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Seoul in late spring smelled like coffee, rain, and ambition.

I pressed my palms against my tote bag, feeling the edges of my dance shoes inside. I wasn’t supposed to be here. Not really. I had a decent job—sending storyboards and illustrations to anonymous clients overseas. It was safe, stable enough, and quiet.

But quiet wasn’t living.

When I saw the open audition poster for Aurora Entertainment, something inside me cracked open. A whisper telling me that maybe, just maybe, i wasn’t too late to chase the dream I had buried at eighteen.

I laughed at myself under my breath, adjusting the cap on my head. “What am I even doing?”

The glass doors of Aurora’s building loomed ahead. Towering, reflective, daring. I inhaled. Exhaled. Then pushed them open.

 





Chapter 1 – The Audition The audition hall buzzed like a beehive. Voices overlapped in Korean, English, and even Chinese. Hopefuls stretched in corners, ran scales on their phones, whispered prayers into their sleeves.

I tightened my grip on my number card—#452. My heart thundered, but I forced my legs to move toward the registration desk.

That’s when I noticed him.

He sat apart from the crowd, hoodie pulled low, headphones around his neck. One leg bounced to a rhythm I couldn’t hear, his fingers tapping against his thigh like a metronome. His aura wasn’t loud, yet somehow it pulled my gaze like gravity.

Dark hair framed pale skin. Sharp eyes flicked briefly across the room, landing on me before sliding away. Cold? No—guarded.

I swallowed hard and looked away, cheeks warming. “Don’t be ridiculous,” I scolded myself.

Still, every time my gaze wandered, it found him again.

When my number was called, I walked onto the stage, palms sweaty. Under the blinding lights, I danced. Not perfectly, but with rawness, with fire I hadn’t felt in years.

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught him watching. Just a flicker. Just enough to set my pulse racing.

Later, when we passed in the corridor, his voice—low, husky—brushed my ears.

“You’ve got something.”

My breath caught. I turned, but he was already walking away, hoodie pulled up again.

And just like that, Adrian Han stepped into my story.




Chapter 2 – First Impressions

The announcement board flickered to life at the front of the hall, pulling every trainee hopeful closer like moths to a flame. Names and numbers scrolled across the screen, those chosen for the second evaluation round.

I clutched my number card—#452—so tightly that the corners dug into my palm. My throat was dry. All around me, whispers rose and fell, some triumphant, some broken.

“Four-five-two,” someone muttered beside me.

My eyes darted upward. There it was. My number. My name. Lyra Kim.

I made it.

A dizzy rush of relief filled my chest. For a moment, I closed my eyes and breathed it in.

When I opened them again, he was there.

Adrian Han. Number #317. His name lit up just two lines above mine.

He didn’t cheer. Didn’t even flinch. He just stared at the board with that unreadable expression, slipped his card into his hoodie pocket, and started toward the rehearsal rooms.

My heart stuttered. I wanted to say something—to anyone—but my voice refused to come out.

Instead, I followed the stream of selected trainees.

 

The rehearsal room was brighter than I expected, with mirrored walls and polished wooden floors that reflected every nervous shuffle. A line of trainers stood at the front: dance coaches, vocal instructors, and two producers who looked as if they hadn’t slept in weeks.

“Congratulations,” one of the trainers said briskly. “You’ve all advanced to the evaluation round. That means today, you’ll work in pairs. We’re testing adaptability, not perfection. Talent without teamwork is worthless in this industry.”

Pairs.

The word rang in my ears as names were called. I prayed I wouldn’t be paired with someone terrifyingly skilled—someone who’d see me as dead weight.

“Han Adrian, Kim Lyra.”

My head snapped up. I thought I’d misheard. But no—the trainer’s clipboard confirmed it.

My heart dropped straight into my stomach.

He stood just a few meters away, hands shoved in his hoodie pocket, gaze sharp and unreadable. When their eyes met, something flickered there—recognition, maybe, or mild annoyance.

He walked toward me with slow, deliberate steps. Up close, he was taller than I had imagined. His presence wasn’t loud, but it filled the space between us like static.

“You’re the girl from the audition,” he said, voice low.

Her cheeks warmed. “Yeah. I… I guess we’re partners.”

