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  Editorial Manifesto


Pink Bell Knoll Books

At Pink Bell Knoll Books, we believe romantic fiction can be more than fantasy —
it can be respect, truth, and emotional freedom.

Our stories don’t shout.
They whisper desire, reach deep,
and show that pleasure doesn’t need to hurt to be intense.

Here, a woman can be desired without being diminished.
She can surrender without disappearing.
She can love without losing herself.
She can say no.
And when she says yes, it’s full-hearted.

We publish romantic fiction in all its forms —
whether they unfold in the soft glow of modern life or in the rich textures of the past.
From tender flirtations to daring sensuality,
what matters is that they honor the soul as much as the skin.

We write for those who want to feel —
with the body, with the skin, with the soul.

If you're looking for a place where desire is treated with beauty,
where pleasure is shared, and love comes with truth —
welcome to your home.

Pink Bell Knoll Books — where passion meets respect.
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  Chapter 1
Meet Again


The bass line thrummed through the concrete walls like a second heartbeat, each note vibrating up through Kay's sneakers and into his chest. Backstage at Seoul Olympic Stadium was controlled chaos—a symphony of synthetic rustles from performance outfits, the sharp click of wireless mics being tested, and the distant roar of anticipation that made sound become texture. 
Kay pressed his back against the equipment rack, feeling the cool metal through his silk shirt. His hands had stopped shaking five minutes ago, but the phantom tremor lingered in his fingertips. Three years of headlining sold-out venues, and he still felt like that seventeen-year-old trainee who'd thrown up before his first evaluation.
"Thirty minutes to ONYXTEEN," a production assistant called out, clipboard clutched against her chest like armor.
Thirty minutes until he became Kay again. Until Ji-hoon—the boy who ate convenience store ramen at 2 AM and cried during sad movies—disappeared behind spotlights and choreography.
The antiseptic scent of stage wipes hit him suddenly, sharp and clinical. His stomach clenched, not from nerves but from memory. Practice rooms that reeked of disinfectant and desperation. Eighteen-hour days. The weight of dreams that felt too big for their teenage bodies.
Her laughing at something Hyun-woo had whispered during their ten-minute break, head thrown back, completely unaware that the vocal coach was timing them with a stopwatch.
Kay shook his head, dragging himself back to the present. Sora was in the past. Sora was—
"Ladies and gentlemen, let's hear it for SOLVAE!"
The stadium erupted into a wave of sound so massive it felt physical—sixty thousand voices becoming one primal scream of adoration. Kay moved to the side-stage monitor, drawn by muscle memory and something deeper he didn't want to name.
The screen filled with color and motion. Four women owned the stage like they'd been born to it, moving through choreography that looked effortless but Kay knew cost blood, sweat, and probably a few stress fractures. The camera caught close-ups in rotation—Min-ji's sharp smile, Yuna's powerful vocals, Hae-won's flawless rap delivery, and then—
Sora.
The breath left Kay's lungs in a rush. She'd cut her hair shorter, just past her shoulders now, and there was a tiny scar above her left eyebrow that hadn't been there before. But her energy—God, her energy could still light up a room from three floors away. She moved like music itself, each gesture flowing into the next with a precision that made it look like dancing came as naturally as breathing.
She was supposed to be a ghost. A beautiful memory filed away with growth spurts and voice cracks and the particular exhaustion that came from having your entire life molded by other people's expectations.
She wasn't supposed to be here.
"You're staring."
Kay spun around to find Jimin watching him with that careful expression he'd perfected—the one that said I'm your leader and I notice everything, but I'm choosing to be gentle about it. Behind him, Taehyung and Namjoon were going through their warm-up routine, voices blending in harmonies that had become second nature after three years together.
"Just watching the competition," Kay said, but even he could hear how unconvincing it sounded.
Jimin's eyebrow quirked up—barely perceptible, but Kay caught it. "Uh-huh." He placed a steady hand on Kay's shoulder, squeezing once. "Whatever it is, you good?"
The question hung in the air between them. Kay could see Jimin cataloging details—the tension in his shoulders, the way he'd gone completely still when SOLVAE had taken the stage, the fact that he'd been checking his phone obsessively for the past week since they'd announced the joint tour dates.
"I'm good," Kay said, and Jimin's slight nod told him his leader would let it slide. For now.
"ONYXTEEN, you're up in fifteen!"
The monitor went dark as SOLVAE finished their set to thunderous applause. Kay tried to focus on his pre-show ritual—checking his in-ear monitors, rolling his shoulders to release tension, running through the opening verse of their first song in his head.
