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A story about love that begins with admiration... but blossoms into something real.

Veronica “Ica” Santos built her life from scratch—her business, her independence, her strength. The only thing she never rebuilt after heartbreak? Her heart.

Instead, she poured it into something safe—her love for BTS... especially V and Jungkook.

But fate has its own design.

Because somewhere between departures and arrivals... between dreams and reality...
She meets someone who might just become more than an idol.
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Chapter 1: Departure
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The airport was alive with motion—rolling suitcases, overlapping announcements, hurried footsteps echoing across polished floors.

But Veronica Santos stood still in the middle of it all.

Her world, at that moment, existed inside her phone screen.

A familiar voice filled her ears—warm, playful, comforting.

Onscreen, Jungkook laughed freely, his eyes crinkling in that way she had memorized over the years. A soft smile tugged at her lips, effortless and unguarded.

“Still the same,” she whispered to herself.

Five years.

Five years since her last relationship ended.
Five years since she chose to rebuild her life piece by piece—her business, her confidence, her independence.

And her heart?

That, she had carefully tucked away... somewhere safe.

Instead, she filled that quiet space with music—songs from BTS that spoke of dreams, pain, healing, and hope. Their voices became her companion during sleepless nights, long workdays, and silent victories.

Especially him.

Her eyes shifted as another video autoplayed—this time of V, effortlessly charming, his deep voice sending a familiar flutter through her chest.

Ica chuckled softly.

“Okay... bias wrecked again,” she murmured.

“Miss Santos?”

She blinked and looked up.

Her assistant, Lea, stood beside her holding two cups of coffee and a folder.

“Your boarding pass, ma’am. And your passport,” Lea said, handing them over.

“Thank you,” Ica replied, slipping them into her designer handbag.

Lea hesitated, then smiled knowingly. “Busan, South Korea. BTS concert. Front row seat.”

Ica raised an eyebrow, amused. “You sound more excited than I am.”

Lea grinned. “Because you are excited, ma’am. You just hide it well.”

Ica didn’t deny it.

How could she?

This wasn’t just a trip.

This was the concert—the Yet To Come in Busan (2022). A once-in-a-lifetime experience. Something she had dreamed of ever since she became part of ARMY.

“I deserve this,” she said quietly, more to herself than anyone else.  And she did.

From a small tailoring shop inherited from her mother... to a growing garment enterprise supplying boutiques across the Philippines—Veronica Santos had earned every bit of her success.

No shortcuts.
No safety nets.
No one to catch her when she fell.

She built everything on her own.

“Final call for passengers bound for Seoul, South Korea...”

The announcement echoed through the terminal.

Ica inhaled deeply.

This was it.

She turned to Lea. “Make sure the shipment to Cebu pushes through tomorrow. And follow up the Davao order—no delays.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“And Lea?”

“Yes?”

Ica smiled—this time softer, more genuine.

“Take the weekend off. You’ve earned it.”

Lea blinked, surprised. “Really?”

“Really.”

“Thank you, ma’am!”

Ica nodded, then adjusted her coat and took a step forward— Thud.

Her shoulder collided with something solid.

Or rather... someone.

“Oh! I’m so sorry—” she said quickly, her phone slipping from her grasp.

But before it could hit the ground— A hand caught it.

Effortless. Quick. Steady.

Ica looked up.

And for a brief, unexpected moment...

The noise of the airport faded.

Standing before her was a man—tall, well-built, dressed in a crisp dark suit that spoke of quiet wealth. His features were sharp yet warm, his expression calm but attentive.

And his eyes—

There was something about them.

Something... grounding.

“Careful,” he said, his voice low and composed as he handed her phone back.

Ica blinked, suddenly aware of how close they were.

“Thank you,” she replied, her voice softer than intended.

Their fingers brushed for the briefest second.

And somehow— It lingered.

He glanced at her phone screen, still playing a BTS clip. A faint smile appeared on his lips.

“Fan?” he asked.

Ica let out a small laugh. “Is it that obvious?”

“A little,” he admitted. “You look like you’re about to cry.”

She gasped lightly, feigning offense. “Excuse me—I do not cry that easily.”

He raised an eyebrow, amused. “So, you’re saying you won’t cry at the concert?”

“...Okay, maybe a little,” she confessed, laughing.

Something about the conversation felt easy.

Natural.

Like talking to someone she had known longer than a few seconds.