A small pause. Then, almost imperceptibly, the corner of his mouth twitched. Not quite a smile, not quite a frown.

“Don’t fall behind.”

 

The assignment was simple: learn a short routine together and present it within three hours. Simple in theory, brutal in reality.

The choreography was sharp, fast, with complex footwork that left me stumbling. I tried to memorize, count beats in my head, but my nerves scrambled everything.

Adrian, meanwhile, moved as if the music lived under his skin. Every step was precise, fluid, effortless.

“Count with the music,” he said at one point, voice flat but not unkind. “Don’t think too much. Just feel it.”

“I’m trying,” I muttered, cheeks burning.

He studied me for a second, then sighed. “Again. From the top.”

Hours blurred. Sweat clung to my spine, my legs screamed, but each time I faltered, he corrected me—not harshly, just firmly. His patience was unexpected, hidden under his cool exterior.

By the time the trainers called us up, my chest was heaving, but my movements had found rhythm.

The music started. We moved. For the first time, our steps aligned—sharp, precise, almost electric.

When the final beat hit, we froze in sync.

The trainers nodded, scribbling notes. “Not bad. Work on stamina, but good chemistry.”

Chemistry.

The word echoed in my mind as I glanced sideways at Adrian. He was already tugging his hoodie back on, gaze turned away.

But I had seen it—just for a second, in the mirror. The faintest curve of his lips, hidden but real.




Chapter 3 – The Selection

The evaluation round ended in exhaustion. I collapsed onto the studio floor, chest heaving, hair damp with sweat. Around me, trainees murmured, stretching out sore limbs, waiting for the trainers’ verdict.

I caught Adrian in the mirror, hoodie clinging to his frame, water bottle pressed to his lips. He didn’t look winded at all. Of course he didn’t. His expression was unreadable, but his gaze flicked briefly toward me before shifting away.

“Good work today,” the head trainer said, clipboard tucked under her arm. “Not everyone will continue. Names will be posted in one hour. Until then, rest.”

A groan of relief rippled through the room.

I dragged myself up and reached for my bag. That’s when a voice, smooth and warm, cut in.

“Hey, you were amazing out there.”

I turned. A boy stood in front of me—tall, sharp jawline, hair sticking up from sweat. His smile was easy, disarming.

“Me?” I asked, blinking.

“Of course.” He extended his hand. “Rian Park. #326. I noticed you during practice—you’ve got this fire when you dance. Hard to ignore.”

My cheeks flushed. I shook his hand awkwardly. “I… I’m still learning. I tripped, like, ten times.”

He laughed, a low chuckle. “But you got back up every time. That’s what counts.”

Something in his tone made my chest tighten. Nobody had ever said it like that before.

From the corner of my eye, I noticed Adrian watching.

His water bottle froze halfway to his lips. Eyes narrowed slightly. He didn’t say a word, but the air around him seemed to shift—colder, heavier.

 

Later, when the results were posted, the hallway turned into chaos. Trainees pressed forward, gasping at their names, crying or cheering.

My heart thundered as I searched the board.

There. Kim Lyra. Selected as Trainee.

My knees nearly gave out. I covered her mouth, laughter bubbling out of my chest.

“Congrats.”

Rian’s voice came again, warm and close. He leaned in, grinning. “I knew you’d make it. You’re gonna do great here, Lyra.”

The way he said my name—like he’d known it forever—made my pulse quicken.

But then—

“Back up.”

Adrian’s voice, low and sharp, cut through. He stood just behind me, eyes locked on Rian, expression unreadable but edged with steel.

Rian blinked. “I was just congratulating her.”

“Yeah.” Adrian’s jaw flexed. “You can do that without hovering.”

The tension crackled. Rian’s smile faltered, then returned, thinner this time. “I’ll see you around, Lyra.”

He left with a wink, and I exhaled, confused.

When I turned, Adrian was already walking away, shoulders stiff.

“Wait,” I called.

He didn’t stop. “Don’t get distracted. This place will eat you alive if you do.”

My chest squeezed. He sounded harsh, but underneath… Was that jealousy?

I couldn’t tell. Not yet.