He was not thinking about how Sora's laugh used to sound at 3 AM when they were both too exhausted to filter themselves. He was not remembering the way she'd press her hand over her heart whenever she was nervous—a tiny gesture she probably didn't even realize she was doing.
He was definitely not wondering if she still did it.
"Oh my God, I cannot believe they booked us the same weekend as—" A voice, bright and familiar, cut through his thoughts like a blade.
Kay turned, and there she was.
Sora stood fifteen feet away, still in her stage outfit—a silver crop top that caught the harsh backstage lighting and made her look like she was wearing starlight. She'd been mid-sentence, gesturing to Hae-won about something, when her eyes found his.
The world went quiet. Not the kind of quiet that came before a storm, but the breathless hush that happened when something inevitable finally clicked into place.
"Kay," she said, and her voice was exactly the same—warm and slightly raspy, like she'd been shouting over music or laughing too hard.
"Sora."
They stared at each other across the narrow corridor, and Kay felt something crack inside his chest. Something he'd been holding together with discipline and distance and the careful management of his own heart.
She looked good. Tired, maybe—there were shadows under her eyes that stage makeup couldn't quite hide—but good. Successful. Like the girl who used to share her lunch with him had grown into exactly who she was supposed to be.
"You cut your hair," he said, because his brain had apparently decided to abandon all higher functions.
Sora's hand flew up to touch the ends self-consciously. "Company said it would make me look more 'mature,' whatever that means." She rolled her eyes, and suddenly she was eighteen again, making faces at their choreographer behind his back.
"It looks good," Kay said, and meant it.
"You look like you're sleeping better," she said, tilting her head slightly. "Remember how you used to get those dark circles during monthly evaluations?"
Of course she remembered. Sora had always noticed things—the way Hyun-woo's voice cracked when he was stressed, how Min-jun always tapped his left foot when he was learning new choreography, the exact combination of exhaustion and terror that had lived under Kay's eyes for most of 2019.
"Better sleep schedule," he said. "Fame comes with marginally better healthcare."
She laughed—a real laugh, not the media-trained version—and the sound hit him like a physical thing. "Still hate stage left?"
The question caught him off guard. Stage left had been his weak spot during trainee days, always a half-beat behind when they had to mirror choreography. It was such a specific thing to remember, so completely useless to anyone who hadn't spent countless hours perfecting formations in windowless practice rooms.
"Working on it," he said.
"ONYXTEEN, ten minutes!"
The announcement broke the spell. Kay watched Sora's expression shift—subtle but unmistakable—as she remembered where they were. Who they were supposed to be now.
"I should..." she started, gesturing vaguely toward where the rest of SOLVAE was gathering their things.
"Yeah. Me too."
But neither of them moved.
"Kay," Sora said, and something in her voice made him look up sharply. She was pressing her hand over her heart—that same unconscious gesture, still there after all these years. "Do you ever miss it? Being nobody?"
The question hit him like a sucker punch. Not because it was unexpected, but because it was so exactly what he'd been thinking that it felt like she'd reached inside his head and pulled the words out herself.
"Every day," he said quietly.
She nodded, like she'd expected that answer. Like maybe she'd been asking herself the same question.
"ONYXTEEN, five minutes to places!"
"I really should—" Sora took a step backward, toward her group, but her eyes stayed on his face.
"After," Kay said suddenly. "After the show. If you want to... talk. Or whatever."
It was probably a mistake. Definitely a complication. Their management companies had strict policies about fraternization with other groups, especially during high-profile tours where every interaction was scrutinized by cameras and fans and industry executives looking for scandal.
But Sora was already nodding. "I'd like that."
She turned to go, then paused, looking back over her shoulder with a grin that was pure mischief—the same expression she'd worn when she convinced him to sneak out of the dorms for late-night convenience store runs.
"Break a leg out there, Ji-hoon."
And then she was gone, disappeared into the chaos of post-show cleanup and equipment changes, leaving Kay standing alone with the weight of his real name hanging in the air like a promise.
Twenty minutes later, Kay stood center stage bathed in blinding white light, sixty thousand people screaming his name. The opening notes of "Midnight Drive" pounded through the arena, bass heavy enough to feel in his bones, and he fell into the familiar rhythm of being someone else.
But even as he hit his marks and smiled at exactly the right moments, even as ONYXTEEN moved through their setlist with the precision of a well-oiled machine, part of his mind stayed fixed on a pair of dark eyes and the way his given name had sounded in her voice.
Some cracks, once opened, were impossible to seal again.
And Kay was beginning to think he didn't want to try.






