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  Chapter 1: Hako Streamer


“Oh~ Thank you~! A 100-won donation—so touching~!”

A familiar phrase.

A familiar gesture.

A familiar emptiness.

I stared at the blank chat window, forcing a smile.

No one was there, but my lips kept moving.

That’s my day—every single day.

Viewer count: 0.

“None again, huh.”

Cover folding~

I muttered softly and leaned back into my chair. 

Creak—the sound of the backrest mocked me.

The ceiling was blotched with mold, and the wallpaper felt damp.

The air, the smell, even the mood in this room—everything was festering.

This place… was once where my dreams lived.

Now, it’s just a ruin with a heartbeat.

“What the hell am I clinging to this for… three whole years?”

My name is Kang Seo-jun.

Former pro gamer.

Once upon a time, they called me a rising star.

Runner-up in a national tournament back in high school.

I even got an offer from a well-known team.

Everyone believed in my future—my parents, my friends… even me.

But the team disbanded before a year was up.

Not because we weren’t good.

The game company collapsed first.

That game—it could’ve been a legend in the FPS world.

But once the hacking scandal exploded, the users bailed, and the developers folded one after another.

We all got dragged down with it.

The sponsors disappeared.

The would-be fans turned their backs.

And then, the military?

ON. 7020.

The hospital said I had severe disc issues.

But thanks to the low birth rate, they called it an excuse and gave me active duty.

Just like that, I became a proud combat engineer of the Republic of Korea.

Real-life Minecraft. Wrecked my back even more.

Now I can barely walk.

That’s how my life went—from shining potential to rock bottom in a dusty basement.

“Hard to believe it’s already my third year of streaming…”

At first, I believed I had a shot.

I was still an ex-pro gamer with some recognition, even if my body was shot.

“They say streaming is the second life these days. Maybe I can survive somehow.”

But reality was cold.

Gaming skill?

Meaningless.

Talk skills?

Mediocre.

Reactions?

Bland.

I streamed every day for three years.

The total donations?

About 3,000 won per month— and even that came from a friend trying to troll me.

6:30 AM.

In the army, this was wake-up time.

The trumpet would blare, the morning run would begin, the shoveling would follow…

And that day, my back finally gave in.

Years have passed since then, but my body still remembers.

Every morning, like clockwork, the pain wakes me up—as if my spine had its own alarm.

No escaping the nightmare, not even in sleep.

“…Damn it.”

A dull throb.

A jumbled mess of bones and nerves protesting all at once.

Every morning starts like this.

Aching back.

Stiff shoulders.

Numb legs.

I tried to push myself up with my arms, but my elbow sank into the mattress.

Fell right back down.

Getting out of bed is a battle now.

But I couldn’t close my eyes again.

Even with a broken body like this, I still had to live.

Still had to do what little I could.

“…Gotta stream.”

Showering meant lying on the bathroom floor, knees tucked under me.

I couldn’t stand.

Standing meant collapsing.

But I still washed up.

For one reason—the camera.

Even if no one watched, my face on that screen had to be clean.

It was the last bit of pride I had left as a “streamer.”

Ten hours of streaming every day.

The rest of the time spent doing simple manual work—gluing doll eyes, assembling trinkets.

That’s how I survive.

Going outside?

Almost never.

No need to.

This tiny room is my entire world.

I powered on my laptop, adjusted the webcam, smoothed my hair.

Even if there were only two viewers on average, I had to look presentable.

“Starting stream.”

A soft glow lit up the bottom right of the screen.

Viewer count: 0.

A familiar number.

Once again, the curtain rose on a stage for no one.

Even so, I prepared my reactions.

As long as the camera was rolling,

I was still a streamer.

It was the only thing left I could do.

“Oh~ Thank you~! A 100-won donation—so touching~!”

The words popped out like muscle memory.

My lips smiled, but my chest was hollow.

Then, it happened.

Ding—

Not the usual alert tone.

A strange metallic resonance—like a metal rod scraping glass—slid into my ears and rang through my skull.

A single line of glowing red text blinked in the upper-right corner of the screen:

[『SYSTEM』 has logged in.]

“…Huh?”

That wasn’t your typical viewer entrance message.

The format, the placement, the color—everything was different.

“Whoa~ Welcome, Mister System~ Glad to have you~.”

A familiar line.

I said it whether someone entered or left.

