Paradox. A statement to express a contradicting situation. Defying what logic had got to do and the way that things normally go. As that’s exactly what Yeonghee feels. The waiting room he’s in filled with people. Coordinators, Make Up Artists, Managers, his Dongsaeng boy group, everyone is producing noises from soft whisper to loud calls. But Yeonghee barely hears it all. He is sitting in his chair ready for hair styling. He holds his hands coldly, breaths slowly then opening his eyes, focusing on his reflection. The contact lenses help his eyes to see his image more clearly. His hair dyed brown was in their usual daily style, until his hair stylist appears beside him. Yeonghee gave a weak smile.

“What’s with the weak smile?” she starts to combs Yenghee’s hair, dividing it into sections,

“Gwaenchanha noona, I just lost in thoughts a bit,”
“Today’s your last day of promotion isn’t it? Cheer up a bit. You have won on other music programs too and the critics says positive things about your album. What else could you be lost in thought about?” her hands are working on her masterpiece,

“....I don’t know...” An unfortunate smile drawn in his lips.

It doesn’t take long enough for Yeonghee to finally on his way towards his stage for today’s performance, the last promotion performance. Even thought he performed on stage for numerous times before, but he can’t shake the feeling of anxious and worry that he may slip his tongue or doing bad at a choreography.  
It’s already been 2 years, he mutters while passing by other artists that greets him since they’re his dongsaengs. Yeonghee gave them small smile as he passed them one by one. The stage crew in front of him, guides the way. His thoughts spins around and around until one familiar voice calls him,
“Hyeong!,” A red haired boy approach him from behind, Yeonghee turns himself only to find Taemin arrived near him exhausted, it looked like he run to get to Yeonghee.
“Wae?” Yeonghee answers softly, 

“Are you gonna be late tonight?....,” he catches his breath then whispers, “...I’m on cooking duty today, Onew and Key-hyeong are out for a night schedule, can you help me cook? Since it’s just the three of us cooking-challenged boys, hehe” the magnae offers a cute grin towards Yeonghee. The older one pats his head,

“I’ll help you, I’ll go home as soon as I can,” Yeonghee smiles bright. Taemin wishes Yeonghee goodluck and goes back to the waiting room. Yeonghee proceeds to the stage and perform his last promotion performance. The stage light is too bright too resist. All is white, beyond any brightness eyes can see.  He dances and sings through the usual dance routine.

(((((
Beside the stage, another figure waits patiently. Starring at Yeonghee’s dance and movement, his eyes carefully making sure that Yeonghee is not seeing his direction as it’ll distract him. He’s there for surprise, unlikely of him, with a flower bouquet. 
The perfromance finally finished, the crowd shouts and cheers Yeonghee’s name. His fans are loyal and supportive as usual, he thoughts. Yeonghee soon got. out of the stage, saying thanks to the dance crews as they’re about to have a break. The man approaches the idol, and throw a soft face towel at him.
“Wipe your face with that. Aren’t you tired performing like that?” he breaks the silence, 

“What do you mean?” Yeonghee still confused with the whole towel thing, putting the towel aside his face only to be greeted with a small bouquet of flowers, and a face he recognized so dearly,

“Today’s your last promotion day isn’t it? Having fun?” Euichul are there standing in front of him, holding the bouquet. As Yeonghee wipes his cheeks, he smiles,

“Yes, I’m having fun.” he said with a happy tone, grabbing the bouquet out of his boyfriend’s hands. The two of them make their way to the waiting room.

“Aren’t you supposed to be filming?” Yeonghee asked, Jung Euichul was taller than him that Yeonghee has to turn his sight up a bit. 
“I finished today’s filming earlier, so that I could see you here,” He answered with a heavy tone, the way he talks in his heavy voice. He put his hands on Yeonghee’s shoulder, “You did great as usual,”

“....thanks...” Yeonghee relieved to hear that, he holds Euichul hands on his shoulder while grins sweetly at him.