  
  Chapter 2
Shared Stage, Shared Secrets


The silence after sixty thousand people stop screaming is deafening. 
Kay stood in the wings, chest heaving, sweat cooling against his skin as the stage lights dimmed to black. His in-ears had been pulled out minutes ago, but his hearing still felt muffled, like he was underwater. The synthetic fabric of his stage outfit clung to him, and he could smell the mixture of body spray, hair product, and pure adrenaline that always lingered after a performance this intense.
ONYXTEEN had killed it tonight. The crowd's energy during "Gravity" had been electric, and when Taehyung hit that high note in the bridge, Kay had felt the entire stadium hold its breath. Now, in the aftermath, his bandmates were scattered across the backstage area—Jimin talking rapidly to their tour manager, Yoongi collapsed in a chair with a towel over his head, Taehyung somewhere in the maze of equipment cases, probably still riding the performance high.
Kay should have been with them. Should have been doing the post-show debrief, checking social media reactions, planning tomorrow's rehearsal adjustments. Instead, he found himself scanning the controlled chaos for a glimpse of silver hair.
"Looking for someone?"
The voice came from behind a lighting rig, and Kay's pulse quickened even as he tried to appear casual. Sora emerged from the shadows, and the first thing he noticed was that she'd changed. Gone was the glittering stage outfit, replaced by an oversized black hoodie and worn jeans. Her makeup was mostly removed, leaving only the faint shimmer of highlight on her cheekbones. She looked younger like this. More like the girl who used to fall asleep on his shoulder during late-night vocal lessons.
"Maybe," he said, allowing himself a small smile. "Good show tonight."
"Yours too." She moved closer, and he caught the scent of micellar water and that vanilla body mist she'd been using since they were eighteen. "That bridge in 'Gravity'—did you arrange that?"
Kay felt heat rise in his cheeks. Most people assumed their main producer handled all the arrangements, but Sora had always been able to pick out his work. "The harmony line, yeah."
"I thought so." Her eyes lit up with something that looked like pride. "It had your fingerprints all over it. That suspended fourth in the second measure—you've been obsessed with that interval since we learned it."
The casual intimacy of her observation hit him harder than it should have. She remembered his compositional quirks. After three years of carefully constructed distance, she still knew the way his mind worked when he was creating.
"You were watching," he said, and it wasn't a question.
"From side stage." She tucked a strand of silver hair behind her ear, a gesture he'd seen her make a thousand times. "SOLVAE went on after you, but I wanted to..." She trailed off, suddenly looking uncertain.
"Wanted to what?"
Before she could answer, the sharp click of heels on concrete interrupted them. Kay turned to see Ms. Park, ONYXTEEN's tour manager, approaching with her usual expression of barely contained stress.
"Kay-ssi, there you are." Ms. Park's eyes flicked briefly to Sora, her professional smile never wavering. "The car is ready. We need to get moving—early call time tomorrow for the Busan rehearsal."
"Five minutes," Kay said, not moving.
Ms. Park's smile tightened almost imperceptibly. "The schedule—"
"Five minutes," he repeated, his voice carrying just enough of his stage presence to make it clear this wasn't a request.
For a moment, the manager looked like she might argue. Then she glanced at Sora again, and something calculating flickered in her expression. "Five minutes. The car leaves at 11:47."
When she was gone, Sora let out a low whistle. "Look at you, pulling rank."
"Hardly." Kay ran a hand through his damp hair, suddenly self-conscious. "I just... we didn't finish talking."
"No, we didn't." Sora's voice was softer now, more careful. She looked around the backstage area, taking in the crew members still breaking down equipment, the other staff members who might be watching. "Want to find somewhere quieter?"
They ended up on the roof of the venue, a space that had probably been intended for equipment storage but was currently empty except for a few ventilation units and the ghost of Seoul's city lights in the distance. The night air was cool against Kay's overheated skin, and for the first time in hours, he felt like he could breathe properly.
Sora had found them a spot near the edge where they could sit with their legs dangling over the side, looking out at the sprawl of the city. From up here, the sounds of the venue below were muted—occasional shouts from the crew, the rumble of trucks being loaded, the distant hum of traffic. It felt like they were suspended between the chaos they'd just left and the real world waiting for them tomorrow.