A mechanical, automatic greeting.
No emotion. No intent.

Just reflex—an instinct for survival.

But this time…

Something felt off.

[SYSTEM: Hello.]

“…Oh, uh, hello.”

A reply.

A real reply.

And they didn’t leave.

Usually, a rando would jump in, throw out a “lol wtf is that voice,” and bounce.

But this one stayed.

Just sat there.

Silent.

Watching.

It was strange.

There was no new message, but I could feel them—as if someone behind the screen was truly watching me.

Viewer count: 1.

But it felt like that one person was filling up the entire room.

A creeping sense of unfamiliarity slithered into the air.

‘Guess I should just do what I always do—start gaming.’

As I booted up a game, I mumbled a few throwaway lines, like I always did.

Talking to myself, knowing no one would hear.

“But hey… I lasted three years. That’s gotta be national team–level willpower, right?”

It wasn’t meant to be funny.

Just… one of the ways only those who endured could mock themselves.

And then, an unexpected response burst forth.

[SYSTEM: kekekekekeke]

“…?”

Silence.

…It laughed.


Truly, it laughed.

It wasn’t a simple automated reaction or an emoji.

For a fleeting moment—just a moment—I thought, ‘Did this person actually get my joke?’

Never before had a viewer stayed this long. Never before had someone responded so quickly.

Could this actually be… a loyal viewer in the making?

But then—

[SYSTEM: I’ve seen countless streamers, but never one as tragically unfunny as you.]

“…Excuse me?”

That flicker of hope crumbled with a single sentence.

“What… did you say?”

It took me a few seconds to comprehend.

It wasn’t an insult or mockery—just a cold, clinical sentence.

The lack of emotion made it all the more chilling.

The tone was flat, the phrasing dry, but the intent behind it rang loud and clear.

This wasn’t criticism. It was an evaluation.

And I had just been given a failing grade.

[SYSTEM: Your speech is awkward, your body is broken, your sense of humor non-existent… And you’ve been doing this for three years?]

“…Are you kidding me?”

My voice came out completely devoid of laughter.

It wasn’t sarcasm. Just… pure, raw disgust.

My gaze toward the screen sharpened.

My hand clenched around the mouse, irritated on instinct.

“You’re getting banned.”

I moved the mouse and clicked on the viewer list. 

There it was: the nickname “SYSTEM.”

Ban button.

I clicked it. 

And the moment I did, an error popup appeared, blank and expressionless.

[This viewer cannot be banned.]

“…What?”

I tried again.

Once. Twice. Thrice.

Each time, the same message popped up.

[This viewer cannot be banned.]

In that instant, my unease crystallized into certainty.

‘What the hell is this guy?’

[SYSTEM: Pathetic.]

Before those words even fully settled on the screen, a small notification pinged.

[Donor “SYSTEM” has donated 1,000,000 KRW.]

“…What?”

My hand froze on the mouse.

My eyes drifted slowly to the bottom of the screen.

…One million won?

A number I had never seen in the history of my streams.

I couldn’t comprehend it.

He insulted me. He couldn’t be banned. 

And now… he just dropped a million won?

‘What the hell is this guy? Seriously, what the hell?’

The words left my mouth, but my emotions couldn’t keep up.

It wasn’t anger. It wasn’t joy.

My head was just… blank.

An unreal number. A disturbing act of generosity. And that bizarre chat window.

My body moved on its own.

As I tried to stand, something in my lower back snapped with an audible crack.

“AAAGHHH!”

A suffocating pain.

On a whole different level from anything I’d felt before.

My body collapsed forward, crashing onto the desk.

‘This… this is it. I’m really done for this time.’

It had broken.

Instead of the sensation cutting out, the pain grew sharper.

Sweat dripped down in rivulets. My heart pounded faster than the agony itself.

“Hah… hah…”

And then—it happened.

Not on the screen, but in front of my eyes: a blue window.

[SYSTEM: High-value donation detected.]

[Donation Amount: 1,000,000 KRW]

[Ability Classification: Reality-Interference Type / Category A]

[Begin experiment? Y/N]

“What… is this…?”

This wasn’t a chatbox. 

It wasn’t a streaming overlay.

It hovered in front of me like some kind of HUD.

[SYSTEM: Choose.]

[Live like this… or test yourself.]

I couldn’t move. Breathing was difficult.

My mind went blank. It felt like the chill reached my very bones.