“Hyeong, that was awesome!,” Taemin burst as Yeonghee and Euichul enters the waiting room. Surprised by the presence of Yeonghee’s boyfriend, Taemin greets, “Annyeong Euichul-hyeong!” and smile like a child. Soon the whole room stares at the couple who stands in front of the door, creating weird atmosphere.
“...what is it?” Yeonghee asks, a silent, then everyone got back to their activity, sparkling hidden jealousy at the lovey dovey. 
Euichul and takes Yeonghee to the couch and sit. Minho and Jonghyun are sitting while playing pranks, Taemin immediately follows, Key and Onew are having their make up. Jonghyun and Minho greet the older Hyeong, Onew throws a smile, while Key only gives a hand gesture, Euichul is already part of the little apartment family.
“So...are you busy tonight? If not, should we eat outside? At the usual place?” Euichul proposes. Yeonghee stares at his lover’s hopeful stare and chuckles,
“I can’t, I’ll be helping these kids cook dinner,” he replies

“I heard that.” Key’s voice could be heard from across. “Taemin-ah, you should learn one or two thing from me and Yeonghee-hyeong!” Key scolds his ‘son’.  “It is a luck that we moved right next to Yeonghee-hyeong’s apartment, but we cannot always ask for his help. You could go on dinner with Euichul-hyeong, let them cook, order a delivery or starve to death.” Key says, standing up from his chair and still looking at his mirror reflections to find flaws in his hairdo if there’s any.
Taemin looks down. “It’s okay Key, Taemin asked me first besides I couldn’t let them starve, you guys are my dongsaengs.” Yeonghee tries to brighten the situation,

“Yeah, we need grub, we need real meat!” Jonghyun adds, 
“I want something different other than what you want to eat, Kibum!” Minho says. Key is officially lost in this situation, Onew then comforts him,
“I’m sorry Euichul-hyeong for this,” Onew bows at his two hyeongs, apologizing for the inconvenient his family have caused. 

“It’s alright, don’t think about it. I’ll feel bad if I let you guys starve, besides it’s my fault for suddenly appearing,” Euichul feels apologetic towards Onew. 

“Maybe you can join us if you like,” Taemin says then looking at Minho and Jonghyun, looking for agreement. The other two nods, 
“Well...” Euichul eyes meet with Yeonghee’s,

(((((
That night, SHINee’s kitchen is already filled with noises. Taemin was ordered to cook the rice first by Yeonghee, as he shopped with Euichul at the nearest supermarket. Jonghyun plays with his silver chopstick in joy while watching his two dongsaengs preparing the kitchen. Minho busily arranges their bowls while Taemin cleans the rice.
“Beef beef...chicken chicken~ We gonna have a feast tonight, yeah.” Jonghyun sings, Minho then adds some beatboxing. They’re having quiet a blast over some random dinner. 
The doorbell rings, Jjong hurrily opens the door. Yeonghee and Euichul are carrying some plastic bags.

“What are we gonna eat? I can’t wait,” Jjong takes Yeonghee’s carrying,  

“Ddak galbi and Namul,“ Yeonghee proceeds to the kitchen, immediately giving the magnae a hand on cooking. “Minho-ah would you help Minnie wash the veggies?” 

“Yes hyeong,” Minho answers, 

“Whoa, Yeonghee-hyeong’s Ddak galbi is special indeed! I’m looking forward to it kekekeke,” Jjong laughs, gives the groceries to Minho and back playing at the dinner table, somehow he realized he’s not much of help when it comes to cooking.

“Can I help?” Euichul approaches his lover who is cutting the meat and chicken carefully,

“...you should watch TV or something, I’ll cook for you.” Yeonghee smiles and continue cooking,

“...Alright then,” Euichul decides to comfort himself at the nearest sofa and turns on the TV. 
“He looks disappointed,” Taemin says quietly to Yeonghee, 

“Let him be, he’s not a kid anymore. ...it’s my way of saying thank you for letting me cook for you guys,” Yeonghee sounds easy, he continues to prepare the pot for boiling.

