill sergeant called up to them.

Tae looked down and saw the rest of the guys in his unit watching them, “No, sir. We’re coming down now.”

He had completely forgotten about his drill sergeant and his unit  waiting for them down below. He started moving down the rope quickly before his drill sergeant decided to punish them for staying up there too long. Tae learned fairly quickly not to laugh and joke around during their training time. If you did you would find yourself in deep trouble doing sit ups or pushups and not just a few.

When they got to the bottom the sergeant told his unit to get back to their workout. Tae went over to the bars and started doing chin ups. He started counting in his head but his thoughts took over and he lost count. After a few minutes, he felt his arms beginning to ache so he lowered himself so he could put his feet down then let go of the bar.

The rest of his day he spent on duty at the base gate. He looked over at the mountain range wishing he could figure out what he was going to do after the military besides music. He was sure his agency had a huge schedule planned out for him for the next several months for BTS and his music career. But he couldn’t help wanting more for his life than just music.

When he got back to the barrack, it was enclosed in darkness. The soldiers with the night off from duty were sound asleep. Tae slipped into the barracks and quietly made his way to his bunk. He slowly opened his locker to grab his night clothes and toiletry bag.

He tiptoed to the bathroom and softly closed the bathroom door before turning on the light. He knew he would catch heck if he woke any of the guys up. He took off his clothes to take a quick shower. He couldn’t go to sleep with the day’s grime on his body. He walked under the hot water in the shower and started shampooing his hair. With his eyes closed he tried to picture himself doing something else with his life besides music.

“Dude, you are really letting this eat you alive, aren’t you?” His buddy Cho Dong Lee stood in front of the bathroom sink.

“How long have you been standing there?” Tae frowned at him.

His friend frowned back, “Long enough to hear five sighs and three grunts. Is it really that important to you to have another career besides music?”

“I guess I want to see if there is something else I can do besides music. All the rest of the members of BTS have other interests but I can’t think of even one,” Tae rinsed the shampoo out of his hair.

“You have your acting career.  I thought you

wanted to pursue it more. What changed your

mind?” His friend asked him.

Tae squeezed soap into his hand, “I enjoy acting and would love to do more of it but am I really good at it?”

“I think your fans answered that question for you after they saw Hwarang. You have your modeling career too. Dude, you have more talent than most people have in their big toe. Seriously, is there something else bothering you that you haven’t told me?” Cho Dong Lee was genuinely concerned about his friend.

Tae sighed, “I sometimes feel like I don’t measure up to my brothers. So I am looking for something that will help me see that I do measure up to them.”

“Do you really think they are walking around with a measuring stick to check if each of you is measuring up with the other? Don’t sell your brothers short. They care about you. Consider yourself lucky. I’m an only child. I am going to miss all of you guys when I get out of the military.” Cho Dong Lee looked at his image in the mirror.

“I’m sorry, bro. I guess I have been rather selfish today,” Tae watched his friend.

Cho Dong Lee turned around and looked at Tae, “No, I understand. I have been wondering the same thing about my life. I went to college to become an attorney like my father but that’s just it, it’s not what I want to do.”

“Well, let’s help each other out until I’m out of here. We can bounce ideas off of each other and hope something sticks,” Tae tried to encourage his friend.

“Right now, you had better wash off that soap before it sticks on you.” Cho Dong Lee walked towards the door. Before he walked out he sent a backwards wave at his friend.

Park Woo Sing closed the envelope then sealed it to make sure it didn’t come open. He picked up his phone to call for a carrier to come and deliver the envelope for him. He was told the messenger could be there in about fifteen minutes. The old man gave them the address to his business.

As the owner of Sing’s Liquors, he spent all of his time in the store. It used to be a happy place for him when his wife would come in to help him with the store. Since she passed away, there wasn’t much to be happy about anymore. He looked around the store wishing he could see her one more time. He missed her every moment of every day. Their lifetime together hadn’t been long enough. If only she had lived long enough to see this day happen.

She was the reason why it was so important for this envelope to be delivered. It contained one of the most precious gifts he had made for his wife. He wrote a piece of music for her that he wasn’t able to give her while she was alive. He liked to think she would have loved it if she had been able to hear it before she died.