"This feels familiar," Sora said, bumping his shoulder gently with hers.
It did. How many nights had they spent like this during their trainee years? Sneaking up to the roof of the practice building after late sessions, sharing convenience store snacks and dreams that felt too big for their teenage bodies. Back then, the future had seemed simultaneously infinite and terrifying.
"Remember when you convinced me to climb up here with that bottle of soju Jin-hyung smuggled in?" Kay found himself smiling at the memory.
"I still can't believe you actually drank it." Sora laughed, and the sound was exactly the same as it had been three years ago. "You turned so red I thought you were going to pass out."
"I was seventeen and had never had alcohol before. You're lucky I didn't fall off the building."
"I would have caught you."
The words hung in the air between them, carrying more weight than a casual joke should. Kay found himself looking at her profile in the dim light—the sharp line of her jaw, the way she worried her bottom lip when she was thinking. She was still beautiful, but it was different now. More intentional, maybe. Or maybe he was just seeing her through older eyes.
"What happened to us?" The question slipped out before he could stop it.
Sora was quiet for a long moment, her fingers playing with the hem of her hoodie. "You know what happened."
"Do I?" Kay turned to face her more fully. "Because one day we were... we were whatever we were, and the next day you were pretending I didn't exist."
"I wasn't pretending—"
"You wouldn't even look at me, Sora. For months."
She flinched at the pain in his voice, and Kay immediately felt guilty for pushing. But they'd never talked about this, not really. The slow dissolution of their friendship—or whatever it had been becoming—had happened in whispers and averted gazes and carefully orchestrated schedule changes.
"They told me to stay away from you," she said finally, her voice barely above a whisper.
Kay felt something cold settle in his stomach. "Who did?"
"Management. Both companies, actually." She pulled her knees up to her chest, wrapping her arms around them. "Someone saw us that night. The night we..."
She didn't finish, but she didn't need to. Kay remembered that night with perfect clarity—the way she'd looked at him in the empty practice room after everyone else had gone home, the way she'd stepped closer until he could count her eyelashes, the way his heart had stopped when she'd whispered his name like a question.
They hadn't even kissed. Had barely touched, except for her fingers brushing his cheek. But the intention had been there, crackling in the air between them like static electricity.
"They said it would ruin both our careers before they started," Sora continued. "Dating scandal, inappropriate relationship, distraction from training. You know the drill."
Kay did know. The industry was built on the illusion of availability, the fantasy that fans could project themselves onto their idols' love lives. Real relationships were complications to be managed, threats to be neutralized.
"So you just... accepted it?"
Sora's laugh was bitter. "What choice did I have? I was two months away from debuting. You were already locked in with ONYXTEEN. We were kids, Kay. What were we supposed to do, run away together and give up everything we'd worked for?"
She was right, and he hated that she was right. At nineteen, he'd been devastated but ultimately practical. His debut with ONYXTEEN had been the culmination of four years of training, of sacrifice, of dreams his family had helped him build. Walking away would have meant disappointing everyone who'd believed in him.
But that didn't make it hurt less.
"I wrote you letters," he said quietly. "For months after debut. Never sent them, but... I wrote them."
Sora turned to look at him, something vulnerable flickering in her expression. "What did they say?"
"That I missed you. That I hoped you were okay. That I understood why you had to choose your career, but I wished..." He shrugged, suddenly feeling exposed. "I wished we could have tried."
"Kay—"
"I know it's stupid. We were kids, like you said. But sometimes I wonder what would have happened if we'd been braver."
Sora was quiet for so long that Kay started to worry he'd said too much. Then she reached over and took his hand, threading their fingers together. Her palm was warm, slightly callused from guitar strings, and Kay felt his breath catch at the contact.
"I missed you too," she said. "More than I let myself admit."
For a moment, they just sat there holding hands like teenagers, looking out at the city lights and thinking about all the words they'd never said. Kay could feel his pulse in his fingertips where they touched hers, and he wondered if she could feel it too.
"What happens now?" he asked.