“..hmm..wait, is it...is today your special day, hyeong?” Minho suddenly asks, “the way he gave you that flower, and that surprise dinner invitation?”. 
“...your anniversary!?” Taemin looks as much as curious as Minho, while cutting the veggies,
“...actually yes, it is,” 

The surprise gave Taemin a bit of a shock that he accidentally cuts his thumb. An anniversary that Yeonghee was probably not thinking about.

(((((
Taemin is already asleep that night, a band-aid wraps his scarred thumb. He sleeps alone in the room which he shared with his ‘parents’. Minho just finished washing his hair, drying it, while Jjong is on his laptop. 

“I can’t imagine what will we eat for dinner if it’s not because of Yeonghee-hyeong. I bet another take out box or instant noodles that I won’t eat,” Jjong looks relieved, 

“But actually...today is their anniversary, so we basicly ruined their anniverary dinner plan, Jonghyun-hyeong...” Minho stops at that, while still drying his hair with head towel.

“WHAT!? I thought there’s nothing special on Euichul-hyeong’s inivitation,” Jjong stops from playing, and turns to Minho. “We could’ve stop it. Sheesh, hell I’ll eat instant noodles if Taemin cannot serve me decent meal rather than ruining that!” Jjong feels guilty. “I enjoy eating so much that I didn’t realize it the look on their faces,”

“You sing the whole meat theme song all time, and prancing around,” Minho replies, “how could you notice it?”

“...I should go apologize,” Jjong left his laptop and runs to the door. 
(((((
As Jonghyun ran through the door, Minho walks outside his room, still drying his hair, making sure it’ll dry for his sleeping time. He enters the other bedroom where Taemin sleeps like a log. He hesitates coming closer to Taemin’s sleeping body, standing in the door. 
The younger one suddenly makes a move, making Minho takes a step back, afraid of getting caught starring at Taemin. Eventually, Taemin then starts to strip himself, a habit he sometimes does while sleeping.
Minho comes in closer to him, then hold Taemin’s arms that try to get rid of what he’s wearing. Taemin instantly stops stripping, left showing a part of his stomach uncovered. One of the views Minho very rarely sees. It was milky white, slender and firm, just the way his dancing hobby made it. Even though it is tempting of that Taemin’s body part, Minho chooses to cover it back with Taemin’s shirt, and make sure the little one doesn’t wake up. He strokes Taemin’s hair slowly, as comfortable to Taemin as he could. His gaze of flames are gone only to be replace of two gentle eyes.
“If one day you’ll realize it...” he mutters quietly, and give the younger boy a slight kiss on his lips.

(((((
Yeonghee’s apartment was just across theirs. Jjong walks a bit towards the opposite door still in his home slippers, too lazy to take it off. A gap in the door lets the lights from inside slips outside. Jjong halts his steps as he could take a peek on what’s going inside. Euichul is preparing to go home, as Yeonghee stands behind him, seemingly helpless.
*Hyeong?* Jjong unintentionally peek through the scene,

“I’m sorry if we couldn’t celebrate it properly...” Yeonghee holds his hands, 
“Ah, you don’t have to think about it. Besides we still have tomorrow, if you’re not busy we’ll have a dinner tomorrow,” Euichul smiles at his lover, wanting to lighten Yeonghee off the whole anniversary dinner matter. “It’s already late, I should go home. You should rest too,” As Euichul takes his coat, Yeonghee pulls those bigger hands,

“....Stay...for tonight” Yeonghee begs. Euichul turns at his lover, and carresses him in his arm. He soon find that Yeonghee’s eyes are nearly wet with tears as he brushes his bangs. 
“I’ll stay...” Euichul stares deep at those two teary eyes romantically. Oblivious to the two, Jjong watches the whole scene. He’s confused whether to suddenly knock the door and apologize, or to just let the thing slides. He decides that it would be best to let his Hyeongs have their own time and goes back to their apartment.

