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YOU CAN’T BULLY ME

By

Teri Regalado

This book is written for all the celebrities in South Korea who are no longer with us. They will never know how important they were to us or how much we loved them. They were full of life and blessed with talent that we took for granted. We should have seen their pain and recognized what was causing it. Our words hurt them, and we did not have a right to do that to them. They will be forever missed and loved. You left us too soon.

Please think before you write something bad about someone. All they wanted to do was share their talent with us.

Please remember their lives are their own not for us to tell them how to live them.
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Coming Soon

J-Hope’s Theme Park – Featuring J-Hope of BTS

When Enough is Enough

Dedicated 

To

Jeon Jungkook

When I first came up with the idea of this book, I had several reasons why. Bullying can happen to anyone, at any time or any place. Bullies want to inflict pain to cover up their inadequacies. All we can try to do is show them we are not afraid and we are not their enemy.

Look inside your schools, your homes, your workplace and even your churches so we can put an end to bullying. Stop bullying before it leads to violence or causes a suicide. Love, peace, and understanding can go places where there is hate, strife, and misunderstanding.

Shine light in darkness wherever you are. Add laughter to someone in pain. Build up a life instead of tearing one down. Be the difference!

Thank you, Jungkook! For the courage to write about a painful subject that touched even my life. Thank you for your words of wisdom!

With love and respect,

Teri Regalado
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CHAPTER ONE
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Whistling Bird Entertainment and Production Agency opened its doors in 1998. The CEO of the agency, Kang Baek Hun started the company with his first boy band, The Pillars of Rock. Over the next several years The Pillars of Rock turned his little agency into a giant. The agency was recognized all over the world for its leadership in building great talent. The CEO went from a poor man to rich man almost overnight. 

Kang Baek Hun is sixty two years old with more bands in his arsenal than most agencies around the world. His nickname was The Great Intimidator because with one look there wasn’t a single person on the planet who would go against him. His wife and three children saw a different side of him that was rarely seen outside of his own house. To them he was a loving caring husband and father. He was kind and gentle to his family. 

To the business world he was cutthroat and demanding. His one fault was requiring perfection from all of those in his business.

Twenty seven years later, Whistling Bird has five groups with a total of twenty seven artists signed with them. The CEO gave each artist a generous contract. He provided his artists with housing, coaches, bodyguards and so much more when they signed on with him. The only condition of their contract was to give their career their best. He told them that he wouldn’t tolerate mediocrity with any of the talents in his agency.

Rarely was the CEO seen at one of his group’s concerts but tonight he was sitting in the front row of the group, Joseon Five concert. No one in his agency knew that he was there.  Sometimes Kang Baek Hun put on a disguise so he wouldn’t be recognized. He knew he was taking a huge risk by going to the concert without his security detail. But tonight he had good reason to do it.

Joseon Five sometimes called The Chosen Five had been receiving negative remarks on his agency’s webpage. A lot of what happened at a group’s concert was told to him after the fact and he received a watered down version so the storyteller or one of his artists wouldn’t get into trouble. So tonight if anything unusual happened, he would know about it firsthand. Joseon Five were becoming the biggest boy band in the world. He was going to protect them and his investment even if he had to fight to do it.

At this moment he had several people in the audience with cameras snapping pictures of those in the stands. If anything occurred then he hoped to catch it on camera. He also had a few cameras backstage and around the stadium. He needed to get to the bottom of what was happening so he could put a stop to it.

Over a month ago one of his tech staff came to visit him. Normally he would have been upset with his employee going over his supervisor’s head but he decided to listen to what he had to say. He had his secretary show the young man into his office. He learned the staffer’s name was Cho Sing Duk. The young man nervously explained who he was to the CEO.

Kang Baek Hun motioned to the young staffer to sit down, “Have a seat.”

“Um, I’m sorry to disturb you and I know I should have gone to my supervisor first,” Cho Sing Duk bowed to the CEO as he sat down.

“Should I be concerned why you didn’t go to your supervisor first?”

The tech shifted in his chair, “I was more concerned about how many people you would want to know about this.”

“Exactly what is this?” Kang Baek Hun felt the beginning of a headache coming on. No, not in his head but a big problem. Now he needed to find out just how big of a problem he was facing.

“Sir, we monitor everything such as blogs, comments, etc. that have to do with this agency, staff or celebrities. Most of the bad blogs and comments are harmless but I noticed a difference a few days ago. They seem to be coming from the same blogger. He is a local blogger that much I know for sure. Before this blog I can’t find any other blogs by him. But it is possible he is using a different name each time. His followers went from a few hundred to a few million almost overnight. The blogs are getting worse every day. I came to you today because of this,” Cho Sing Duk handed the piece of paper he had been holding to the CEO.

Kang Baek Hun opened the folded paper and blanched as he read the caption, ‘CEO caught in a torrid affair with one of his artists.’ The story went on to tell where the CEO was taking his young lover to a certain hotel several times a week. It went on to say there were pictures of the two going into the hotel and leaving together a few hours later. He knew the story was about himself because it was a picture of him. He was standing in front 

of his office building.

“Did you show this to anyone else?” The CEO asked the young man.

“No, sir. As soon as I found it I came up here to show you,” Cho Sing Duk told him.

