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Prologue

 


 


“Hey, watch where you’re going!” Seungri
shouted at the driver of the car that nearly ran him off the road
while he was delivering food to the entertainment agency in
Manhattan.

“Stay out of the street,” the guy shouted
back at him.

Seungri frowned. He was in the bike lane and
he had just as much right to be on the street as any other mode of
transportation. The car’s driver found a rare parking spot outside
the building. It just happened to be next to the bike rack where
Seungri headed. Now he had the chance to give the guy a piece of
his mind for reckless driving. The driver’s door opened and a guy
exited, dressed in black livery. “Hey, you almost ran me over back
there.”

The driver stood six feet tall, had silver
hair, and an angry frown. “Streets are for cars, not for kids on
bikes.”

Seungri got so damn tired of people picking
on him because of his appearance. “I’m not a kid. You need to learn
the rules of the road before you kill someone.”

The back car door on the street side opened
and another man got out. He was a white guy, dressed to the nines
in a navy pinstriped suit that looked like it cost a fortune.
“Don’t bother my driver. He’s right. You shouldn’t be playing in
the streets.”

Before he knew it, Seungri began cursing the
rude man in Korean.

“Same to you,” the man said. “You’re in
America, speak English.”

“Go to hell,” Seungri said. He marched up
the stairs with the delivery bag in his hand and entered the
building. He was so sick and tired of people treating him like a
second-class citizen just because he had to work for a living and
didn’t have a car. He found the room and the man who had placed the
order. Seungri recognized him. He was the guy who kept coming to
the restaurant to talk to his mother about Seungri singing for
him.

“Ah, Seungri, you’re here,” Michael Peters
said. “Come on in.”

Seungri entered the recording studio and
looked around. All his life he’d dreamed of being an idol, but so
far he hadn’t gotten a chance to audition. His mother was even
contemplating moving him home to Seoul so he could try his luck. At
seventeen, he was kind of old to start idol training in Korea.
“Mama said she put extra rice and kimchi in there for you.”

“Tell Mama if she keeps treating me so good,
I might have to marry her,” Michael said.

“I tell her that and she’d be over here in a
second,” Seungri said. Michael Peters was an attractive white man,
probably around forty, with slick blond hair and blue eyes. Mama
would be all over him like white on rice, and then she’d brag to
her friends about dating a younger man. Seungri didn’t care
about his mama being a cougar just as long as he got her off his
case. Since his father died, his mother had turned bossy, ordering
him around and trying to run his life. She even took him to a
psychiatrist when he was young so the doctor could exorcize some of
the demons out of him. That hadn’t ended well.

The door opened and the man from the car
stepped inside the door. “Finish your transactions and leave.”

Seungri cursed him out in Korean again. “I
don’t know who you are, but you better learn some manners.”

“Cut that hair,” the man said to him. “And
stop trying to be something you’re not.”

“Drop dead,” Seungri said to the man.

Michael paid him and laughed. “That’s right,
Seungri. Don’t take crap from anyone. Not even the owner of this
place.”

“He’s not a very nice man,” Seungri said.
“Good-bye.” He left the building.


Chapter One

 


 


One year later

 


“What have you done to your hair?” Hyori
Lawrence asked her eighteen-year-old son, Seungri. The boy had lost
his mind and let someone bleach his gorgeous raven locks blond.

Seungri raised his hand and ran his fingers
through his bangs. “What? You don’t like it?”

Hyori counted to ten before answering. “It’s
not that I don’t like the color, it’s just different.”

“Lee Lee said it looks good.” Seungri
checked out his appearance in the silver serving dish near the
door.

Lee Lee, real name Leonard Lee, was
Seungri’s childhood friend. “I knew I smelled a rat,” Hyori said.
Lee Lee, a budding hairstylist in the area, always talked her son
into doing crazy things. “If he told you to jump off a cliff, would
you do it?” Hyori frowned when Seungri didn’t answer fast enough.
She popped him on the back of the head.

“Ouch. What did you do that for?”

“For you being a follower and not a
leader.”