Occasionally he would spend time on the web. Not long ago he watched a video of V of BTS dancing in a bar with some older people. He decided to do a search on the young singer and heard him sing a few songs. V was the reason he decided to send the tape of his music to Big Hit Entertainment. He knew the young man was in the military but he wanted to see if V would be willing to write the lyrics to his music when he got out.

The bell hanging on the door of his liquor store jingled as a young man came in. Park Woo Sing smiled before bowing his head to him. He recognized him as a messenger because of the scooter helmet in his arm. He came around the corner to give him the envelope then gave him the delivery money. The young man bowed to him then walked out the door.

He breathed a sigh of relief after the young man left. He clutched his hands behind his back as he walked around his store. Every few steps he would stop and twist a bottle of liquor around so his customers could see the label. He smiled as he realized he had the courage to send his music to Big Hit Entertainment.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Tae woke up to what felt like a thousand hands slapping him on his arms and legs. The screaming was loud enough to wake the dead. He looked at all of his fellow soldiers standing around his bunk as they continually shouted for him to get up. He was going to remember every one of them when he left the military.

He fully jerked awake as he remembered that day was finally here. He was getting discharged out of the military today. He couldn’t believe he finally made it through the last eighteen months. He thought back to his first day in the military.

“You may be a music star out there but here on this base you are just like every other soldier. So get your head out of the clouds and get into uniform,” the drill sergeant had screamed in his face.

“Yes, sir.” Tae grabbed his uniform with both hands then walked over to get his military boots.

That day seemed like yesterday instead of eighteen months ago. He smiled at the soldiers surrounding his bunk as he swung his legs around so he could jump down. These guys had made the military bearable when training was at its toughest. They reminded him that they were in the military together and nobody would have to do it alone.

“Thanks, guys. That was some wake-up call. I thought for a moment the enemy had attacked,” Tae joked with them.

“Well, some of us are the enemy today. We are jealous that you are the one leaving and not us. But we do wish you the best. It has been an honor to serve with one of the members of BTS,” Cho Dong Lee spoke up from behind some of the other soldiers crowded around Tae’s bunk.

“You know we want your autograph before you leave,” one of the other soldiers told him.

The rest of the guys started  running back to their  lockers to  grab a

notebook and pen. Tae smiled as he watched them scrambling to be the first one to get his autograph. Yeah, he was going to miss all of them and he knew he wouldn’t easily find a way to forget them. They were now brothers of a different kind, the military kind in this life.

“Guys, I promise I will sign all of your notebooks before I leave.” Tae took the first notebook that was shoved at him and quickly signed it.

He put a little note along with his autograph. He didn’t want these guys to think they didn’t mean anything to him, they all did. He remembered the times they had to train in the rain and the cold. They had encouraged each other to keep moving so they could make it back to their warm barrack.

He remembered when he caught a cold the first winter he was in the military. It was Cho Dong Lee that had carried him to the infirmary so the doctors could treat him. That was the moment they had become best friends and looked out for each other. Tae would forever be grateful for his friend’s kindness.

Tae thought about the time Private Kim Suk Ho brought him food after he got hurt while training. He sprained his ankle and was bed ridden for six days. He wrote in Suk Ho’s notebook that he would never forget his friendship when he brought food to him back then.

“What is going on here?” A voice shouted to them forcing them out of their cheerfulness. “You are still in the military until I say you are not.”

Tae watched as his drill sergeant walked over to him. He was still afraid of the man even after everything they had gone through over the last eighteen months. He knew how strong his drill sergeant was after watching him lift two guys who were sitting on his back. Tae swiftly laid the notebook he had been signing on his bunk then jumped down to take up his military stance.

When the drill sergeant got closer to him, Tae threw up his arm to salute the man. He was intimidated by the man’s presence but he also respected him a great deal for his military service. The drill sergeant was always there when he had a problem and gave him sage advice on how to solve the problem plaguing him.

At the moment his drill sergeant was holding out a notebook of his own for Tae to autograph. He dropped his salute and looked down at the notebook and pen. He was so surprised that it was coming from his drill sergeant he was frozen in place. He looked back up at the drill sergeant with a question mark on his face.

Drill Sergeant Hyun Dae Yoon grinned at Tae, “Can you sign this for my daughter? She has been bugging me for months to get your autograph. I swear she is a bigger fan of you than that of her own father.”

“I’m sorry, sir. I’m sure she loves you very much. I promise you I haven’t done anything for her to like me so much,” Tae took the notebook from his drill sergeant. “What’s your daughter’s name?”