Before Sora could answer, the sound of a door slamming ONYXTEENed across the rooftop. They jerked apart, guilty instinct making them put distance between their bodies even though they hadn't been doing anything wrong. Heavy footsteps approached, and a beam of light from a phone flashlight swept across the space.
"Sora? Are you up here?"
The voice belonged to a man Kay didn't recognize, but Sora's entire body tensed beside him. "Shit," she whispered. "That's Mr. Kim. SOLVAE's manager."
The footsteps were getting closer. Sora stood quickly, smoothing down her hoodie and running her hands through her hair. "I have to go."
"Wait—"
"I can't be found alone with you, Kay. You know I can't."
She was already moving toward the stairs, but she paused and looked back at him. In the dim light, her expression was soft and sad and full of the same longing he felt twisting in his chest.
"Tomorrow," she said. "After sound check. The green room in venue B has a lock."
And then she was gone, her footsteps fading as she called out to her manager with a bright, fake voice about needing fresh air after the show. Kay sat alone on the roof, still feeling the ghost of her hand in his, and wondered what they were getting themselves into.
The ride back to the hotel was a blur of city lights and his bandmates' chatter. Kay stared out the window of their van, only half-listening as Taehyung recounted the energy of the crowd during his solo stage and Jimin debriefed with their vocal coach about pitch corrections for tomorrow's show.
"You're quiet tonight," Yoongi observed from the seat beside him. As ONYXTEEN's eldest member and unofficial emotional barometer, Yoongi had a talent for reading the group's moods.
"Just tired," Kay said, which wasn't entirely a lie. The adrenaline from the performance had fully worn off, leaving him feeling hollow and overstimulated at the same time.
"Mm." Yoongi didn't sound convinced, but he didn't push. Instead, he offered Kay one of his earbuds. "Want to listen to the demo Namjoon sent over? Might be good for the next album."
Kay accepted the earbud gratefully, letting the music fill the space where his thoughts kept circling back to silver hair and warm hands and promises of tomorrow. The song was good—a mid-tempo track with interesting harmonic progressions that would suit their sound—but he found himself analyzing the arrangement instead of feeling it, a sure sign that his head wasn't in the right place.
At the hotel, they went through their usual post-show routine: protein shakes in Jimin's room, a brief review of social media reactions, plans for tomorrow's schedule. Kay participated mechanically, his mind still on the rooftop, on Sora's admission that she'd missed him, on the way she'd looked when her manager interrupted them.
It wasn't until he was alone in his room, staring at the ceiling with his phone charging on the nightstand, that he let himself think about what she'd said. Tomorrow. After sound check. The green room in venue B has a lock.
He should probably ignore it. Should show up to sound check, do his job, and avoid any situation that could compromise either of their careers. It was the smart thing to do, the professional thing.
But as he finally drifted off to sleep, Kay knew he'd be there.
Sound check the next evening was routine—levels, monitors, a quick run-through of the choreography to adjust for the new stage dimensions. The Busan venue was smaller than Seoul, more intimate, and Kay found himself unconsciously scanning the empty seats where he knew Sora would be performing in just a few hours.
ONYXTEEN's set went smoothly. They ran through their opening number twice to work out some audio issues, did a full performance of "Gravity" for the camera crew filming behind-the-scenes content, and wrapped up with vocal warm-ups that ONYXTEENed through the empty arena.
"Good work today," Jimin said as they gathered their things. "Everyone get some rest before tonight. I want to see that same energy we had in Seoul."
The other members began to disperse—Taehyung heading to catering, Yoongi to the hotel for a nap, Jimin to a meeting with their social media team. Kay made a show of checking his phone, waiting until the stage area had mostly cleared before making his way toward the back of the venue.
Venue B was the smaller secondary stage used for acoustic sets and special performances. Finding it required navigating a maze of corridors and service areas, past rooms full of equipment and staff members setting up for the night's show. Kay's heart rate picked up with each turn, part anticipation and part nerves.
The green room Sora had mentioned was tucked away at the end of a quiet hallway, marked with a simple placard and, as promised, equipped with a lock. Kay hesitated outside the door for a moment, his hand hovering over the handle. There was still time to walk away, to pretend this conversation had never been arranged.