Seungri rubbed his head. “It’s just a
temporary rinse.”

“Go put on your uniform. It’s almost time
for the dinner rush,” his mother said. When she wasn’t pulling her
hair out trying to raise her son, she ran a Korean family
restaurant in Koreatown, Manhattan. She had inherited the
establishment from her late husband Anthony, whom she suspected
might be turning over in his grave right now over his son’s hair.
Bad enough, it hung down to his shoulders. She was still angry at
Anthony for dying and leaving her alone in a strange country to
raise their hardheaded son. Despite his movie-star looks, Seungri
could be a handful at times. Today’s adventure was a prime example
of the silly stuff he did. She loved her son desperately and had
accepted his lifestyle choice, but sometimes, even she had her
limits. Seungri ran out of the restaurant main dining room and up
the stairs to their apartment. Hyori just shook her head and went
to the kitchen.

Seungri did have a few good qualities. He
was kind, loving, and honest and blessed with an amazing singing
voice. Every evening, their restaurant filled with people who came
just to hear him sing and play the piano Anthony gave her as a
birthday present. Tomorrow, Seungri would be participating in a
local talent show. First prize was a thousand dollars and an
automatic contract with Mega Star Entertainment. It was Seungri’s
dream…hers too, which meant he’d have a steady job and a bright
future since he’d decided not to attend college in the fall. His
decision, not hers, even though she’d been saving for years to send
him to a good school. Maybe she’d hold onto the money to pay for
Seungri’s wedding. Hyori chuckled to herself as she washed her
hands at the sink in the industrial kitchen. She could just see it
now. Seungri wasn’t the kind to just settle for going to the
Justice of the Peace. He would want a big, elaborate wedding, held
someplace expensive.

The chefs were busy preparing for the
evening meal. Seungri came in, immaculately dressed in his black
uniform. Even though being a waiter was hard work, Seungri always
took pride in his appearance and probably spent more time in the
mirror than she did. He also had more hair care and facial
products. He wouldn’t be caught looking less than perfect. If she
hadn’t already known he was gay, his little quirks would have been
a dead giveaway. Some of the other workers complimented him.

“Ooh, Seungri, I love your hair,” Kwang-min
Park said as he chopped vegetables. “You’re going to have all the
young girls in the neighborhood confessing to you once they see you
on stage tomorrow night.”

Seungri playfully poked his tongue at her.
“Even Kwang-min thinks I look good.”

Kwang-min had been one of the head chefs of
the restaurant since Seungri was a baby. He’d been a strong male
figure in her son’s life and treated him kindly. In Kwang-min’s
eyes, Seungri could do no wrong.

Hyori sat down in her seat to begin making
the hangwa…Korean confectionary the customers loved. They
especially liked the maejakgwa, a ring-shaped treat made
with wheat flour, vegetable oil, cinnamon, ginger, and pine nuts.
“Those girls better keep their hands off my son. He’s going to be a
star and buy mama a big house and a car.”

Seungri walked over and kissed her on the
cheek. “Don’t forget about the condo with a swimming pool in
Florida or the chalet in Switzerland.”

Hyori chuckled. Seungri had a big
imagination, but he meant well. She could be content living in a
tar-paper shack just as long as he was happy.

The first guest arrived. One of the
hostesses left the kitchen to go to her post.

“I better go out and help her,” Seungri
said. “The sooner my shift ends, the sooner I can relax my nerves
for tomorrow.” He strolled out of the kitchen.

“Do you think he stands a chance of
winning?” Kwang-min asked Hyori.

She nodded. She’d been praying at the altar
in her home for luck for Seungri. She’d even had a good luck charm
blessed at the temple for him. More people entered the restaurant.
Hyori worked faster to make the candy. She dispatched the evening
shift workers to the dining room to assist. By seven, every seat in
the restaurant was occupied. Seungri appeared at the piano at
seven-fifteen and entertained until nine. She and Kwang-min watched
from the pickup window. “I think he is going to be a star.”

Kwang-min nodded. “Me too.”