“Hyun Seo-Joon.”

After thanking his daughter for being a fan of his, he signed the notebook with his famous autograph. He quickly handed the notebook back to his drill sergeant. Tae took a deep breath, he really thought he had caused the rest of his troop to be in trouble.

“Since today is Kim Taehyung last day, I am going to give you an extra twenty minutes to get ready for training. But if any of you are late then you will run extra laps. Kim, after you have run your laps this morning you need to come back here to pack up your gear. You are to meet with the base commander at 11 am so he can give your discharge papers to you. I just want to say it has been an honor to serve with you in this military. I was afraid you would be a crybaby and softy when it came to performing your military duties but you proved me wrong. I wish you all the best and if you ever need anything, you know how to find me. Take care of yourself and always show them what you are made of...guts and glory.” With that said the drill sergeant turned around and left the barracks.

For a couple of minutes everybody was too stunned to move or even say anything. Finally Tae grinned then picked up the notebook he was signing and finished writing what he was going to write to the unit member. For the next ten minutes Tae signed all the rest of his buddies’ notebooks. He thought his hand was going to fall off and he wouldn’t blame it if it did. It had been a while since he had to sign so many autographs.

After he signed his last autograph he took a quick shower and got dressed. He was afraid he was going to be the last one on the field and would have to run extra laps. Maybe the drill sergeant would understand and not make him run more laps.

When he ran out of the barrack, he was surprised to find the rest of his buddies waiting for him. It was nice to know they weren’t going to let him be the one to run extra laps. They took off for the field then got into formation right as the drill sergeant came walking onto the field. The man was back to his gruff military self again.

The drill sergeant reminded Tae not to keep the base commander waiting then ordered his troop to begin their laps. Since it was a special day for one of their members to be leaving, he told them to only run a hundred laps instead of a hundred and fifty. He told them to say their goodbyes to their buddy on the field then report to the gym for hand to hand combat training. Then let them know that whoever was late would be pulling night patrol for a week.

As they started running around the track, they would clap him on the back and tell him to take care of himself. By the time they got to fifty laps all of the guys had told him goodbye in their own way. Tae could feel tears beginning to form in his eyes. He knew he couldn’t let them see him cry. He hoped he had been able to convey just how much he appreciated their friendship and everything they had done for him while he was in the military.

But he knew some of his tears were because he was finally going to be able to go home and see his family. He would be able to spend time with them without having to worry about getting back to the military base on time. He would be able to eat his mother’s cooking instead of military food. 

That in itself was enough to make him cry. If anybody ever tried to say that military food was good for you then they had to be crazy or loved bad food. It wasn’t bad for you, it was just not very pleasant to eat. He remembered times when he craved ttbeokbokki, black bean noodles and kimbap. So right now he couldn’t wait until he was at his parent’s house eating his mother’s cooking.

The other thing causing him to tear up was the thought of seeing his brothers again. They were going to meet tomorrow at Jin’s favorite little restaurant, Tteokbokki Café. He couldn’t wait to see them. To be able to spend time laughing and joking around with them. He hoped the little café was fully stocked up with soju cause he was going to get drunk.

He hoped his agency would let him rest for a couple of weeks before making his calendar explode with his new schedule. He remembered how busy Jin was when he got out of the military. One time Jin told him he was allowed two days to rest before he was off and running to get his solo career off the ground again.

Tae wasn’t too sure he wanted his solo career to take off. He wanted to do something else. He had spent the last two weeks sharing ideas with his friend, Cho Dong Lee but nothing had appealed to him. He wanted a career that would excite him when he got out of bed in the morning and blew his mind while he was doing it. Maybe he should have worked in munitions while he was in the military instead of patrol.

Before he knew it they had finished running all their laps. His buddies ran back to their barrack one last time for a quick goodbye before they had to get to the gym. Tae quickly hugged Cho Dong Lee and told him that he would stay in touch with him. He watched as his friends took off running for the gym.

He walked into the empty barrack to pack his clothes. He felt all alone as he pulled his duffle bag out of his locker. He pulled his clothes off the shelf and laid them on his bunk. He wanted to put on his street clothes but he knew he wasn’t allowed to until after he was discharged from the military. He thought about Jin and J-Hope leaving the military base in their uniform.

