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“I love you,” James said, a fire burning in his loins. Fucking Christ, Byung-woo looked so good in his black suit. 

“I love you too,” Byung-woo breathed back.

Byung-woo’s declaration gave James the courage to step closer. James had to suppress a smirk, seeing the bulge forming in Byung-woo’s pants.

“Are you doing what I think you’re doing?” Byung-woo whispered, shivering as James cupped the back of his head.

“Yes,” James replied, boldly massaging Byung-woo’s staff of life. James’s own staff of life threatened to explode when Byung-woo let out a loud cry of ecstasy...

I cringe. I always do when I’m working on Two Butterflies, my m/m Afternoon 4 fanfiction. Though I like writing it, I’m definitely not delusional enough to think that it’s some literary masterpiece. Nonetheless, Two Butterflies has managed to rack up over 400,000 reads. People love slash, even badly written slash that’s clearly written by a straight chick with zero sexual experience.

After 20 minutes, I finish the chapter and post it on Wattpad. I exhale. No one knows that I’m kpopstan4life69, author of ridiculous smutty fanfiction starring Afternoon 4, my favorite boy band of all time. I would die if anyone knew. Especially my parents. They disapprove of my K-pop obsession, and they disapprove of creative writing even more. “No wonder you flunked out of college,” Appa would say. “You were too busy listening to those pretty boys and writing these homosexual stories!”

I turn off my laptop, then flop down on the twin bed in my tiny studio apartment. This is not how my teenage self envisioned my twenties. In high school, I got perfect grades. My parents and I thought I would go to an Ivy League school and become a wealthy doctor. Ha! How naïve we were. I went to an Ivy (Cornell), but I didn’t become a doctor. My premed classes kicked my ass, and I ended up flunking out. A complete and utter disappointment, I returned to Cleveland. Instead of treating patients and living in luxury, I’m waiting tables and barely making ends meet.

My belly rumbles. Time for dinner. With a sigh, I get up and check the contents of my fridge. Options are limited. I can either make a ketchup sandwich or eat a lemon. I consider ordering Thai food, but then I remember that I have yet to pay off last month’s credit card bill. Ketchup sandwich it is then.

My phone rings; my ringtone is of course Afternoon 4’s song “Call Me Oppa.” I answer, “Hey, boss, what’s up?”

“ARE YOU BUSY TONIGHT?” Kenneth, the owner of the House of Seoul, the restaurant where I work at, shouts. I wince. For some reason, he can never seem to get that I can hear him just fine on the phone without him having to scream.

If by busy, you mean I got a hot date with YouTube, then yes, I’m super busy. “I’m not busy. Why do you ask?”

“Julie’s sitter backed out last minute. Do you mind covering her shift?”

I don’t like waitressing—I feel the urge to stab someone whenever a customer comments, “Wow, you speak English so well,” which is too fucking often; as if I wasn’t born in Cleveland, Ohio and haven’t lived in America for all my life—but the staff at the restaurant gets dinner on their shifts. And the dinner is bound to be more satisfying than a ketchup sandwich. Plus I can use the extra cash. “I don’t mind. When should I be at the restaurant?”

“AS SOON AS POSSIBLE!” he yells.

“Aigoo, are you trying to murder my eardrums?” 

“I’M JUST MAKING SURE YOU HEAR ME!” 

I roll my eyes. People in South Korea can hear him. “I’ll be there in 10.” After I throw on my work uniform—a red polo and black skirt that always smell like kimchi no matter how many times I toss them in the washing machine—I look at my reflection in the mirror. I might be going nowhere, but at least I lost the dark circles and 16 pounds I gained during my brief stint at college. Although I feel silly doing it, I whisper, “Tonight, your life will change.” I’ve been saying the words every night for several weeks, but they’ve yet to cast a spell on my life. Perhaps tonight will be the night. “Yeah right,” I mutter, grabbing my keys. What exciting thing can possibly happen at work?
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2 hours later, I’m beginning to regret covering Julie’s shift. A little twerp spilled tea on me, Kenneth yelled at me to pick up the pace no less than 5 times, an old guy pointed out the emerging zit on my forehead, and my feet are starting to hurt. I should’ve stuck with my original plan of eating a ketchup sandwich by myself.