 


****

 


Seungri stepped into the tub and sat down.
“Oh yeah,” he said as the hot water heated his aching body. Korean
pop music serenaded him from the radio in his bedroom. He rehearsed
the song he intended to perform for tomorrow night’s talent show
over and over in his head as he soaked in the milk bath Lee gave
him to try. He said it would make his skin soft to the touch and
relax him. Seungri’s suit hung in the closet. His mother had Lee’s
father make it so he’d have something new to perform in. He’d been
preparing for this night for a very long time, and his mother had
sacrificed a lot to send him to voice and dance lessons. He’d also
forgone a college degree for a chance of becoming a star. If he
lost tomorrow, he didn’t know what he would do. He knew his mother
wouldn’t let him starve or be out on the streets. Worst-case
scenario was for him to move to Korea with her. Still, he didn’t
want to be a burden or be known as a mama’s boy. His mother was
still a young woman and deserved to find a good man to spend her
golden years with. She couldn’t do that with a grown son under her
feet, so winning this contest would be his and her
independence.

Seungri finished bathing and let the water
out of the tub. He quickly applied moisturizing lotion all over his
body and then donned his pajamas. Afterwards, he twisted his hair
into a man bun and covered it with a silk scarf. Lee had gone to a
lot of trouble coloring it, and he would kill him if he messed it
up or let the color dry out. Next, he worked on his face, washing
and scrubbing it to remove the dirt and impurities, followed by
rubbing in some moisturizer. Then he said his prayers at the altar
in his room and got into bed. Once more, he prayed for success for
tomorrow night. His future depended on it.

 


****

 


Blake Summers picked up his suit from the
cleaners for tomorrow night’s talent show and decided to make it an
early night so he could get some rest. Putting together a local
event took a lot of preparation, and a lot of man-hours went into
getting the word out to the public. His public relations people had
to make sure that the billboard, television, and radio
announcements were done, as well as posting it all on the social
networks. This year’s show was important because he and Michael
Peters were going to scout new talent for his company. Besides the
monetary prize, the winners in every category would receive
professional training and a chance to earn a contract. The grand
prize winner was guaranteed a contract as long as he or she met all
the criteria, including a clean police record. His company had a
certain image to uphold, and he didn’t want to waste a lot of money
training someone who would end up incarcerated. That just didn’t
make good business sense.

This year, he was looking for young people
who stood out. There were a lot of talented youngsters between the
ages of sixteen to twenty out there, but he wanted only the ones
who wanted to be an idol desperate enough to make it through the
rigorous training. He had to admit that he set some very high
hurdles, but if he got one or two to make it to the top of the
group, it would be a win-win situation for not only them but him
too. Creating superstars was costly and he wanted not only to
recoup the money he invested in them, but also make a profit
too.

The gates to his palatial mansion appeared.
Blake used the remote to open them. He looked in his rearview
mirror to make sure they closed. Blake continued driving down the
paved road that led up to the house. He parked the car in the
garage and then entered the house through the side door. The sound
of his shoes echoed on the ceramic tile floor in the foyer, and
continued on the hardwood floor that led to the stairs. He went up
to the second level and entered one of the two main suites. Blake
hung the cleaner bag in the closet and began removing his suit and
tie.

After a quick shower, he went back
downstairs to warm the food the chef had left for him. He sat down
at the kitchen table and watched the news on television while he
ate. A commercial for the talent show came on just before the news
show ended. Blake sighed. He was tired of coming home to an empty
house and wished to find someone to share it with in the near
future. Although he dated a lot of guys, none of them fit the
house-husband role. His ideal guy would be someone he had something
in common with, who made him laugh and challenged him. Lately, he’d
only met men who wanted to be taken care of or those who wanted him
to put into the entertainment business even though they had no
talent. Blake chuckled to himself. He wasn’t a fool. He tried never
to mix business with pleasure. That would explain his currently
single status. The person he would spend the rest of his time with
had to understand that his business came first.