This might be… the lowest point of my life.

But that also meant there was nowhere left to fall.

“I don’t know what this is…”

My voice was hoarse. My fingers scraped against the floor as they reached toward my laptop.

“But I’ll hold on… until I die.”

Like writing my final testament, I pressed the Y key.

[Experiment commencing.]

[Ability will be granted based on donation.]

At first, nothing happened.

Just a few lines of text on the screen.

Then, suddenly, my bones started to scream.

“…Gahh, ah—AAAH!!”

Somewhere deep within, it felt like my twisted nerves were forcibly unraveling and returning to where they belonged.

Flesh reknit, bones rejoined—broken parts began to revive.

This wasn’t healing.

It was reassembly.


My eyes rolled back, my vision distorted, my breath broke into fragments.

And then, another blue window appeared.

[Warning: This ability may overload your body and mind.]

“AAAAAAAGGHHHH!!”

And with that, my consciousness was torn away.



 
  Chapter 2: You are already laughing.


I opened my eyes.

Last night… 

What even happened?

I remember falling asleep. 

My body was broken, lying face down on the floor, and only the faint glow of the laptop screen lit the room.

The last thing I remembered was my eyelids growing heavy, slowly drifting down.

That was it.

“Was that… just a dream?”

First things first: get up.

Whatever happened, I still had to stream today. 

Being a content creator didn’t stop for weird vibes or strange mornings.

I pushed myself up—

And froze.

There was no feeling in my lower back.

No, more precisely… there was no pain.

That familiar, heavy ache that greeted me every morning was gone.

“…Is this what it feels like to be in good condition?”

Could I… have recovered?

I tried sitting up, half-expecting my usual routine of rolling over twice and groaning in pain.

But this time, I sprang up.

No hands needed. 

No groaning. 

Just—up.

My body felt unusually light. 

My balance? 

Perfectly stable.

The usual weight, like a stone pressing into my spine, had vanished completely.

“Whoa… what the hell? That was smooth.”

It was strange, sure—but I shook my head. 

This wasn’t the time to overthink things. I had a stream to prepare for.

Weird body sensations or not, everything took a back seat until I was in front of the camera.

With no further thought, I headed for the bathroom.

But as I stood over the toilet to pee… 

I stopped.

“…Huh?”

I pulled down my pants out of habit and reached down to position myself—only to find nothing.

My fingers grazed empty space.

Suddenly, my whole body went cold.

What I was supposed to feel… wasn’t there.

“…No way.”

I muttered to myself, trying to laugh it off—but bent down in a panic.

Rubbed my eyes. 

Looked again.

Still nothing.

The proud, dependable elephant that was supposed to be there—had vanished without a trace.

“You’ve got to be kidding me…”

My heart plummeted.

A weight I couldn’t explain crept up from my chest.

“What is… going on?”

My mind went white.

And yet, despite the mental chaos, there was something else—something heavy, pressing down.

Where was it coming from?

I looked down. 

My hand brushed over my chest.

“?!”

And then I knew.

Not one—but two solid, unmistakable somethings were attached to me.

‘Wait a second… They’ve been there this whole time?!’

I slowly lifted the hem of my shirt.

And froze.

“…Oh.”

They were big.

Not just big—like, comic-book curves, naturally shaped and perfectly proportioned. 

Attached to my body like they’d always belonged there.

They were real.

And I hadn’t noticed them until now?

“What the hell is wrong with me…”

Cold sweat trickled down my spine.

Reality began to tilt.

This wasn’t a prank. 

This wasn’t a dream.

This was madness.

My knees gave out, and I staggered to the mirror, gripping the wall for balance.

And the moment I looked up—my breath caught in my throat.

A stunningly beautiful woman was staring back at me.

Unrealistically beautiful.

Eyes of soft, luminous violet that drew your gaze and wouldn’t let go. 

Long, straight lashes that made her eyes even sharper.

Skin so fair it practically glowed.


Her cheeks lifted ever so slightly, giving her a lively expression. 

Her full cheeks were gently rounded—adorably so.

Her lips? 

Don’t even get me started.

Even when relaxed, they were parted just enough to be subtly, sensually alluring.

And her hair—soft, dark black—fell gracefully to her collarbones, the ends curled in gentle waves.

Effortlessly styled. 

Natural. 

Perfect.

It was a face that didn’t look human.