Kang Baek Hun could tell the young man was being honest with him. “I need you to find out all you can about this blogger. I want a copy of every blog that he has written about this agency as soon as possible. If there are other bloggers writing about this agency, I want a copy of those too. I don’t have to tell you to keep this between us.”

“No, sir. I’m sorry to have brought you such disturbing news. I will get those copies to you in a little bit,” Cho Sing Duk stood up and bowed to his boss then turned around to leave.

Tonight he was at the Joseon Five concert because Cho Sing Duk sent him several bad blogs about the members of this group. When he read the fake blogs he knew he didn’t even have to call the group in to ask if there was any truth to the lies. There were always bloggers trying to claim a couple of the guys were in a relationship together. He was used to those tales but when one of them claimed that a member of the group got a girl pregnant from another group within his agency then he knew there was trouble.

Especially when the story was about the lead singer of Joseon Five, Park Seong Ye. He didn’t believe the tale to be true but it could ruin his promising career and he didn’t deserve such treatment. As soon as he read the fake blog he asked a trusted member of his security detail to watch Park Seong Ye and Shin Pae Yi of The Thievres of Soul. If they were seeing each other, he wanted to know.

Park Seong Ye loved to sing and dance. His outstanding vocal range always stirred people whenever they heard him sing. He started teaching himself how to rap at the age of nine. So naturally when tryouts at Whistling Bird Entertainment and Production Agency were announced, his family and friends encouraged him to audition. For his audition he sang one of his favorite songs, Butterfly by BTS. He had sung Butterfly a thousand times so the words were forever imprinted on his brain. Before he left the stage he was told he had been accepted with the agency.

Within an hour Whistling Bird signed him with the group, Joseon Five. The agency quickly started his modeling career first. Their explanation for the modeling gig was that they wanted his picture out there for his future fans to love him before they became aware of his music talent. His handsome looks with his smoldering brown eyes and a smile that could melt the largest iceberg with his looks alone shot him to the top of the modeling world. His first modeling job gave his agency enough modeling jobs featuring Park Seong Ye for the next five years.

Once that part of his promising career took off they embarked on a lengthy campaign to draw awareness to his music talent. Upper management almost drew him out of Joseon Five for a solo career instead when his popularity grew larger than life overnight. But the CEO of WBEPA, Whistling Bird Entertainment & Production Agency, won the argument, Park Seong Ye would stay with Joseon Five as their lead singer.

When Park Seong Ye looked back over the last ten years, he got a little dizzy at the wild direction his life had taken. The only complaint he had was that his life wasn’t his own. He couldn’t take a trip with his family or friends without an entourage of bodyguards and cameras following him. He couldn’t go out to eat with his friends without his four bodyguards tagging along. Privacy was a thing of the past, a very distant past.

He remembered his bodyguards, the strong silent types, following him through his last years of high school and then through college. When his friends were able to live on campus he couldn’t understand why he had to live with the other members of the group. He was driven to the college for his classes then back to their shared apartment. 

On the day he graduated with a degree in Art and Business, he was allowed to buy his own house. The agency wanted him to get an apartment but he insisted on buying a house. He wanted a yard so he could have a dog. The day after he moved into his house he went to a nearby animal shelter to find a dog. Not long after walking by the cages of several dogs, he found the dog he wanted to take home. A six month old German Shepard who stole Park Seong Ye’s heart in an instant. The dog’s ears had perked up at seeing the young man stroll in front of his cage and he began to yelp at him. Park Seong Ye signed the documents and made a generous donation to the shelter so he could take the puppy home with him. He called his new dog, Bowzer. They were inseparable from that day forward except when he went on trips for his career.

Right at the moment Park Seong Ye was stepping onto the stage at  with the other members of the group Joseon Five. He took a deep breath as he waved to their screaming fans out in the stands of the stadium. He was afraid he wouldn’t be able to hear his cue when the music begins to play. His hope was the screaming would subside when they heard the music begin to play.

As he stood on stage smiling and waving at their fans, he wondered if his life would ever be his own. He was always amazed by how many fans loved their music and wanted to come see them perform. Suddenly the group’s first song began to play. He watched as the crowd became silent as they waited for him to start singing. Instead of wanting to sing, he wanted to revel in the silence. But he couldn’t let his group down. His voice rang out through the stadium. The crowd went wild.

Twenty minutes later Joseon Five finished the first set of their concert and filed off the stage one by one. Sweat poured down their hot faces as they ran swiftly over to the wardrobe staff. They had only a couple of minutes to change their outfit and get a quick sip of an energy drink. The makeup artists stood off to the side to touch up their makeup before they had to race back out on the stage.

Their muscled bodyguards stood watch in case an eager fan decided to sneak backstage while the group was changing clothes. With all those extra bodies backstage, the temperature rose another five degrees. The summer heat was almost unbearable in the stadium. With the rise in humidity, breathing was a luxury for the five young men.

“Remember to change that look of misery off your faces when you go back on stage,” their production manager, Gong Il-Woo reminded them. “If you want to moan and groan about the heat, do it now.”

A chorus of ‘ughs’ rushed out of the mouths of the five members of Joseon Five. The makeup artists stepped back from the members so they could head back on stage. They each forced a smile on their face as they collectively wished the electricity would go off so the bright lights would go away. It felt like their skin was going to melt off of their hot bodies from the glaring stage lights. But they knew their fans were just as hot as they were right now so they had to continue. Summertime concerts were always a bad idea in Korea.