He put his shoes in a small bag then laid them in his bag first. He carefully set his clothes on top of the shoes then put his toiletry bag next in the huge duffle bag. He looked around his locker to see if he had missed anything. He almost forgot the pictures he had taped to the door of his locker.

The first picture he pulled off was a picture of his family. He really couldn’t wait to see them. He would be going directly to their house after he left the base. The next picture was a picture of him and the rest of the members of BTS. He could hardly wait to see them. It was sad that they had to wait another week for Suga to be discharged from the military. The last picture he removed from the locker was a picture of his unit. He was truly going to miss these guys.

He unzipped a side pocket to put the pictures in there so they would be safe. He zipped up his duffle bag and slipped the strap over his left shoulder. He looked around the barrack as memory after memory washed over him. He felt sad about leaving but glad at the same time that his life was going back to normal.

He laughed as he walked out of the barrack. Over the last thirteen years his life had been nowhere close to normal. He would be returning to long days in the studio perfecting a song for his or BTS’s album. He would be returning to long hours strutting in front of a camera modeling the next big thing. He would be working long grueling hours in the dance studio working on a new routine for a BTS concert. He would have sleepless nights trying to write his next big hit.

Yes, he loved all of it and wanted to do a good job for his fans but he wanted something for himself. Yes, his music career was his but he felt like he was being pulled towards something. Something just out of his mind’s reach at the moment.

Is this what people went through when they were trying to figure out what they wanted to do with their life? No wonder people claimed it was a struggle to decide what they wanted to do. He was twenty-nine years old and shouldn’t be going through this but something was tugging at him. Sometimes he felt like he was drowning in a sea of possibilities he might be willing to do.

He stepped into the base commander’s office. He was immediately directed into the commander’s office. Tae might have been in the office a couple of times during his military service but he doubted it. While his drill sergeant was gruff, the commander was a gentle older man. He guessed the man was over his gruff period so he could afford to be gentle to the men that reported to his base.

“Sir, Second Class Sergeant Kim Taehyung reporting as ordered.” Tae threw up his arm to salute the man.

The commander stood up  and walked around his desk. He stopped about a foot in front of Tae and urged him to put his arm down. Tae was a little shocked by the man touching his arm but didn’t shrink from him. He had to admit the commander’s grin was contagious and he felt himself grinning back at the man.

“Kim Taehyung, I am surprised to see it is already time for you to be discharged from the military. I have heard lots of wonderful things about you and just wanted to say thank you for being a model soldier in our Korean military. Most celebrities come in and do their time without putting much effort into their duties. But you didn’t do that, you tried to excel at everything the military threw at you. We will miss you around here,” the base commander told him.

“Thank you, sir. It was an honor to serve you in the military,” Tae was shocked the commander knew about him.

“Well I know your security has been waiting for you right outside the gate so I won’t keep you any longer,” the commander turned around to get an envelope from his desk. “Here are your discharge papers. You are free to go.”

Tae bowed to the commander as he took the envelope, “Thank you, sir.”

Tae picked up his duffle bag and slipped it back on his shoulder. He walked out of the base commander’s office then walked out of the building. He looked around the base one last time. The last eighteen months were over and he could get on with his life. He breathed a sigh of relief and started walking towards the base gate.

Right before he got to the gate, he could hear the loud cheers going up from his fans. He couldn’t see them yet but he guessed there were cameras taking pictures of him. Hundreds of screaming girls were waiting for him to come out of the military base. He saw the military guards on duty looking out at the screaming crowd who might try to rush them at any minute. Tae felt sorry for putting the guards through this.

Tae saw his bodyguards get out of their vehicles so they could protect him in case his fans tried to get close to him. One of the soldiers opened the gate so he could leave the base. He wanted to turn around for one last look at what had been his home for the last eighteen months but knew he didn’t have time. He had to get in the vehicle before it was too late. He never wanted to put his bodyguards or his fans in any danger of getting hurt.

He quickly threw his duffle bag over the back seat and climbed into the car. He let his bodyguard close the door then settled into his seat. He glanced out the window at the gate of his temporary military home and smiled. He was relieved it was over but he had no regrets of spending the last eighteen months of his life in the military.
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Tae groaned as he was forced to wake up. Sun was shining right in his face. He forgot to close the bedroom curtain before going to bed last night. He still couldn’t believe he had slept like a baby. He thought he would have a problem since he was used to sleeping in a small bunk, the top bunk at that.