Blake turned off the television and made his
way upstairs to his bedroom to return a few calls and to go over
some reports that needed his attention. Later, he pushed the
paperwork to the side of the bed and went to sleep.

 


****

 


“Who is that?” Blake stopped talking to
Michael as the voice of an angel whispered in his ear.

“What’s wrong?” Michael asked.

Blake raised his hand. “Shush. I’m
listening.” The performer on stage had a unique voice that had
quieted an entire audience of people as he and his hired orchestra
performed Sam Smith’s Writing’s on the Wall. The enchanting
Mozart tenor had an amazing voice range, easily hitting the
dramatic high notes of the song. Blake didn’t look at the singer.
He just wanted to concentrate on his sound to find out how to
market him. Perfect intonation, diction, phrasing, and legato.
Also beauty of timbre and perfect breath control. The young man
on stage had all the makings of a superstar.

The song ended and the audience went wild
with applause, clapping and whistling, and stomping their feet. The
singer was gone by the time Blake finally glanced at the stage. The
audience was still on their feet. Blake joined them. Never before
had he been so moved by a performer. The thrill died down, the
audience returned to their seats, and the talent show
continued.

“Are you okay?” Michael asked after Blake
sat down.

“Sign him.”

“But he hasn’t won yet,” B.J., his
administrative assistant said.

“I don’t care, sign him.”

B.J hopped to her feet and slipped backstage
to find out what she could, including the young man’s name. Blake
had missed it when the M.C. announced it.

The next performer came to the stage. Blake
couldn’t concentrate. His mind was too busy planning his new
singer’s rise to superstardom.

B.J returned sometime between intermission
and the end of the show. “His name is Seungri Lawrence. He’s
eighteen years old and he’s agreed to meet with us after the
show.”

Blake rubbed his hands together. “Splendid.”
Dollar signs danced before his eyes. The young man with the strange
and exotic first name was going to make him a lot of money.

“Ladies and gentlemen. It’s time to announce
this year’s winners,” the M.C. said.

Blake had to sit through a number of prize
presentations. While he waited, he and Michael compared notes on
some of the other entertainers he wanted to sign, including back-up
dancers.

“Now for the announcement you’ve all been
waiting for. This year’s winner of the Mega Star Talent Show is the
stylish guy with the big voice, Seungri Lawrence.”

Blake stood up and cheered with the rest of
the people in the audience as the young man of the hour came on
stage to accept his award. It was still so dark in the place that
Blake could only make out that Seungri had blond hair. He would get
a better look in a few minutes.

“Thank you, everyone,” Seungri said. “It’s
been an amazing year.”

Blake walked toward the stage. No one paid
him any mind. All eyes were on Seungri.

“I’d like to thank my mother and my stylist
for making all of this possible.”

Blake started up the stage steps. Someone
recognized him. The applause started up again. He checked out the
young man as he approached. He still couldn’t see his face.

Seungri finally turned.

“Ladies and gentlemen. The president and CEO
of Mega Star Entertainment, Mr. Blake Summers,” the M.C. said.

The crowd applauded again and whistled.

The M.C. turned the mic over to him. “Thank
you. Congratulations, Seungri. I’m Blake Summers, and I’d like to
personally offer you a performance contract with Mega Star
Entertainment.”

The audience went wild again. Camera flashes
went off in their faces. Blake looked down to gauge Seungri’s
reaction. He gasped, finally seeing the young man’s face for the
first time. Oh my! Startling brown peepers locked with his.
He simply had to be the handsomest guy he’d met in a long time. His
cock thought so too as it hardened against his thigh.

Seungri shook his bangs away from those
alluring eyes and smiled.

Blake’s heart skipped a beat. Good Lord!
So brilliant!

“Thank you, Mr. Summers. I would like to
sing for you.”

Blake’s heart continued to bang away in his
chest. Seungri’s speaking voice only added to his discomfort. So
smooth, like a caress. “I look forward to you singing for me
too. Can you hit high notes?”

Seungri smiled smugly and nodded. “It
depends on what I’m doing at the time.”