Park Seong Ye took a much needed deep breath in an effort to force

enough air into his lungs to sing their next song. He knew the other members were just as miserable as he was as they danced around the stage. At least the outfits they were wearing now were a lot cooler than the previous ones. If he could have gone on stage in his underwear to perform, he would have done it.

Forty minutes later, they performed their last song for the night. When they started bowing to their audience to say goodnight, the screams erupted with loud cries for the group to stay and sing more songs. It was too hot to continue performing for their fans.  Park Seong Ye was grateful when he heard the production manager’s voice telling them to get off the stage. 

Park Seong Ye knew he would catch an earful from the CEO but he decided to do it anyway. It might make it easier for their fans to let them leave the stage. He started skipping to the end of the stage. Once he had their full attention, he lifted up his t-shirt with one hand to show off his muscled abs. He was right, the stadium went ballistic in a matter of seconds. He knew pictures of his body would be posted all over the internet in a matter of seconds. He quickly turned around and slowly walked backstage.

“What do you think you were doing?” Hyun Dae Yo stopped him just inside the backstage. “You know management is going to rip you a new one.”

Park Seong Ye shrugged his shoulders, “I thought it would help us get off the stage if they had something else to focus on.”

“Oh, they were focused alright. On your abs. Be prepared to be called into the big office tomorrow. I’m not sure I can save your butt from the stunt you just pulled,” the leader of the group shook his head at him.

“I don’t need you to save my butt. I will take the chewing out on my own. And I will make sure they understand it was my idea,” Park Seong Ye grinned at his friend.

Pyo Ji-Ah of Musical Notes stared at her phone for a few minutes. Over the last several days she found horrible blogs about herself on the internet. She was struggling to keep a straight face as she continued staring at what she found just now. Why was she the one getting targeted by all these malicious rumors? What had she done to earn so many mean and ugly words about her?

She tried to tell herself the bad comments

and blogs shouldn’t affect her because they weren’t true. She thought of all the other talents in the agency who were better than her and wondered why they weren’t receiving such hate. She shrugged with the thought that maybe they did receive as much hate as she did but they didn’t let it bother them. She sat back against the wall thinking about the last few days, weeks and months. Did she do something to someone that warranted getting this much hate from people she didn’t even know? She couldn’t remember hurting anyone or get angry before today. So why would anyone write such horrible things about her. But the bigger question was who could be doing this to her.

“Pyo Ji-Ah, are you coming?”  Yoo Dae Hye called from the doorway.

She looked up when she heard her name called, “Oh, sure. I’ll be there in a second.”

She was part of the group Musical Notes. There were four other girls in the group. They had been performing together for the last six years. Pyo Ji-Ah considered each of them as one of her sisters. Since growing up as an only child then suddenly having four sisters was totally awesome. They looked out and cared for each other since the very beginning of the formation of their group.

Pyo Ji-Ah remembered her audition to sing with Musical Notes. On stage in front of five judges she was nervous and extremely awkward. She stood about five feet two inches tall. There were moments in her teenage years she spent wishing she were taller. Most girls were at least two or three inches taller. Her father kept calling her his little peep squeak which made her want to scream when he called her that nickname. She loved her father so she would never do anything to hurt him but it was irritating being this short. 

She knew when she walked on the stage for her audition at Whistling Bird her lack of height might put her at a disadvantage with the judges. So to distract the judges from her height, she wore her long beautiful black hair down her back. People she met always turned their attention to her hair instead of her height. But on audition day, she needed to WOW them with her singing talent. After a couple of minutes of singing the song she had prepared for them, she got the spot to sing with Musical Notes. It was one memory she would never forget.

The next day when she walked into the studio she found four girls about her age staring at her. She knew they were the other members of Musical Notes. She took a deep breath to help gather up the courage to go over and introduce herself to them. She said a silent prayer they would accept her as one of the members and that they would get along like sisters. By the time she reached them across the room they were smiling at her. That was all the encouragement she needed.

“Hi! My name is Pyo Ji-Ah. They told me to come in here to meet the rest of the group. You are with Musical Notes, right?” She timidly asked as she bowed to them.

Yoo Dae Hye bowed in return, “Yes, my name is Yoo Dae Hye. I guess this is all of us.”

The girl standing next to Yoo Dae Hye bowed to her, “My name is Song Ye Eun. It’s nice to meet you.”

Another girl slowly bowed to Pyo Ji-Ah, “Hi, my name is Lee Sun Min. I hope we can work together.”

“Hello, my name is Kim Seo Hwa. I like your outfit!” She bowed to the last member of their little music group.

“Thank you!” Pyo Ji-Ah looked from her outfit to the other girl’s clothes. “I think I like your outfit better.”

Kim Seo Hwa laughed, “You mean this old thing. I should have thrown it out ages ago.”

“No, don’t do that.” Pyo Ji-Ah frowned at her. “It’s a classic. It will never go out of style.”

“Thank you! That means a lot to me since I made it myself,” Kim Seo Hwa smiled at her new friend.

Yoo  Dae  Hye  stared  at  Kim  Seo  Hwa,  “Um,  are  you  in the right

business? Can you sing as well as you make clothes?”