He didn’t have any plans until this evening so he decided to lay in bed a little longer. He had until 6:00 pm before he was meeting the rest of BTS minus Suga at Jin’s favorite restaurant. He knew he was going to try and arrive early because he knew all of rest of them would do the same thing. He couldn’t stop the laugh that escaped his lips.

He sighed as the nagging feeling of the last two weeks came rushing at him like a wild tiger about to devour him...again. He threw his arm over his face to block out the sun in an attempt to go back to sleep. When that didn’t work he angrily turned over in bed to stop the sun from shining on his face. 

After a few minutes of tossing and turning, he gave up on the idea of catching some more sleep. He swung his legs off the bed and put his slippers on his feet. He stood up and headed for the bathroom. He turned on the cold water thinking maybe a cold shower would stop the irritating feeling which had plagued him for weeks but it didn’t help.

If it didn’t stop there was no way he would be able to stay focused to continue his music career. If he were asked to be in a Kdrama or a reality show, there wouldn’t be a way for him to focus on his lines. If he were asked to do a modeling job, he wasn’t too sure he would be able to put a smile on his ‘lost in the clouds’ face.

He had to figure out what was going on with these infuriating thoughts. Was he unhappy with being a member of one of the biggest boy bands in the world?  Was he  tired of  performing in front of his fans? Was he finished with his modeling career? All of these    questions hit him hard in the chest as the cold water streamed over him from the showerhead.

He thought about His manager calling him last night before he went to bed. Tae went over their conversation in his head. Most of it was small talk and his manager stressing to him to get plenty of rest. All of them knew they had to wait for Suga to be discharged from the military before they could focus on becoming BTS again.

Tae asked his manager, “Do you have anything for me to do right now?”

“We are going over a couple of modeling contracts but other than that we are waiting for Suga to start anything for BTS,” Park Jung Ji told him.

“What is going on with my solo career? I could be doing a few concerts while we are waiting for Suga. Why wasn’t anything set up for me?” Tae couldn’t keep the anger out of his voice.

His manager coughed into the phone, “Um, I tried to get them to plan a concert here in Seoul for you but they told me to wait.”

“What are they waiting for? When I entered the military, they told me my solo career would be waiting for me when I got out. Well it is not waiting. It sounds to me like it has been put on hold. When Jin was discharged, he had modeling jobs and concerts set up for him. The same thing happened for J-Hope. Tell me what is going on with Jungkook, RM and Jimin,” Tae demanded news about the others from his manager.

“Well, um.” Park Jung Ji seemed to be having a hard time telling his client what was going on with the rest of the members of BTS.

“Since you are having trouble telling me about what is going on, I can pretty much guess,” Tae slammed his phone on the table.

He had taken a cold shower the night before to wash away his anger. It wasn’t directed at his manager or his brothers. He wasn’t too sure why he had gotten so angry. He knew he would have to apologize to his manager when he saw him. He always tried to be slow to anger but he was failing at it now. It wasn’t the agency, his manager or the other members of BTS’s fault, it was this persistent feeling that wouldn’t go away.

He finished his shower and turned off the water. He reached for a towel to dry himself off. He released a huge sigh of exasperation as he felt the ever present needling going on in his mind. He suddenly felt like he was drowning. He fell on his knees on the cold floor trying to catch his breath.

After a few minutes he was able to breath normal again. Maybe there was something wrong with him. Was he having a panic attack? How was that possible when he was able to perform on stage in front of thousands without being nervous? Could it be a health problem?

No, that wasn’t possible either. The military gave him a complete physical before he was discharged. There were moments in the military when things got tough for him but he hadn’t panicked then. Maybe it’s mental...no, that wasn’t the problem either.

He stood up and finished drying himself with the towel. He looked at himself in the mirror. He was the same Kim Taehyung as he had always been. Older now but not different. There was nothing new about him except for now he was experienced in the military as well as his singing, acting and modeling career. 

“I am going to figure out what is going on with me if it kills me,” Tae laughed out loud. “No, I’m not going to let it kill me.”

Tae quickly got dressed then walked into his kitchen. He smiled when he heard his stomach growl. Fortunately his mother packed him enough food to take home with him yesterday. He opened the refrigerator and started putting bowls of food on his kitchen counter. He removed the covers on a couple of bowls and placed them in the microwave.