So flawless it felt wrong.

“…This is me?”

I touched my face with trembling fingers. 

The woman in the mirror mimicked my movement.

Again. 

And again.

Until I could no longer deny it.

“…I’m really… a woman?”

Before I could finish the thought, a voice rang sharply in my head—like some kind of mechanical alert.

[SYSTEM: High-value Donation Effect Activated]

[Body Reconfiguration: Female Model Applied]

[Voice, Appearance, Responsiveness, Viewer Engagement Optimized]

[Warning: This transformation is permanent]

“…Huh?”

I blinked.

And then slumped down onto the toilet seat, limp.

That voice—those words—they hadn’t come from my laptop. 

No speakers, no headphones.

They were just… there. 

Right in front of my eyes.

Burned into my vision, unmistakable.

‘What is this? Who did this?’

I shut my eyes. 

Opened them again.

The words were still there.

My mind blanked out completely.

“…Wait. That million-won donation?”

Memories hit me like a flood.

That one viewer I couldn’t ban. 

The strange ‘system’ message. 

My current body.

All of it—did it start from that moment?

I looked at the woman in the mirror.

Unbelievably beautiful. 

Unbelievably me.

And then, slowly, my lips parted on their own.

“…I thought that ‘System’ guy just had an edgy username. Turns out he’s a literal fantasy trope come to life?”

It was absurd. 

Absolutely absurd.

I should’ve been terrified, but my mind was blank instead.

Sometimes, when something feels too unreal, it ends up calming you more than reality ever could.

And then—

Beep.

A familiar electronic chime rang from the living room.

The auto-activating webcam, the booting streaming software, the preset broadcast timer.

[Streaming is starting.]

“…Ah. I left the schedule on.”

A faint, disbelieving chuckle escaped my lips.

TS or whatever—I had a show to do.

Without thinking, I burst out of the bathroom and rushed into the living room.

The laptop screen was lit with the OBS streaming window, and my webcam feed filled the screen.

In that feed, there wasn’t me.

There was an impossibly beautiful woman.

Her skin glowed pale and soft despite the lack of lighting.

Her hair, still damp, somehow formed perfect waves like it had been styled by a professional.

She looked like one of those top-tier cam girls—no, she was one.

“Still not used to this…”

But girl or guy, beautiful or not—I still had bills to pay.

Showtime was seconds away.

So I did what I’d always done.

Took a breath. 

Forced a smile. 

And spoke.

“Hello everyone, this is Seo-jun from Seo-junTV! Bangabanga~!”

A cheesy, outdated catchphrase. 

Familiar, practiced.

It didn’t matter that no one was there to hear it.

Viewers: 0

No donations. 

No chat.

Just like always.

So, like always, I played pretend.

“Aigoo~! Thank you for the 100-won donation~! Thumbs up~!”

That was the nature of streaming—just a habit now. 

Turning on the camera, talking to no one.

Today would be another quiet, failing day.

Or so I thought—

[Viewers: 0 → 1]

“…Huh?”

One viewer. 

Within the first minute.

The air in the room changed with the presence of someone—anyone—else.

At first, I felt a little flutter of excitement. 

A real viewer?

My lips almost twitched upward at the thought.

But then—

‘…Wait. That system from yesterday?’

The joy hadn’t even settled before dread trickled in.

That absurd donation.

The reality-warping system. 

And… the current me.

‘Don’t tell me this is another experiment…?’

A chill crept down my spine.

I glanced at the chat window.

Expecting something. 

Dreading everything.

Five tense minutes passed.

No message. 

No sound. 

Just me and the unseen watcher in a silent standoff.

And then—

[MelonaSlurp: wow…]

“Hmm?”

A short sigh.

[MelonaSlurp: you’re seriously pretty]

‘…Me?’

[MelonaSlurp: I mean YOU, streamer-nim]

“Ah… uh, thanks…”

Silence.

Pretty? 

Me?

I didn’t feel offended… but I wasn’t exactly flattered either.

No.

To be honest—it was uncomfortable.

I was a man.

Sure, my body was a woman’s now, but still.

Having some guy say I was genuinely pretty, with that kind of tone?

It sent shivers down my back.

Not on the skin—deeper than that. 

Unease in my gut.

‘Hey, dude… are you serious right now?’

And if that was the end of it, fine.

But it wasn’t.