“Let’s find out,” a woman came into the studio. “My name is Choi San Yi. I will be your music coach here on out. I have a few rules and I want you to know if you disobey them, there are some severe consequences. I will be tough on you but also fair. One thing I will not, let me stress that, WILL NOT tolerate is you not taking these lessons seriously. This agency expects you to be ready to perform on stage for your first concert in eight months. You will spend part of your day with me and the other part with your dance instructor. You will be in this room promptly at 6 am every day except for Sunday. Rule #1 is no tardiness. #2, no joking around during my time with you. #3, once you leave this room, you are not to over extend your voice. If you can’t perform for your first concert because you haven’t taken care of your voice then you are no good to us. You will be eliminated from the group automatically. Do you understand me?”

Pyo Ji-Ah cringed as she remembered her first days with her group. There were some good times and some bad ones. This was one of those bad times as she read the vicious words one more time, she couldn’t help thinking that it might be someone in her own group. She hated herself for thinking that but she couldn’t think of anyone else who might have a grudge with her. She sighed as she picked herself up off the floor to join the others in the dance studio.

Lee Jung Hun joined The ProTag Nine boy band over thirteen years ago when he was fourteen years old. Now at twenty seven, he thought he should be doing his solo work for the agency. Every time he went to them about it, they put him off. It was the same old thing all the time, they were busy with another artist solo career.

He was getting sick and tired of hearing his

time was coming and to be patient. Well, his patience was at an all-time low. He held his tongue this time with hearing those same words and quickly bowed to the CEO of the company and his manager. Lee Jung Hun knew if he showed any signs of anger, they would make him wait even longer.

He stormed out of the CEO’s office and headed for the elevators. Just as he came around the corner, two female staffers were walking towards him. One of the girls was holding her phone up for the other one to see what was playing. Before they got to him, they both looked like they had seen something they shouldn’t be watching and lowered the phone. When they noticed him their faces turned beet red.

“What were you watching that has you so embarrassed?” Lee Jung Hun stopped the girls in the hall.

“Um, it’s nothing.” One of the girls told him as she tried to go around him.

Lee Jung Hun shot his arm out to stop her

from leaving, “Well, if it is nothing then you won’t mind showing me.”

“We have to go. We are late for a meeting,” The other girl told him.

“Show me then you can go,” he glared at her.

She shoved her phone at him, “Here, you play it.”

Lee Jung Hun took her phone and looked down at the screen. The caption on the video read ‘Fans stunned after bare glimpse at Joseon Five concert tonight’. He had forgotten Joseon Five was putting on a concert tonight. What happened there to cause fans to be stunned and these two girls looking embarrassed? He pushed play to find out.

The video began with all five members on the stage bowing as they backed up in an attempt to walk off the stage. He watched as Park Seong Ye bowed but instead of walking off the stage, he skipped towards the end of the stage. Once he was standing in front of the audience, he smiled then reached down to pull up his shirt. Lee Jung Hun watched Park Seong Ye bow once more to his fans then turned around to run off the stage.

A red faced Lee Jung Hun threw the phone at the owner. The girl wasn’t quick enough to catch it before it clattered to the floor. With a huff, Lee Jung Hun walked off without helping the girl pick it up or an apology. He blamed himself for his curiosity getting the better of him when he saw their embarrassed faces. By the time he got to the elevator, he was seeing red.

He was so sick of hearing about the Joseon Five. But what made him even sicker was anything that had to do with Park Seong Ye. The guy got under his skin like a worm and clawed his way around his body. Park Seong Ye was like a festering boil that never healed. It just kept oozing pus out of it all the time. Tonight that guy had gone too far. How dare he pull a stunt like that. Tomorrow it would be the talk of the town.

He hoped management would fire the jerk

for his little stunt but they gave off the impression that he was their upcoming star. How could that be when there were twenty six other artists with the agency? Park Seong Ye wasn’t any better than the rest of them. If they weren’t going to reprimand him for what he had done at their concert then he was going to get the rest of the others to file a complaint with management.

For ten years that guy was a problem for all of them. If he heard Park Seong Ye was going to be given his solo career before him, he would make them regret that decision. Maybe something should be done about Park Seong Ye now. Lee Jung Hun stormed past some of the staff as they were trying to get on the elevator. He thrust the door of the agency open and raced off into the underground parking garage to his car.

“Are you alright?” Yoo Dae Hye whispered to Pyo Ji-Ah when she walked into the studio.

Yoo Dae Hye is twenty-seven years old and

the unofficial leader of the Musical Notes. All of the other members of their little group looked up to her, which made her the obvious choice as their leader. She always wore her long black hair in a ponytail which flowed out the back of her metallic pink baseball cap. Usually her nails were painted the same color but today they were a vibrant blue. Very few people ever saw her without makeup including her bandmates.

“Yeah, I’m fine.” Pyo Ji-Ah told her.

Their unofficial leader looked her young friend over, “I’m sorry but you don’t look fine. What’s causing the dark circles under your eyes?”

Pyo Ji-Ah shrugged her shoulders, “I feel fine. I didn’t notice the dark circles under my eyes this morning.”

“You know you can tell me anything. Promise me that if I can help you won’t hesitate to come to me. If you can’t talk to me then at least one of the other girls or your parents. Please?” Yoo Dae Hye made the motion of her fingers in the sign of a musical note to the other girl.

Pyo Ji-Ah returned the sign and nodded to her friend and leader, “I would tell you if something was bothering me. But I promise, I’m fine.”