“I’m Veronica,” she said, surprising herself.

He nodded. “Arthur.”

Their names settled between them—simple, yet somehow meaningful.

“South Korea?” he asked, glancing at her boarding gate.

She nodded. “Concert.”

“Let me guess...” he said thoughtfully, pretending to analyze. “Front row?”

Her eyes widened. “How did you know?”

“You have that look,” he said.

“What look?”

“The ‘I planned this for months and spent a small fortune’ look.”

Ica laughed—genuine, bright.

“Okay, that’s scary accurate.”

He chuckled.

“China,” he said, gesturing to his own gate. “Business trip.”

“Sounds less fun than mine.”

“Definitely less music.”

They stood there for a moment.

Two strangers.

Two completely different lives.  Yet somehow... Comfortably connected.

Another announcement echoed.  “Final boarding call...”

They both glanced at their respective gates.

Time moved again.

“Well,” Ica said, adjusting her bag. “This is me.”

Arthur nodded.  “Yeah... me too.”

A pause.

A small, almost invisible hesitation.

The kind that holds unspoken possibilities.

“Nice meeting you, Veronica,” he said.

“You too, Arthur.”

And just like that— They turned.

Walked in opposite directions.

No exchanged numbers.
No promises to meet again.
No second chances planned.

Just a moment.  A fleeting connection in a crowded airport.

But as Ica took her seat on the plane, she found herself staring out the window... her mind drifting back.

Not to the concert.  Not to BTS.

But to a stranger... With steady hands.

And eyes she couldn’t quite forget.

The roar of the crowd was deafening.

Waves of purple lights filled the night sky in Busan, thousands of ARMY bombs glowing in perfect harmony—like stars that had descended just for one night.

Veronica Santos stood in the middle of it all.

Breathless.  Overwhelmed.  Alive.

“This is... unreal,” she whispered, her voice trembling as she clutched her light stick close to her chest.

Music surged through the stadium.

And then— They appeared.

BTS.

The crowd erupted.

Ica screamed—loud, unrestrained, unapologetic.

For the first time in years...She let go.

As the night unfolded, every song felt personal.

Every lyric felt like it was written for her.

When V sang, her heart softened.

When Jungkook performed, her eyes shimmered with emotion.

And when the group stood together, thanking their fans— Ica felt something she hadn’t allowed herself to feel in a long time.

Belonging.

But somewhere between the cheers and the music...

A thought slipped in.  Uninvited.  Unexpected.

A man in a dark suit.  A calm voice.  A pair of steady hands catching her phone.

Arthur.

She blinked, shaking her head slightly.

“Focus, Ica,” she muttered, laughing at herself.

This was her moment.

Her dream.

And yet—

For a brief second...

Her heart compared.

And that alone unsettled her.



The meeting room was cold.  Not physically.

But in the way conversations felt—measured, strategic, calculated.

Arthur Fernandez sat across a long glass table, his posture straight, his expression composed. Charts, proposals, and financial projections filled the screen behind him.

“Mr. Fernandez,” one of the executives said, “we’re looking at long-term expansion. Stability is our priority.”

Arthur nodded. “And that’s exactly what we’re offering.”

His voice was steady.  Confident.  Professional.  Everything he was expected to be.

But his mind— It drifted.

Just for a second.

An airport.

A woman.

Bright eyes. Easy laughter.  “You look like you’re about to cry.”

He almost smiled at the memory.

It was strange.

He met countless people—clients, partners, investors.

Faces blurred.

Names forgotten.

But hers— Veronica.

He remembered.  Clearly.

“Arthur?”  His father’s voice pulled him back.

Eduardo Fernandez, the chairman of their shipping empire, looked at him expectantly.  “Your input.”

Arthur straightened slightly. “The numbers support the expansion, but we need to control operational risk in the first two quarters.”

His tone returned to business.

Sharp. Focused.

Reliable.

Just as always.

The meeting ended successfully.

Another deal secured.

Another milestone achieved.

By all standards— A productive trip.



That night, Arthur stood by the window of his hotel room, overlooking the glowing skyline of Shanghai.

The city was alive.  But he felt... still.

His phone buzzed.  A message from his mother.

“How’s the trip? Eat well. And Arthur... you’re not getting any younger.”

He exhaled softly, shaking his head.

Typical.
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“He wasn’t my idol—but he became
the one my heart finally believed in.”
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