[MelonaSlurp: Streamer-nim, could you… smile? Just once? Please?]

“…What?”

A guy asking another guy to smile.

Hey.

I just got full-body goosebumps, man.

Judging by his tone, it wasn’t that creepy system from yesterday.

But still. 

This didn’t feel like my usual stream.

“I’m sorry, but this channel is mainly for gaming… so that kind of request is a bit awkward for me.”

[MelonaSlurp: Oh, I see ㅠㅠ]

Well, at least he’s polite.

If he’d insisted, I would’ve dropkicked him out of chat with a banhammer.

Just leave, MelonaSlurp.

Bro, I may look like a girl, but inside, I’m still very much a dude.

You’re gonna end up with a broken heart.

“Uh… anyway, thanks for tuning in.”

And that should’ve been the end of it.

But then—

[MelonaSlurp has donated ₩10,000!]

[MelonaSlurp: Unnie, I swear I won’t ask for anything else! Just please, smile once!]

“…What?”

A donation.


A ten-thousand-won donation.

Just to make me smile.

I stared at the screen in stunned silence as the corners of my lips slowly, very carefully, turned upward.

Ah… so this is what streaming really is.

Man or woman—in a capitalist world, you deliver when someone pays.



 
  Chapter 3: Here’s your chance to become a free star


“…No way.”

It had been ten minutes since the stream ended, but I still couldn’t tear my hands away from the mouse or keyboard.

All I could do was stare blankly at the numbers floating on the corner of my monitor.

Total Donations: 43,000 won

Peak Live Viewers: 34

“Is this… real?”

Three years.

Rain or shine, I went live.

The average number of viewers I scraped together? 

A mere 1.3 people.

Most of them were guys like “MetaChung123” who’d drop by once a month and bounce within two minutes.

But today?

In a single day, 34 people watched my stream.

And I earned over 40,000 won in donations.

At minimum wage, that’s about 4.3 hours’ worth of pay.

“This is insane…!”

I couldn’t see the screen anymore.

My eyes were open, but my brain had shut off.

It didn’t feel real.

What made it even more unbelievable was that all of this happened because I’d become a girl.

“A bunch of pervs who think with their junk…!”

All it took was a different face, a slightly altered voice, and my reactions were mediocre at best—

And the world still decided to reward me for it?

As if.

I might look like a girl, but my brain’s still that of a man.

And there’s no way in hell I’m giving you creeps any kind of “pure maiden” fantasy.

So what the hell is this ridiculous outcome supposed to mean?

“As a fellow man… I mean, I get it, but still!”

I was laughing, but my eyes were practically cursing the world.

Was this something to be happy about?

It was so absurd, so surreal… and even if I could empathize, it still pissed me off.

“What was all that effort for, then…? Was I just too ugly for success back then…?”

A wave of joy and emptiness hit me all at once.

It felt like my past had been invalidated.

Like my entire existence had become a joke.

And yet… I couldn’t deny it.

These numbers were earned by the pretty version of me.

“Yeah, I guess… she really is hot.”

In a capitalist society, money is always the answer.

And today, in just one day, I made more than I had in three entire years as a man.

Still—

“Shit, my head’s a mess right now!”

What was I supposed to tell my parents?

Do I need to get a new ID photo with this face?

What if some research lab tries to haul me away?

Reality began pounding at the back of my skull, one shard at a time.

My gender had changed, I suddenly had money, the world had gotten kinder—

But was this really a good thing?

My thoughts spiraled, questions looping into more questions—

But amid the chaos, one primal instinct anchored me.

“…I’m hungry.”

Screw the existential crisis. Humans need to eat before they can think.

My brain might be fried, but my stomach refused to pull overtime.

Maybe if I filled my gut, I could sort through the rest of it.

“Let’s eat.”

A sigh escaped with the words.

“Life’s just a series of meals anyway.”

Slowly, I got up.

I decided to deal with this absurd new reality under the flimsy excuse of “dinner.”

It was already 7 PM.

And I was hungry.

My mind was still a disaster, but that could wait. Food came first.

I threw on a hoodie—one I used to wear as a guy.

It had fit just fine back then, but now the shoulders drooped, the waist floated, the sleeves were too long…

And most of all, the chest area stood out way too much.

As the hoodie clung to my skin, the contours felt weirdly defined.

“Mm…”

Dragging my slippers, I stepped outside.

I buried my head in the hoodie and walked.