Kim Sae Yun sat on her couch with the other members of her group, The Fairy Tales were watching TV. They were disappointed because they wanted to go to the Joseon Five concert tonight. Their manager forbade them from going and promised a world of hurt if he found out they went anyway. He forced them to promise they wouldn’t go. They grudgingly gave their promise that they wouldn’t go to the concert.

The other girls in their little group knew Kim Sae Yun had a serious crush on Park Seong Ye. They knew of the crush but they also knew not to say a word about it. Their agency frowned on inter-agency relationships. Their friend had talked for weeks about the upcoming concert for the Joseon Five and even managed to grab five tickets so they could all go to the concert together. When their manager told them they couldn’t go, Kim Sae Yun had to give the tickets away.

They came over to Kim Sae Yun’s apartment earlier this afternoon to prevent their friend from sneaking off by herself to go to the concert. They didn’t want her to get in any trouble because they would be blamed for not stopping her. When they arrived they quickly unloaded their snacks on the coffee table to prevent Kim Sae Yun from taking off if she got off the couch. They sat with two members on either side of her on the couch and two members on the floor in front of her.

“You know, you don’t have to babysit me like I’m a baby.” Kim Sae Yun frowned at her friends as they wedged their way on her couch and living room floor.

“We just don’t want you to get any crazy ideas and run off to that concert,” Jang Soo-Ah told her.

Cho Hye Yo laughed, “Yeah! Remember when you put on a disguise

so you could go buy a new outfit at the mall? You got busted before you even left your apartment. I won’t ever forget the stunned look on your face in that picture. Like they say, a picture is worth a thousand words. Except with that picture it was more than a thousand. We didn’t want you to get busted this time since you were told not to go to the concert.”

“Don’t remind me. I didn’t know the reporter was sitting at the café across the street watching me,” Kim Sae Yun grimaced at the thought.

“We know how much you wanted to go to the concert tonight. I’m not too sure why our manager was so insistent that we not go. Is it possible he knows about your crush on Park Seong Ye?” Jang Soo-Ah asked her.

Kim Sae Yun covered her face, “Nobody is supposed to know about my crush on him.”

“Um, if we have noticed then it is a safe bet others in the agency have too,” her friend said.

Kim Sae Yun uncovered her face. She had tried to hide her crush on Park Seong Ye. She would die of a heart attack if he found out how she felt about him. Why couldn’t people stay out of her business? If the agency found out about her little crush on him, they might say something to him thinking he was responsible for her feeling that way.

The thought of Park Seong Ye frowning or avoiding her all together sent her heart into a panic. She remembered the first time she saw him performing on stage. Her parents allowed her to go to a Joseon Five concert for her fifteen birthday. She and several of her friends met at the stadium for the concert. They were sitting in the front row and could touch the end of the stage if they leaned over the railing.

The most exciting moment of the concert was when Park Seong Ye ran out to the end of the stage and started slapping the hands of fans who were reaching out to him. When he got to her, she smiled at him and he returned her smile. Instead of slapping her hand, Park Seong Ye shook her hand. He held it for about five seconds before letting go of her hand. She sat back down in her seat holding her hand like it was the most precious thing in the world. She couldn’t believe he shook her hand. To her he was the most exciting and good looking guy she had ever seen in her life.

Ever since that night her feelings for Park Seong Ye grew into a wild fire spreading in her heart. She thought about him every waking hour and went to sleep with a smile on her face as she dreamed about him. She decided then that she was going to try out to perform with one of the bands at his agency so she could be close to him. She began watching the billboard on their webpage for any news of tryouts. Fortune smiled down at her when a year later she became a member of The Fairy Tales.
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CHAPTER TWO


[image: ]


“Can you tell us why you think your band is better than all the rest of the other bands out there?” The woman reporter with Behind the Stars Magazine blindsided the lead singer of Joseon Five with her question.

Park Seong Ye shied away from the microphone, “I don’t think we are better than all the rest of the groups out there. I just think we work well together and have achieved so much since we started. We worked hard to bring our best music and dance moves to our fans.”

Another reporter shoved a mic into his face, “So, are you saying you are better than The ProTag Nine? They have been in the music business longer than your group. So, how can you be the best?”

Park Seong Ye stepped back from the reporter, “I didn’t say we are better than The ProTag Nine.”

“But you do think you are the best in the world. So, wouldn’t you say that means you think you are better than The ProTag Nine?” The man wore an ugly smirk on his face.

“Seong Ye, we need to get back to the dressing room.” His manager bowed towards the reporters as he pulled his client away.

Park Seong Ye gladly went along with his manager, Cho Ho-Seuk. He had never been ambushed by a reporter like that. He knew he had choked when they said he thought Joseon Five was better than other groups out there. He had never said such a thing for them to ask him such a question. He would never presume to think his group was better than any other music group out there. He felt like he had been set up by those two reporters.

There’s no telling what people would be saying about him when their stories broke. His agency and manager tried to prepare him for the media but he guessed he still had a ways to go even after ten years.  He needed to be fully confident to stand in front of reporters and not choke especially with reporters like those two. His gut was telling him something was going on since they mentioned The ProTag Nine.

“Did I say anything wrong back there?” Park Seong Ye desperately sought his manager’s opinion.