(((((

As Jjong went back home, he found Minho had sleep in his bed. The lights are already dim. He turns his laptop off and lays his body on his bed. Minho’s snore could be heard, he didn’t feel annoyed at all as he is playing with his cellphone now. Looking through the contacts as he thinks about what he just saw. He found the right one and thinks whether a text or a call would do good. But as he remembers it’s already late, a text would be better.
Good Night, Jagi.
Think of me tonight,
Kekekeke sleep tight (^^)v

The message is sent. He puts aside his cellphone and pulls his blanket, readying for the dream world. A text delivered could be seen from his cellphone screen, showing back the contact details of the one he sent text to. Named Jagi or also known as Shin Se Gyeong.
(((((
Not far from the apartment complex, inside the company’s car, Onew and Key have just finished their night schedule. Sitting side to side, Key’s face looks tired. On the other hand, Onew is wrinkling his forehead, thinking something seriously. Key tries to lean on his shoulder, snapping Onew out of his daydream.
“What are you thinking? You looked serious, you’re not thinking of me I bet.” Key says without starring at him, playing with his nails,

“Ah ani. You’re tired aren’t you? Lean on if you would, I...”

“Never mind, you wouldn’t tell me...beside the apartment is just ahead,” Key sits back, he lost his interest on leaning on his boyfriend. Key seems a bit annoyed since he pursed his lips, much to Onew’s dismay. But Onew knows that Key is not the type to be teased whe he’s pissed so Onew decides to stay quiet. 
*Is it hard for you just to share what you’re worrying about? You don’t have to cover it up,* Key thinks to himself, *We have been in this relationship for long, yet when it comes to your problems you tend to keep it to yourself, then what are we shared?* 
Key starred emptily at the street from the car’s window. He wonders where have the sweet days they used to had gone by. Now they seem to be very busy because of their activities, unconsciously creating a gap that lies wider and wider between them. 
(((((
From one of the apartment’s window, Yeonghee is starring at the city lights from afar. Euichul suddenly comes in and gives hug from the back, resting his chin on Yeonghee’s head. The  colorful city lights are nostalgic yet beautiful, a secret hidden in the metropolis’ shadows. Yeonghee’s eyes reflecting on it, while holding into Euichul’s carressing arms arond him. 

“I don’t care that you forgotten...but..I’ll never let go...” Euichul whispers softly. Yeonghee doesn’t give any reply since he is watching the city lights so vehemently. Euichul then kisses him in the cheek. 

The cold hard rain pours down in a flash, followed by lightning zaps forming shapes behind the cloud curtain. Yeonghee’s handgrip tighten around Euichul’s arms which responds Euichul to hold his lover even more. 

“I love you, Yeonghee...” Euichul whispers to Yeonghee’s ear, repeating what he said to him exactly a year before. 

“...I...love you...” Yeonghee answers. 

The raindrops could be seen in the window, drop by drop, trickle by trickle. The city lights becomes dissolve by the water barrier, mixing all hueds of yellow and red creating sparkles. What seems to be so beautiful is not always beautiful, it’s not always indicating joy, it may turns into a sad thing. 
A drop of water wets Euichul’s hand. It is not of the raindrops coming through the glass window. Yeonghee is already wet with heavy tears. Once he realizes what happened to his lover, Euichul turn Yeonghee’s back over so he could see his face. The dim light doesn’t help much, as Yeonghee’s visage could only be seen in silhouette, lighten by the roaring thunder outside.
He wipes Yeonghee’s tears from his cheek, turning his hand on the younger one’s chin and lands a deep gentle kiss in those cherry lips. Yeonghee submits in to his lover, there’s nothing he could really do. He closes his eyes, trying to take hold into reality, escaping what his thoughts has swayed him earlier. And putting his hands onto Euichul’s back. Euichul’s hug becomes tighter around Yoenghee’s waist, pulling his body in. 
The night is dark, and the rain keeps pouring. The two ended up on Yeonghee’s bed. Euichul is already asleep with Yeonghee leaning his head on Euichul’s chest. Yeonghee’s ears are restless, hearing the sound of the intense rain. He finally can rest his eyes inside Euichul’s warm embrace.

I’m sorry....
(((((