Instead, he turned the handle and stepped inside.
The room was small and functional—a couch, a coffee table, a mini-fridge humming quietly in the corner. Sora was already there, sitting cross-legged on the couch with her guitar in her lap, picking out a melody he didn't recognize. She looked up when he entered, and her smile was nervous but genuine.
"You came," she said.
"Did you think I wouldn't?"
"I wasn't sure." She set the guitar aside and gestured to the space beside her. "Lock the door?"
Kay did, the soft click of the mechanism seeming louder than it should have in the quiet room. When he turned back, Sora was watching him with an expression he couldn't quite read.
"So," she said as he settled beside her on the couch. "Here we are."
"Here we are," he agreed.
For a moment, they just looked at each other, the weight of three years and unfinished conversations settling between them. In the soft lighting of the green room, with her hair loose around her shoulders and her stage makeup not yet applied, Sora looked achingly familiar. Like the girl he'd fallen for during late-night harmonies and shared dreams.
"I've been thinking about what you said last night," she said finally. "About wishing we'd been braver."
Kay's mouth went dry. "Yeah?"
"I think... I think maybe we're older now. Maybe we can be braver now."
The words hung in the air between them, loaded with possibility and risk in equal measure. Kay felt his pulse accelerate, hyperaware of how close she was sitting, of the way her eyes kept dropping to his mouth.
"Sora," he said, her name coming out rougher than he'd intended.
"I know it's complicated," she said quickly. "I know all the reasons why we shouldn't. But I can't stop thinking about you, Kay. I haven't been able to stop thinking about you for three years, and seeing you again..."
She trailed off, reaching for his hand the way she had on the rooftop. This time, Kay turned his palm up to meet hers, threading their fingers together and feeling the same electric jolt of connection.
"What are you saying?" he asked, though he thought he knew. Hoped he knew.
"I'm saying maybe we don't have to choose between love and career this time. Maybe we just have to be careful."
Kay searched her face, looking for any sign of doubt or uncertainty. But her expression was steady, determined in a way that reminded him of the trainee who'd practiced until her voice was hoarse, who'd refused to give up on a difficult piece of choreography until she'd mastered it.
"It would have to be secret," he said slowly. "Completely secret."
"I know."
"No public appearances together. No social media. No one can know, not even—"
"I know, Kay." Her other hand came up to cup his cheek, thumb brushing across his skin in a gesture that was achingly gentle. "I know what we'd be risking. But I also know I don't want to spend another three years wondering what if."
Kay closed his eyes, leaning into her touch. Everything about this was dangerous, potentially career-ending, definitely against every piece of advice their managers had ever given them. But sitting here with Sora, feeling the warmth of her hands and the certainty in her voice, he found he didn't care.
"Okay," he whispered.
"Okay?"
He opened his eyes, meeting her gaze directly. "Okay. Let's be brave."
For a moment, they just stared at each other, the magnitude of what they'd just agreed to settling over them. Then Sora was leaning closer, her forehead coming to rest against his, and Kay could feel her breath warm against his lips.
"Not here," she murmured, even as her hand slipped to the back of his neck. "Not yet. But soon?"
"Soon," he agreed, his voice barely a whisper.
They sat like that for a long moment, foreheads touching, breathing the same air, letting themselves have this small intimacy before they had to return to the world of cameras and contracts and carefully maintained distances.
When they finally pulled apart, Sora's cheeks were flushed and her eyes were bright with something that looked like joy mixed with terror. Kay imagined he looked much the same.
"I should go," she said, though she made no move to leave.
"Yeah. Me too."
But neither of them moved, both reluctant to break this fragile bubble of possibility they'd created. Outside, Kay could hear the distant sounds of the venue coming to life—crew members shouting instructions, equipment being wheeled into place, the low hum of anticipation that always preceded a show.
Tonight, they would perform on the same stage again, professional and distant, giving no sign of what had passed between them in this quiet room. But underneath the performance, underneath the carefully maintained facades, something new was beginning to bloom.
Something dangerous and beautiful and absolutely terrifying.
And for the first time in three years, Kay felt fully alive.