He watched as his manager, Cho Ho-Seuk pull his phone out of his pocket and nervously punch in a number then listen as it is ringing. He continued to watch as his manager waited for the person on the other end to pick up. Park Seong Ye turned around when his manager began speaking into his phone. He only had to wait for a couple of seconds before hearing Cho Ho-Seuk respond with a ‘see you in a minute’. He turned back around to see his manager hang up the phone and shove it back in his pocket.

“I’m going to leave you with the rest of the group in the dressing room. Go change and I will see you in the morning at the agency. Do not talk to any reporters after I leave. Stick close to Hyun Dae Yo and Kim Jung Ho when you go out to the van. I am going to have a little chat with your bodyguards before I leave. Don’t worry, you didn’t do anything wrong. Go get changed,” Cho Ho-Seuk smiled at his client and patted him on the shoulder.

Park Seong Ye bowed and tried to return his manager’s smile but failed miserably. He watched as the short man took off towards the back door of the stadium. He knew who his manager had called, the owner and CEO of Whispering Bird Entertainment & Production Agency. If he hadn’t done anything wrong why did his manager rush to call Mr. Kang.

Park Seong Ye was a little bit intimidated by the agency owner. He had  never seen the man smile. Or at least he had never seen the man smile while he was around. Sometimes he couldn’t help but wonder why the man kept the agency if it didn’t make him happy. Maybe all the money the groups in his agency made him happy. He could almost imagine the man sitting at his desk throwing wads of money up into the air and laughing like a hyena.

He couldn’t believe it had been ten years since he tried out to be in the boy band, Joseon Five. He liked the idea of the band being new and just starting out. The band would have a fresh new sound when their music came out for the world to hear. Music which had never been heard before. Since he loved to sing and dance this was a dream come true for him. When he made the cut, it took him six months to finally believe it was real. There were still moments when he wasn’t too sure he was just dreaming or really on stage with the rest of the members.

He kept trying to get over the new feeling, it wasn’t quite new since he was now in his tenth year of being a part of Joseon Five. He wasn’t nervous talking to reporters or even people in general, he was just always afraid he would say the wrong thing. Today was one of those days with those reporters. He couldn’t help but wonder how they had managed to get backstage without all the bodyguards stopping them.

He sat down in one of the chairs so the makeup artist could clean the makeup off his face. Park Seong Ye could remember the first time he sat down for the makeup artist to prepare him for their debut concert. It felt strange having a woman touch his face. He was thirteen and the only woman to ever touch his face was his mother. He had flinched so many times as the makeup artist tried to put his makeup on that she had finally walked off in a huff. One of the band members, Choi Jae Song came over and told him to relax and just imagine it was his mother putting makeup on him. The thought of his mother putting makeup on him caused him to burst out laughing. Soon the makeup artist was able to finish her work on him.

Choi Jae Song was his closest friend in the band. He was a couple of years older and definitely more confident in himself than Park Seong Ye. They hit it off instantly and shared a room together in the apartment their agency provided for the group. The other members would hear them laughing and joking around in the middle of the night when they were trying to get some sleep. So occasionally their leader, Hyun Dae Yo would have to go in their room and tell them to knock it off so the rest of them could get some sleep.

They would chuckle then resume their laughter and fun by muffling the sound with their blankets. Seong Ye was always able to confide in Choi Jae Song about any problems he was having and then everything would be OK. So that first time when Choi Jae Song told him to let the makeup artist finish putting makeup on his face, he was able to relax and let the woman get back to her work. They had been friends ever since.

He smiled at the memory when he had looked in the mirror and saw himself wearing mascara and eyeliner. He was grateful that she hadn’t put red lipstick on him or else he would have looked like a clown. After that first time, he wasn’t so nervous about wearing makeup for their concert appearances.

So right now Park Seong Ye sat back so the makeup artist could remove the makeup she had put on him before the concert. His thoughts drifted back to that weird reporter. Why did he bring up The ProTag Nine with his questions? He needed to tell the other guys about what had happened with the reporter. They would be able to tell him if he had done anything wrong or not.

He loved being a part of Joseon Five. He didn’t mind the long hours of practicing dance moves or singing until he felt like his vocal cords were going to jump out of his throat. The last ten years were amazing and exciting. He thought back to the first concert they performed.

He had been so nervous standing at the back of the stage that he felt like his body was going to melt into a puddle of goo. He tried to tell himself that the dance moves came to him like second nature because of all the practicing but his mind was going blank. His throat was so dry that he was positive he had swallowed a gallon of dirt. How would he be able to sing and dance like this? He remembered looking over at the other guys in the band to see if they were just as nervous as he was.

Kang Baek Hun climbed in his SUV. He sat watching people get into their vehicles to leave the stadium as he waited for his vehicle to warm up. Those people just came from the Joseon Five concert. He could see they were happy and some were excitingly looking at their phones. He was sure the video of Park Seong Ye exposing his abs was all over the internet by now.

He knew that was probably why Park Seong Ye’s manager wanted to see him. He sat there wondering if he should reprimand the kid or congratulate him for making his fans so happy. He knew the kids idol was Jeon Jungkook of BTS and he got the idea from watching Jungkook pull the same stunt on stage. 

But right now if someone targeting his company saw the video of Park Seong Ye showing his abs, that little stunt might come with a heavy price. Maybe everything had been going smooth for his agency too long. Every company suffered setbacks, catastrophes, company rivalries and artists conflicts within itself. But this blatant attack on him was something else. Were they trying to destroy his company, him or his artists. He needed to find out real quick who the mastermind was behind this attack.