My body flinched for no reason.

It wasn’t even cold, but my shoulders tensed on their own.

I found myself curling inward.

I tugged my hood lower, trying not to stand out, but even then I could feel it—

The stares.

It wasn’t obvious, no one was openly gawking…

But the back of my neck tingled, and the air felt focused, like it was watching me.

‘Wait… Are people really staring at me?’

I made eye contact—briefly—with a man passing by.

It was clearly accidental, but his gaze froze for a second.

Then it wandered downward.

Waist, legs, and back up to my face.

When I felt that gaze slide over me, a chill ran down my spine.

‘Okay, this is getting weird…’

At the crosswalk, the guy next to me turned his head.

At first, I thought he was watching traffic.

But no. His eyes were on my profile.

“…What the hell.”

The words slipped out on their own.

I wasn’t even doing anything—just walking silently—

And yet, the world felt like it was scanning me.

I hadn’t said a word, hadn’t smiled or reacted to anything.

Just this face—just having this face—was enough to make people stop and stare.

So I pulled my hood tighter.

It was a strange feeling.

Nothing hurt, but the air felt different.

It was like I’d become a meme on some internet forum without knowing it.

Back when I was a guy, I never got this kind of attention.

No one offered me seats on the subway.

Baristas at cafés skipped over me during rush hour.

But now?

I hadn’t done anything—and yet the world stared like I was the main character.

‘…Seriously, what the hell are they looking at? Is there something on my face?’

Just as I muttered to myself—

Ding.

I’d arrived at the convenience store.

“Welcome—oh?”

The part-timer at the register looked up—then froze.

Eyes wide, completely silent for a moment.

Then he flinched and quickly bowed his head.

“Ah! Welcome!”

‘…Yeah.’

I lowered my voice instinctively.

I grabbed two triangle kimbaps—tuna and spicy beef—and a cup ramen.

A familiar combo. I placed them on the counter.

As he scanned the barcodes, the clerk glanced at me again.

He looked like he wanted to say something, hesitating—

Then, finally, he spoke up, cautiously.

“This kimbap… its expiration is today. I’ll just give it to you. Ah—uh, we don’t usually do this! I mean, sorry—I mean, thank you! No, I mean—ugh!”

“…? Oh. Thanks…”

That was weirdly kind of him.

Then I pulled out my card to pay.

Beep.

The machine’s rejection tone was loud and sharp.

“Huh?”

The clerk stared at the card reader, looking a little awkward.

“It says… insufficient balance.”

Panic hit me.

I looked around, then quietly picked up the cup ramen from the counter and set it aside.

“Ah… just take this off, then.”

The part-timer hesitated—then said:


“Just… take it. I’ll cover it.”

“…What?”

“No, please don’t misunderstand! It really wasn’t much money… and the system’s been acting weird today… Just think of it as a free service, okay?!”

The part-timer stammered alone, face turning beet red as he fumbled for his own card.

Then—without hesitation—he tapped it on the reader for me.

“Wait… what is this…?”

My words tangled.

Seriously, what is with this guy?

“…Are you okay?”

“Y-yes! I just… I really don’t mind, honestly!”

His smile was strained, eyes wide with tension as if terrified of saying something wrong.

What kind of treatment was I even receiving right now?

My brain, which had flatlined just a moment ago, now felt completely blank.

Still, it wasn’t the cup noodles’ fault.

And a favor’s a favor—so I bowed in gratitude.

Then I walked over to the water dispenser, filled the cup noodles with hot water, and sat quietly at a corner table.

I unwrapped the gimbap and took a bite.

A sip of the broth. Another bite.

Just an ordinary dinner.

…or so I thought.

“Hmmm~.”

‘……?’

That’s when I felt it.

A presence at the edge of my vision. 

Someone staring at me.

I glanced across the room.

There, at a table directly ahead, sat a woman holding a coffee cup with both hands.

Long straight hair. 

A sharp, urban look. 

Her eyes were cool and clear beneath neatly styled bangs, blazer sharp over a crisp shirt. 

She wore no expression—yet her presence was clean, composed.

And above all—she was beautiful.

No, honestly—she was gorgeous.

The kind of woman you’d call a total knockout without hesitation.

And that woman… was staring at me. 

Quietly. 

Deeply.

Her gaze wasn’t casual.

It wasn’t the kind of quick glance you toss someone interesting. 