Blake shuddered. Seungri raised an eyebrow
as if he just found something out and smiled again. This can’t
be good. He’d never been so bowled over before. He got control
over his emotions and continued his speech. “I’ll see you
backstage,” he said. “Congratulations again on your win.” Blake
waved to the cheering crowd and left the stage. The photographers
continued snapping pictures of Seungri and all the other winners.
Blake’s heartbeat slowly began to return to normal. By this time
tomorrow, Seungri would be front-page news.

 


****

 


“Ma, I won,” Seungri shouted as soon as he
and his mother were alone in a backroom of the auditorium where the
talent show just ended.

“I know, I was there,” Hyori said. “You
deserve it. You have been working hard for this moment all your
life.”

“Mega Star Entertainment wants to sign me.
Can you believe that?” He flopped down in a seat next to her.

The excitement in his voice and the stars in
his eyes were worth every penny she had spent making this day
possible. Her baby was on his way to the top. This would make her
moving back to Seoul easier. They had both calmed down by the time
the door opened and the three people from Mega Star Entertainment
entered. She recognized the owner. The other guy she knew, because
he’d frequented their restaurant, and last came a blonde
female.

Hyori shifted her attention back to the CEO.
He was tall, dark-haired and hazel-eyed. And at the moment was
devouring her son with those eyes like they were the only two
people in the universe. Not bad. He rocked the black suit
and white shirt thing.

“Good evening. “I’m Blake Summers, and this
is my assistant, B.J Adams, and our talent scout, Michael Peters.
And you are?”

Hyori rose to her full five-feet,
six-inches. “I’m Hyori Lawrence, Seungri’s mother.”

“Nice to see you again, Mrs. Lawrence,”
Michael said.

“You two know each other?” Blake asked.

Michael nodded. “I go to her restaurant at
least once a week and she delivers takeout to the job.”

Everyone shook hands and sat down at the
big, mahogany conference table.

Blake continued to speak. “I know it’s late
and you must be tired, but I want you to know that I am one hundred
percent serious about having Seungri sign with us.”

Hyori wasn’t stupid or blind. Cupid’s arrow
had smacked both Blake Summers and Seungri in the butt and was
rejoicing. “What do you have to offer my son that other companies
don’t?”

“Me,” Blake answered quickly. Seungri moved
around in the seat next to her after Blake’s response. “I’m young,
intelligent, and will go beyond the call of duty for him and the
rest of my employees. In return, I expect loyalty, honesty, and the
singer to give his career one hundred percent of his or her
attention. Becoming an idol takes quite a bit of training and
sometimes it’s hard and can interfere with his personal life. But
if Seungri is serious about being a superstar, then I promise I’ll
do my best to make it happen.”

“Will he be compensated for his time?” Hyori
asked. Seungri still worked as one of her waiters.

The female finally spoke. “Yes, Mrs.
Lawrence. All of our trainees receive a substantial bi-weekly
allowance. Eventually, they will have to quit their current jobs
because there will be many long nights and traveling involved.
Also, it will be in their best interest not to be walking around in
public once they are famous. Most fans do not respect boundaries
and will try to approach Seungri, to get an autograph or try to
kidnap him for ransom money.”

Hyori nodded. Kwang-min could always hire
another waiter, and Blake could probably pay Seungri more than he
could. But she wouldn’t know that until she read the contract. “How
long will he be bound to your company if he signs?”

“The initial contract is ten years,” B.J
answered. “But it will be immediately cancelled if the trainee
refuses to participate in rehearsal and lessons, or he or she
commits a felony. Image is everything. Fans expect idols to be
perfect and act accordingly.”

Hmm, Seungri didn’t have a police record,
but he wasn’t an angel either. “One last question: will he have to
move out of my home?”

“Yes,” Blake answered. “When he hits the big
time, the fans won’t give him a moment’s peace. I will make sure
that he is assigned the perfect apartment under security.”

“Agreed,” Hyori said.

Blake looked across the table. “What about
you, Seungri? Do you have any questions?”

“No,” Seungri said. He just stood up
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