He turned on his vehicle and put it in reverse. He checked his rearview mirror to see if it was safe to back out of the parking space when he noticed a man standing in the shadows of the parking garage. He saw the man was holding a camera and taking pictures of his car. He was in disguise but he didn’t think someone could recognize his SUV by itself. But he knew that wasn’t it. He must have been followed from his home.

Kang Baek Hun closed his eyes for a second. Who could be behind all of this? When he got home earlier to get ready for the concert he sat down with his wife to tell her about the blog of him having an affair. She knew him well enough not to suspect him of having an affair. He quickly apologized to her for someone doing this to them then assured her that he would take care of the problem. He smiled when he remembered her kiss as she told him everything would be fine.

But the man with the camera disturbed him. Now there is a huge possibility there were pictures of him sitting in the front row for the concert. For a second he thought about confronting the stranger and demanding that he turn over the film in his camera. He knew if he tried to approach the man he might find himself at the police station. He decided to let his lawyers file charges if any pictures of him came to light after tonight. The most important thing for him to do right now was to get back to the agency and form his own attack against whoever was doing this.

He backed out of the parking lot and couldn’t stop himself from waving at the guy with the camera. He wanted his rival to know he had been caught. Now he needed to find out who his rival was and take this fight face to face. He couldn’t wait until he could get his hands on whoever was doing this to him and his agency. He would need to make sure he kept his hands off the jerk’s throat.

Cho Ho-Seuk had been with the boy band, Joseon Five since their inception. He’s thirty-seven years old with no wife or kids and considers the five boys in the group as his children. He watched over and cared for them like a mother hen. So basically, he was both substitute father and mother to the boys. He would do almost anything for them. His stopping point was of course murder but after watching that reporter with Park Seong Ye a few minutes ago, he was tempted to beat the man to a bloody pulp. But he was more angry with himself for not stopping him before he got to his client.

How could that vile reporter attack a young man like that? And what was with those questions? It was like the reporter had a hidden agenda behind his pointed questions. The ProTag Nine was another boy band that belonged to the Whispering Bird Entertainment & Production Agency. Was the reporter trying to stir up trouble with the two boy bands? He needed to find out who the reporter was and who he worked for.

He wasn’t looking forward to meeting with the CEO. The thought of getting shouted at was unpleasant. If he could avoid this meeting then he would but the CEO needs to be aware of a problem. Their CEO didn’t like problems. Cho Ho-Seuk would be required to have a solution to the problem before he even walked in the CEO’s office. 

He sat at a red light trying to come up with a good solution. That might be a problem since he didn’t know who could have put those two reporters up to with antagonizing his client. He thought about calling his friend, Kim Do-Yun, a reporter for one of Korea’s top leading newspapers to see if he could find out anything about those two reporters.

Suddenly he heard cars honking behind him. He quickly looked up to see the light had turned green while he was lost in his thoughts. He stepped on the gas so the cars would stop honking at him. His thoughts turned back to trying to find an answer to this problem. He found a place to pull over once he decided to give his friend a call.

“Hey, Do-Yun. I hope I didn’t disturb you,” Cho Ho-Seuk said into the car’s microphone.

“Nah, I’m sitting here watching a little TV. What has you calling me tonight? I thought you would be with your client since he has a concert tonight,” Kim Do-Yun told him.

“The concert is over but I need a huge favor from you. There were two reporters tonight who practically attacked my client tonight. They were asking questions that were too pointed not to be brought on by someone or something. I am fairly certain someone was behind them tonight,” Cho Ho-Seuk quickly said to his friend.

“Send me the details and I will get back to you as soon as possible. Take care of your client. He has a bright future ahead of him,” his friend shared with him.

Cho Ho-Seuk said his goodbye then hung up the call. He quickly pulled his phone out of the holder to send his friend the info on the two troublemaking reporters. After he sent the message he hoped his friend would have the details on the reporters by the time he got to the CEO’s office. He didn’t want to go into this meeting empty handed.

A couple of minutes later he pulled into Whistling Bird’s parking garage. He heard his stomach growl as he opened his car door to get out. He looked at his watch to see that it was almost 10:30 pm. He was supposed to be sitting on his couch eating a bowl of ramen about now. But instead he was heading up to let his boss know there might be a major problem.

He heard a noise and turned around to see what it was. He caught a glimpse of a man running towards the garage exit. He saw him drop something but the intruder didn’t stop to pick it up. After the man was gone Cho Ho-Seuk decided to go find out what the man dropped. He cautiously walked over to see what was laying on the floor of the garage. He made sure the man wasn’t coming back for it before reaching down to pick it up. He stared at the envelope for a second. He glanced towards the exit before putting the envelope in his bag.

He went over to the bank of elevators and pushed the button to go up. He checked again to make sure the man hadn’t returned before stepping into the elevator. He thought he had better let the CEO know about the trespasser in the parking garage. Some of their celebrities liked to drive themselves to the agency without their bodyguards. One of them might end up in trouble if the man turned out to be a stalker.

It felt strange with the agency suddenly having two occurrences on the same day. He couldn’t remember the last time there was a problem within the agency. He wondered if they were just coincidental or were they related. He decided it would be best to let his boss know about the unwelcome intruder in the parking garage and let him decide if they were a coincidence or not.