It was focused, deliberate—like she was observing me.

Embarrassed, I lowered my head and focused on my cup noodles.

‘Seriously… now women are doing this too? Maybe this is normal for other girls, but I still can’t get used to it.’

Just as I was about to poke my chopsticks into the noodles—

“Excuse me.”

“…Yes?”

I looked up.

She was standing right in front of me.

Up close, her features were even sharper. Her style and posture precise, her tone calm.

There was a kind of poised gravity about her that made it hard to look away.

Without a word, she slid a business card onto the table.

Flamebeat – Han Iseol / Content Incubation Manager.

“…With a face like yours, I honestly thought you were already active in media somewhere,” she said as she handed over the card.

“Have you ever considered working in video?”

“……Sorry?”

I froze, mid-bite, the triangle kimbap still between my lips.

Wait—what?

Star? 

Casting?

Wasn’t this the kind of line you only heard in dramas?

“I’m sorry, but… I’m just a regular person.”

I spoke carefully.

But she didn’t drop her smile.

“With that face? I don’t believe you.”

“…Excuse me?”

“With a face like that, I was sure you were already doing something—TV, web shows, modeling, something.”

And for the first time ever… I thought about my own face.

The woman in the mirror.

Ridiculously perfect proportions. 

Flawless skin. 

Lips subtly sensual. 

Eyes with a strange, captivating depth.

That… was my face now.

All of this—everything—felt like an absurd joke.

But this woman? 

She was serious.

And in the face of her sincerity, I was completely speechless.


For the first time, the word reality took form in my mind.

Up until now, it had all been confusion and panic.

But in that moment—

Reality began to revolve around me.

And this… was only the beginning.




 
  Chapter 4: Face is power


“Excuse me… have you ever thought about becoming a star?”

“…Sorry, what?”

No, seriously, what kind of comic book line was that?

Frozen mid-bite into a triangle kimbap, I just stared at her, completely speechless. 

She didn’t seem to mind. 

Instead, she smoothly reached into her bag and pulled out a business card.

Flamebeat – Han Iseol, Content Incubation Manager

“…Flamebeat?” 

I echoed.

“Yes. You might not have heard of us, but we’re a pretty well-known name in the MCN world. We work with streamers, creators, Shorts, e-commerce—you name it. We’re always looking for new faces.”

“…Why me?”

Honestly, I was still too stunned to process any of it.

The business card looked legit. 

Her tone was professional. 

She didn’t sound like she was joking.

And yet, the whole situation was completely absurd.

“I mean, handing out a business card to someone eating triangle kimbap at a convenience store… That’s not exactly a normal thing to do, right?”

She raised an eyebrow slightly—and smiled. 

A calm, self-assured smile. 

There was no hesitation or awkwardness in it. 

Just… a quiet certainty, like everything was unfolding exactly as she expected.

“It’s not normal. That’s why I made the first move. And…”

Her gaze flickered—just briefly. 

From my eyes, to my jawline, to my lips. 

She lingered for a second before turning her eyes to her coffee cup.

“With looks like yours? If it wasn’t me, someone else would’ve scouted you already. Unless… you’re already signed with someone?”

“…Huh?”

“MiTube? Paprika? Or maybe… ZapCast?”

A sudden barrage of platform names. 

I scratched the back of my neck awkwardly.

“Uh… Well, I do stream on MiTube.”

Cluck!

A sharp sound. 

I looked up. 

It was Iseol. 

She had clucked her tongue quietly, still wearing that same composed expression as she gently rotated her coffee cup.

“I see. So, how long have you been streaming?”

“Um, over three years now.”

She sipped her coffee, then said it like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

“Three years… That’s about the time most creators start thinking about renewing their contracts, no?”

Her gaze met mine directly—like a predator sizing up its prey.

But the word “renewing” just made me laugh, albeit weakly.

Because, well… there was nothing to renew.

I didn’t have a contract. 

I was just some bottom-of-the-barrel streamer, barely averaging 1.3 viewers, with not a single viral clip to my name.

“Haha… I appreciate the sentiment, but I’m not… under contract or anything.”

Even as I spoke, my voice kept getting smaller.

It’s not like I’d done anything wrong, but for some reason, I felt guilty.

Meanwhile, Iseol’s eyes widened slightly in surprise.

“So, you stream independently? No agency?”