He quickly remembered he couldn’t eat too much or he wouldn’t be able to eat with his brothers in a few hours. He put the rest of the bowls back in the refrigerator. He took a plate out of the cupboard and set it on the counter. He opened the refrigerator again to get a bottle of water. He pulled open the utensil drawer to get his favorite chopsticks out. They were a gift from one of his fans.

He leaned against the counter to wait for his food to warm up in the microwave. He rubbed his stomach as another huge growl escaped. He closed his eyes when the nagging feeling came over him again. He had to admit this had never happened to him before. It was like he was standing at a crossroads in his life deciding if he should go left or right.

He walked around the counter to go into his living room. He grabbed the remote to turn his television on. Then he went over to his end table to get a notebook and pen. He decided he was going to sit down and write his thoughts out. Maybe something would reveal itself to explain why he was experiencing such a profound and debilitating sensation of something missing in his life.

He heard the beep of the microwave signaling that his food was ready. He set the notebook down on his coffee table before going back into the kitchen. He opened the microwave and carefully took out the hot bowls. He set them on the counter then began filling up his plate. He put the bowls back into the refrigerator. He grabbed the plate of his mother’s good food and the bottle of water.

He sat down on his couch and started eating. He glanced at the TV for a few minutes but the show playing didn’t interest him. He set his plate on the table to get the remote. He flipped through several channels but nothing was showing that he wanted to watch. He decided maybe some music would help him. He used the same remote to turn his stereo on. 

He began laughing when he heard J-Hope’s song, Arson playing on the radio. That was about right. He felt like he was going up in flames with these never ending thoughts that kept attacking him at the most inopportune moments. His brother’s song fit what was happening to him perfectly.

He finished eating then washed his dirty dishes. He slowly walked around his apartment trying to find something to do. He had planned  writing his thoughts down to untangle them but changed his mind. Maybe some exercise might do him some good. But instead of doing some exercises he walked back into the living room and plopped down on the couch. He got enough exercise in the military to last him for a while.

He knew he was making himself miserable so he took several deep breaths to calm his nerves. He picked up his phone to call his dad but he didn’t want to scare his family into thinking there was something wrong with him. He laid the phone back down on the table. He was going to chalk it up to not knowing what to do with himself now that he was out of the military.

Once his agency was ready to put him back to work he would be just fine and this persistent nagging would go away. At a time like this he wished he had a hobby. He looked around his living room to see if there was a book he could read. He knew he wouldn’t be able to stay focused on the words to even know what the story was about so he discarded that thought.

He picked up the notebook and flipped over the cover. He grabbed the pen and started writing. Fifteen minutes later he laid the pen down on the coffee table. He read what he had written. He couldn’t stop himself from smirking at his own words. The one word that popped up consistently was ‘girlfriend’. 

More than anything he wanted to find somebody to share his life. But that was no easy task because he didn’t want to marry a girl that was going to be enamored with his celebrity status. He didn’t want to marry someone who was in the same industry as he was either. He didn’t think he was quite ready to find true love like Jin and Jungkook. But he didn’t like the loneliness that he was feeling either.

Then it dawned on him why he was feeling so lonely. He had lived in a bunker with forty other guys for the last eighteen months. He had somebody to laugh and joke around every day. Now there wasn’t anyone else in the apartment except for himself. It was time to go get his dog.

Maybe having his dog around would take away some of the uneasy nagging feelings he was having. But he knew the truth, it wouldn’t help. It didn’t help to have his friend Cho Dong Lee with him in the military for the last couple of weeks when he felt like this. So having his dog here with him wasn’t going to change anything. But he missed his dog and it was time to bring him home.

He picked up the phone and called his little brother. After several rings Tae hung up the phone. His brother must be busy. He would wait and call him again later. Maybe he could bring his dog over after he got home from visiting with his brothers. No, he might be too drunk to manage his dog. He better wait until tomorrow for his brother to bring his dog home.

He looked at his watch and found he still had four hours before he was to meet the rest of the members of BTS. He couldn’t handle this feeling of restlessness, so he went into his bedroom to lay down. He quickly got back up and closed the window curtains. He laid back down and covered his eyes with his arm.

He heard a buzzing noise close to his head. He woke up long enough to realize somebody was calling him. Whoever it was he was going to give them a piece of his mind for waking him up. For a little while he didn’t have to think about what was going on in his head.