That night, as I lay in my trainee dorm bed, the scene replayed in my head. Rian’s smile. Adrian’s glare. The heat between them.

Aurora Entertainment was already testing my limits—not just as a dancer, but as someone caught between ambition, friendship, and the shadow of something far more complicated.




Chapter 4 – Training Begins

The first week as an official trainee was brutal.

Wake-up call at six. Running drills before breakfast. Hours of dance practice, followed by vocal training, language lessons, strength conditioning. By the time lights-out came, every muscle in my body ached.

Still, I couldn’t help but love it. This was the dream I’d chased across oceans and doubts. Every drop of sweat felt like proof that I belonged.

On the third day, I was stretching in the corner when Rian plopped down beside me.

“You’re pushing too hard,” he said, offering me his water bottle. “Your legs will give out before showcase week.”

I blinked. “I can’t afford to fall behind.”

He smirked. “Then let me help. I’m good at spotting footwork mistakes. We can practice together after class.”

My heart skipped. “You’d do that?”

“Of course.” His grin widened. “I don’t mind spending extra time with you.”

The words hung heavy in the air.

Before I could respond, a shadow fell over us.

Adrian.

He crouched nearby, tying the laces of his sneakers with deliberate slowness. His expression didn’t shift, but his eyes cut briefly toward Rian.

“Practice ends at nine,” he muttered. “Overworking after that is pointless.”

Rian raised a brow. “Pointless? Or inconvenient?”

Adrian didn’t answer. He yanked his hood up, stood, and walked to the other side of the room.

I bit my lip. The air felt tight, like the studio had shrunk around us.

 

Later that night, the trainees were split into groups for their first unit project. I scanned the list.

Unit B: Kim Liora, Han Elias, Park Rian, and two others.

My stomach dropped.

Rian whistled when he saw it. “Guess we’re stuck together.” He shot me a playful look. “Not that I mind.”

Adrian’s jaw tightened. He didn’t look at either of us, but the way he shoved his hands into his hoodie pocket was louder than words.

 

Practice for Unit B was chaos at first. The routine was fast, requiring close synchronization.

Whenever I stumbled, Rian was there immediately, steadying me by the elbow, murmuring encouragement. His touch lingered just a second longer than necessary.

Adrian’s eyes darkened each time.

“Your hand placement sloppy,” he said flatly one evening, stepping closer. Without warning, he caught my wrist and adjusted my posture. His grip was firm, his presence overwhelming.

My breath hitched. For a second, the room felt unbearably small.

Then Rian cleared his throat. “I already showed her that earlier.”

Adrian didn’t even glance at him. “You showed her wrong.”

The tension was thick enough to choke on. The other two members of Unit B exchanged nervous glances, wisely staying silent.

My pulse raced. Between Rian’s bold charm and Adrian’s quiet intensity, I felt caught in a storm I hadn’t asked for—but couldn’t escape.

 

That night, as I wiped sweat from my brow, Rian handed me a towel. “Don’t let him scare you. Adrian acts cold, but it’s just an act.”

I smiled faintly. “You seem pretty sure.”

“I pay attention,” he said softly. “Especially to you.”

From across the room, Adrian watched. His gaze was sharp, unreadable, but his knuckles were white around his water bottle.

And I realized—

Jealousy, no matter how well-hidden, had a way of showing itself.




Chapter 5 – Shared Stage

The notice came at the end of morning drills:

“Dance Evaluation: Partners will be assigned randomly. Results contribute to monthly ranking.”

My stomach twisted. Partner assignments always carried weight. Pairing meant trust, rhythm, chemistry—all under the trainers’ critical eyes.

I held my breath as the names were read.

“Kim Lyra… paired with Park Rian.”

My heart sank.

Across the room, Rian’s grin spread wide. “Guess it’s our lucky day,” he said, striding toward me.

But from the corner of my eye, I saw him.

Adrian.

His name had just been paired with someone else—an older trainee named Haneul. But his gaze wasn’t on his partner. It was on me and Rian. Sharp. Quietly burning.

 

The routine assigned to them was a contemporary piece, sharp yet fluid, with sudden drops into close contact. Rian wasted no time closing the gap, hands firm on my waist as we moved through the first sequence.
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