The elevator stopped on the top floor. Cho 

Ho-Seuk waited a second for the door to slide open. At this late hour the CEO’s receptionist had already gone home. He walked the quiet hall then stood there in front of the CEO’s office door before knocking. He took a deep breath then reached up to know on the door.

Lee Jung Hun raced through the empty streets as he made his way home. What he wanted to do more than anything was stop at one of the bars along the way and get drunk. But he couldn’t take the risk of pictures getting taken of him drinking alone. He could just see the headlines when the blogs went online. Not only would his manager have his head but the CEO would make sure to sideline his solo career indefinitely.

He enjoyed working with the other eight guys in his group, The ProTag Nine but he wanted to branch out on his own. As long as he stayed with the group the music world would never see him as anything except what he was now, a member of The ProTag Nine. He knew he was the best artist in the group. The other thing that bothered him was that none of the other members had any ambition of doing solo work. But he did and he was tired of waiting for it to happen.

What he didn’t want to see happen was Park Seong Ye given his solo career before him. The guy was totally rubbing him the wrong way. Yes, he knew Park Seong Ye wasn’t doing it intentionally but it felt that way. He had to be honest with himself and admit the guy probably wasn’t even unaware of him wanting a solo career.

But instead of those thoughts calming him down, they made him more angry. For the last ten years Park Seong Ye’s popularity had grown into more than a six million fan base. His fan base was only around four hundred thousand after thirteen years. What did Park Seong Ye have that he didn’t.

Park Seong Ye came from a mediocre family. He remembered the article about him and his family that came out the same year Park Seong Ye hit the music industry. He knew the guy grew up on Jeju Island. The writer of the article said during Park Seong Ye’s high school years he helped out in the grocery store where his father worked. His mother was a local seamstress who provided her family with extra money. Park Seong Ye came to Seoul when he was thirteen years old for tryouts when Whistling Bird Entertainment and Production Agency started looking for talent to start a new music group. Everyone knew the guy was sending money to help support his family.

The guy’s family history was the total opposite of the Lee Family. Lee Jung Hun’s grandfather started their corporation when he was a young man. Now his father ran the family business which would eventually become his. The money Park Seong Ye has doesn’t even come close to his money. Their two lives were like comparing apples and oranges but come to find out Park Seong Ye was just a lemon.

Lee Jung Hun pulled into his garage. He waited until the garage door closed before getting out of his car. He walked in the door of his empty apartment and went over to the bar. It was set up in one corner of his living room. He bent down to retrieve a bottle of bourbon out of the cabinet. He pulled a small glass off the shelf above the bar then walked over to his couch.

He plopped down on one corner of his couch. He set the liquor bottle and glass on his marble coffee table. Before pouring himself a drink he looked around his living room. He wondered what Park Seong Ye’s house looked like. He doubted the guy was very good at decorating his home like his was decorated. He looked at his masterpieces hanging on his walls. Park Seong Ye probably has bare walls to look at when he gets home. He chuckled at the thought.

He shook his head trying to shake thoughts of that irritating guy away. He was tired of thinking about him because the more he did, the angrier he became. There was already a small fire growing in the pit of his stomach after watching Park Seong Ye bare his abs at the concert tonight. The gall of the guy. The agency better stop that jerk before he did.

He twisted the lid off the liquor bottle then filled the glass up to the

rim. He drank the glass full of bourbon in one gulp. He continued to drink like that until the bottle of bourbon was empty. Once he realized the bottle was empty he thought about grabbing another bottle but he suddenly remembered he had to be in the studio early in the morning to record The ProTag Nine’s new single. So instead of another drink he stumbled up the stairs. He crashed into his room and barely made it to his bed before he collapsed on top of it. He passed out drunk before getting a chance to remove his clothes or shoes.

Yoo Dae Hye finished eating her dinner. She sat at the bar going over her day. Sometimes she got angry with herself because she felt so inadequate as leader of The Musical Notes. She knew she wasn’t the official leader but all of the other girls looked up to her. Right now she felt at a loss because she didn’t know what was going on with Pyo Ji-Ah. Something was wrong and she couldn’t understand why the girl wasn’t willing to confide in her. She thought about her earlier conversation with Pyo Ji-Ah at the agency.

“I’m worried about you,” she had stopped Pyo Ji-Ah in the hallway outside of their music studio. 

“I am perfectly fine,” Pyo Ji-Ah told her as she tried to go into the studio.

Yoo Dae Hye blocked the young girl from opening the door, “Don’t give me that. You have been acting differently since the other day.”

“I have not. Quit letting your imagination run away with you. Go pick on one of the other girls,” Pyo Ji-Ah turned around to walk off.

“Where are you going? You know if you are late there will be heck to pay with Miss Choi,” Yoo Dae Hye quickly moved in front of Pyo Ji-Ah as her friend tried to leave.

Pyo Ji-Ah glared at their unofficial leader, “Then move out of the way so I can go in.”

Yoo Dae Hye stared at her for a couple of seconds then decided it was best to leave her friend alone. She stepped out of the way so Pyo Ji-Ah could go in the studio. She stood there for a minute after the door closed and bowed her head. She couldn’t stop the tears from falling on the floor as she stood there. Her sister and friend was in a lot of pain and she didn’t know how to help her. Without some idea of what was happening, there
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