“Hello,” he gruffly said into his phone.

“Bro, were you asleep? We are waiting on you,” Jimin told him.

Tae sat up quickly in bed and looked at his watch. It was almost 6:15 pm. He was late getting to the café. He quickly told his brother that he would be there in a few minutes. He jumped out of bed then hurriedly changed his clothes. He ran into the living room to grab his car keys.

Fifteen minutes later he rushed into the café. He glanced around until he saw J-Hope waving his arms at him. He walked over to the table and took a seat beside RM. It felt so good to be with his brothers again. He gave each of them a warm smile and bowed his head towards them.

“I thought you would be the first one here,” Jin told him.

“That was my plan but I overslept,” Tae told him.

RM clapped him on the back, “It’s good to see you.”

Tae gave him a nervous smile, “It’s good to see you too. Really good to see all of you again.”

“Bro, you look tired. Are you OK?” Jungkook worriedly asked him.

Tae laughed, “How can I look tired? I just slept for four hours. Yeah, I’m OK don’t I seem OK?”

“You look a little pensive that’s all.” J-Hope pointed out.

“Hey, are we going to eat or just chew the fat all night?” Tae wanted them to stop asking him questions.

A few minutes later their table was full of all of their favorite foods. They laughed and joked with each other as they ate. Tae tried to join in, but he couldn’t shake the feeling that he was missing out on something. He listened to them talk about what they wanted to do now that they were out of the military.

“Guys, I want to invite you over for dinner next Saturday. Lucy wants to cook dinner for everyone then have game night,” Jin looked hopefully around the table.

A chorus of sure and absolutely rang out from all of them. Tae quietly agreed to be there. He hoped by then this awful feeling will go away. He knew he was bringing the mood down for his brothers but he didn’t know what to do.

RM waved for the waitress to bring them over some shot glasses. She set the tray of small glasses down on the table. RM started filling the glasses with soju. He passed a glass to each one around the table then raised his glass up in the air.

“I want to propose a toast,” RM glanced at each one of his brothers. “We can now put the military behind us. I’m sorry, Suga that you have to be in the military a little bit longer. But anyway, now we can get back to being BTS again. We have lots of work to do in the near future but we rose up from nothing before so we can do it again. May our songs bring our fans enthusiasm, our dances bring them entertainment and our hearts show them how much we appreciate them. May our solo careers take off and may we always be there for each other.”

They brought their glasses together in the air and carefully clinked them. Each one brought their glass to their lips and drank all of the soju before setting their glasses on the table. For the next few minutes each one of them said a few words of encouragement. As always, Jimin and Jungkook shared their joking side.

“Excuse me, I’ll be right back.” Tae got up from the table and headed to the restroom.

He heard the others begin to whisper after he took several steps away from them. He went into the restroom and leaned against the bathroom sink. He wanted to go home but he knew it would draw too much attention to himself if he left now. He just had to tough it out for a little while longer then he could make some excuse up to go home. 

Tae turned the water on and splashed some on his face. He heard the bathroom door open and looked in the mirror to see which of his brothers had followed him into the bathroom. He was glad to see that it was RM. As the leader of the group maybe he could help him.

“I noticed all evening that something has been troubling you. You know you can always talk to me,” RM clapped him on the shoulder.

Tae grabbed a towel to dry his face, “I don’t know how to explain it but I have this nagging feeling in my gut and no matter what I do, it won’t go away.”

“When did it start?” RM leaned against the wall.

“About two weeks ago. I thought maybe I was just getting anxious to get out of the military but it kept getting worse. Today I wrote my thoughts down but it didn’t help. It’s driving me crazy,” Tae shared with him.

RM watched him for a second, “I know that you were struggling with your career before you went into the military. Do you want to take a break for a little while? Maybe that will help clear your mind.”

“You know I can’t do that. The agency would kick me out of BTS. I am not ready to give up my music career,” Tae shook his head.

RM smiled at him, “Well, that solves one problem. This nagging feeling has nothing to do with your music career. Are you wanting to do more with your acting career?”

“I wouldn’t mind being asked to be a part of a Kdrama if it was offered to me or I heard of a part that I wanted to audition for,” Tae shared with his brother.

“That’s another positive sign. You are not wanting to give up your acting career either. That leaves modeling, do you want to continue to model?” RM asked him.