“Aigoo, that pimple is huge,” Kenneth says as I stride into the kitchen to pick up orders.

I flush. “Well, thanks for pointing it out.”

“I’m just saying,” he says. “By the way, you need to go to the VIP room.”

“What? Someone’s actually in the private room?” For some reason, Kenneth gave the House of Seoul a private dining room, though his restaurant is just a step above a hole in the wall. He thought that one day, a celebrity would want to try “the best Korean food in Cleveland” and that said celebrity would need “the VIP experience.” I held back a laugh when he told me that. His food is delicious, but the House of Seoul is not a place frequently (or ever) attended by the rich and famous. Consequently, the private room was never used. Until now.

“Yes, I don’t know who they are, but they looked familiar and their clothes seemed expensive,” Kenneth replies. Then he barks, “What are you doing just standing there? Get back to work!”

It takes all of my willpower to not roll my eyes.

After I give people their food and refill their drinks, I approach the private room, intrigued despite myself. Could the mysterious rich people be actual celebrities? I did hear that Ariana Grande is in town for her concert. Oh God, what if Ariana and her entourage are in that room? Am I going to meet Ariana fucking Grande? Whoa, I need to take a chill pill. There’s like a 99% chance I’m not going to meet Ariana. I shouldn’t get myself worked up over nothing.

I enter the private room. My heart stops. HOLY FUCK. Did someone slip some hallucinogenic drug into my Mountain Dew earlier? Because I swear that Afternoon 4 is sitting in the room. There’s James, the half-French, half-Korean, all-gorgeous visual with piercing green eyes and black curls. And there’s Byung-woo, the lavender-haired main dancer who has the grace of a muscular swan. I blush. A few hours ago, I was writing X-rated fanfiction about them. Next to Byung-woo is Min-jun, the lead vocalist. And next to Min-jun is Simon, the main rapper...and my bias. Shit, just the sight of him takes my breath away. I so badly want to touch his wavy pink hair and kiss those plump lips. I nearly blurt out, I love you!

Stop staring at them and do your goddamn job, a voice that sounds a lot like Kenneth’s hisses in my head. 

“Um, here’s some barley tea...”

“Thank you,” Simon says with a panty-melting smile.

At the sound of his voice, I let out an embarrassing shriek, drop the tray of iced barley teas, and—oh dear God—spill tea on Min-jun’s (white!) shirt. 

“What the fuck?” Min-jun curses.

Death, come get me now. Within not even 5 minutes of meeting my favorite boy band, I’ve made an incompetent ass of myself. “Oh no, I’m so sorry...” I grab some napkins, then desperately dab at his shirt.

“You should be because this is Armani...” He looks up, falling silent as he gets a good look at my face.

Um, this is getting kind of uncomfortable, I think, wanting to squirm under his gaze. But to be honest, it’s also kind of thrilling. Min-jun isn’t my bias, but I can’t deny that he’s one absolutely handsome man. I feel the urge to touch his chiseled jawline. And those smoldering brown eyes can make a heterosexual girl do the craziest things. Plus his messy black hair—it should look terrible, but on him, it works. It works really fucking well.

“Everyone, get out,” Min-jun growls.

“Sorry,” I squeak. “I’ll leave. You can send me the dry-cleaning bill—”

“Not you,” he says. His eyes darken. “You stay.”

“Are you planning to chew this poor girl out?” Simon asks. “It was an accident—”

“Code Call Me Oppa,” Min-jun says, his eyes still on me.

I knit my eyebrows. What is he talking about?

“Oh,” Simon says, widening his eyes. Then he
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