  
  Chapter 3
Behind the Curtain


The ONYXTEEN dormitory at four in the morning was a study in controlled chaos. Empty coffee cups formed small towers on every surface, and the air carried the lingering scent of takeout containers and the particular exhaustion that came from living your dreams at maximum velocity. 
Kay sat cross-legged on his narrow bed, laptop balanced on his knees, scrolling through social media comments with the dedicated masochism of someone who knew better but couldn't stop himself. The joint concert announcement had sent both fandoms into overdrive, and the speculation about potential interactions between ONYXTEEN and SOLVAE was already reaching fever pitch.
@ONYXTEENstan_forever: OMG what if Kay and Sora do a collab stage?? My heart couldn't handle it
@SOLVAE_official_fan: Hope they keep it professional. Our girls don't need ONYXTEEN's drama
@kpop_insider_tea: Anyone else remember that old trainee footage where they were always together? Just saying...
Kay's finger paused over the last comment. Old footage. His stomach clenched as he remembered the evaluation videos that occasionally surfaced online—grainy recordings from their trainee days that eagle-eyed fans had managed to dig up and analyze frame by frame. How many hours of their shared history were scattered across the internet, waiting for someone to connect the dots?
The comment had three hundred likes already, and the replies were a mixture of excited speculation and protective gatekeeping from both fandoms. Some fans were digging deeper, posting side-by-side screenshots from different trainee evaluation videos, highlighting moments when he and Sora