Tae nodded his head, “Yes, I want to continue all of it so I don’t think this annoying feeling has to do with music, modeling or acting.”

“Then what do you think it has to do with?” RM point blank asked him.

“Well, Jin has his video game company. You are planning on opening your own art gallery. Jimin wants to dance in a Broadway show. Jungkook has his life with Min Gi. Suga wants to expand his producing skills and J-Hope has his plans for J-Hope World. I don’t have any idea of what I want to do outside of music, modeling and acting,” Tae hung his head.

RM walked over and placed his hand on Tae’s back, “So now we know what is causing your nagging feeling. Do you want to do something else besides music, acting and modeling?”

“I guess that is what my gut is trying to tell me. I want to do more with my life. The problem is, I have no idea what else could peak my interest.” Tae looked up at his friend.

“Don’t worry about it too much. Something will pop up out of nowhere and catch your attention. Just let it come naturally. Look at books, TV, anything that might give you a clue of what interest you,” RM smiled at him. “If you keep beating yourself up over feeling this way then you will never see a clear picture of what you want.”

“Thanks! As always you are right. That’s what makes you a great leader,” Tae bowed his head towards his friend. 

“We better get back out there before they eat everything or worse drink the place dry without us,” RM put his arm around Tae to turn him towards the bathroom door.
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Park Woo Sing reached for the phone, “Hello?”

“Is this Park Woo Sing?” A young man asked him.

“Yes, this is Park Woo Sing. May I ask who wants to know?” The old man couldn’t help feeling a little suspicious. Usually callers asked about a certain bottle of wine or liquor without asking about his name.

“Yes, of course. This is Choi Sung. I’m one of the producers at Big Hit Entertainment. I was given your recording and wanted to let you know that I will be meeting with Kim Taehyung, um...V of BTS to let him hear it. The CEO asked me to give you a call to see if you can come in and sign a contract with us,” Choi Sung hesitated.

Park Woo Sing wasn’t sure what he should do. What if V heard his music but didn’t like it? He didn’t want another artist to write the lyrics to his music.  He wanted to believe the young singer would like the music and would be willing to write the words to it.

“When do you want me to come in?” The old man tentatively asked the producer.

Choi Sung told him to come in whenever he had a moment free. Park Woo Sing let him know that he would come in this afternoon. After he hung up, he smiled to himself. Now all he had to hope for was that V loved his music enough to write the lyrics to it. He also hoped his wife was smiling down at him.

Since he didn’t have anyone to watch the store, he locked the door and put a note that he would be back around 3 pm. He hailed down a taxi as it was going by. Sometimes he had to wait a few minutes for one to stop for him but this time he didn’t have to wait. He gave the driver the address for Big Hit Entertainment then settled in his seat.

He didn’t get to travel very much because he didn’t want to close the store for very long. The sales from the liquor store provided him enough money to pay his bills but if he left the store closed too long he might not make enough money. He had to think about his business.

He looked at all the people coming and going on the sidewalks. He remembered taking walks with his wife. They would stop and chat with other store owners for a few minutes before moving on with their walk. Now most of those store owners came by his store to visit with them.

He wished he had time to go see the Han River. His wife loved to see the river. They would try to make it in time to see the fireworks. He loved watching her smile as she looked up into the night sky to see the different colors. There were moments when her face was lit up brighter than the fireworks. 

The taxi pulled up to the front door of Big Hit Entertainment. He paid the driver then opened the door to get out. He stepped onto the side walk then looked at the imposing building. He was having a hard time believing he was here and they wanted to sign a contract with him so V could use his music.

He walked over to the door and pushed the buzzer. He stepped back and waited for someone to open the door for him. A young man opened the door and motioned for him to come in. He introduced himself as Choi Sung, the producer who called him earlier.

“Mr. Park, I am so glad you could come. The CEO is looking forward to meeting you. If you will follow me, please.”

Park Woo Sing looked huge lobby of Big Hit Entertainment. Several people bowed their heads toward him as he walked by them. He slowly bowed to each one in return. He admitted that he was a little bit in awe of where he was right now. They stopped in front of a bank of elevators and waited for the door to open. He couldn’t to follow Choi Sung to the CEO’s office.

“You may go in,” Cha Sae Eun, the CEO’s secretary told them.

Choi Sung knocked on the door for permission for them to enter. Park Woo Sing heard the CEO tell them to come in. When the door opened he couldn
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