“Haha, yeah… Just me. Doing my thing…”

“Oh! So you stream without a camera, just voice, right? That makes sense.”

“No, actually… I do use a camera.”

“…What?”

“Yeah. I turn it on.”

“…Seriously?”

“…Seriously.”

A moment of silence fell between us.

Given the context, my shoulders tensed involuntarily.

‘…Maybe I should just play dead.’

Then again, I did hit 34 viewers today. 

Maybe I could stand a little straighter?

…But no. 

She was a manager at a streamer agency. 

If I got cocky now, I’d just embarrass myself.

So instead, I quietly sipped the broth from my instant noodles.

Then, Iseol spoke again.

“In that case… if you don’t mind, could I ask for your channel name?”

I set my chopsticks down and replied, my voice almost a whisper now.

“…SeojunTV.”

“Seo…jun? That sounds like a guy’s name.”

“Haha… yeah, I guess so.”

I mean, up until yesterday, I really was a guy.

But of course, I wasn’t about to say that.

Even if I did, who’d believe me? 

And if they did believe me, I’d probably be carted off to a lab somewhere.

She said nothing, just pulled out her phone.

Her fingers danced across the search bar, scrolling through the results. 

Then, she tilted her head slightly.


“Zero subscribers?”

“…Yeah.”

“And just… one stream? No edited videos or anything?”

I blinked. 

That didn’t make sense.

“What? Wait, that can’t be right…”

I leaned in to peek at her phone, then gently took it from her.

As I checked my channel, my eyes went wide.

“…Wait, what? What the heck?!”

It was empty.

Like a brand-new account. 

Even though I’d done hundreds of live streams, the only thing left was the one from this morning.

“This… This can’t be happening. Did this happen because I became a girl…?”

The words slipped out before I could stop them.

Iseol raised an eyebrow.

“‘Became a girl’? What do you mean? Is this… part of your content theme?”

“A-Ah, no! I mean—yeah! Yeah, that’s right! I was thinking of doing a concept like that! You know, the whole ‘I was a guy but suddenly turned into a girl’ thing… as a gimmick! For content!”

I tried to brush it off with a nervous laugh.

Too late. 

Way too late.

“Oho! So that’s why you made a new channel!”

Iseol took another sip of coffee, nodding as if deeply impressed.

“That kind of concept is pretty trendy right now. Especially with male viewers. You could totally lean into it as a ‘TS camgirl’ vibe.”

No… 

You don’t understand.

I’m not pretending to be TS.

‘I actually am.’

Like, 100% for real.

Of Course, I Couldn’t Say It Aloud.

Who would believe a reality this ridiculous?

No one. Absolutely no one.

And then—

“…By the way, your clothes.”

Iseol’s brows knit ever so slightly.

Her gaze paused around my chest, then shifted away just as quickly, retreating to the safety of her coffee cup.

“Are you… not wearing a bra right now?”

“A… bra?”

My mind went completely blank.

The moment the words registered, my heart dropped with a thud.

‘Oh… right. Women wear bras.’

But me?

I was a man.

A man who had never worn one in his life.

Bras were things that only existed in comics or lingerie stores—not in my reality.

My body responded before I could think.

Reflexively, I crossed my arms and hugged my chest.

“O-Oh…”

The sensation beneath my palms—shockingly soft and warm—spread under pressure, shifting subtly between my fingers like mochi.

‘Way heavier than I expected…’

A flush crept up my face.

This was my body. I was touching my own body.

So why did it feel so indecent?

“It’s just… my place is right across the street, and I didn’t think I’d be out long…” 

I mumbled.

“Ah, don’t worry about it.”

Iseol smiled.

“These days, a lot of female streamers do it on purpose. You know, wearing just a hoodie with no bra to draw attention—it’s kind of a strategy. A… persona, I guess.”

Well, if she was willing to view it that way, I’d take it. 

Gratefully.

But then—

“Gasp! Wait, don’t tell me… your stream is, like, that kind of R-rated content!?”

“No, absolutely not!!”

That was a forbidden word.

Definitely not something you should say to someone who had just transformed into a woman.

“Oh, no offense meant,” she said quickly.

“I just thought… with that body, there’d definitely be demand. I mean, even as a fellow woman—you’re gorgeous. No, too gorgeous.”

I pressed my lips together.

“…That much?”

“As a woman myself, I feel qualified to say it.”

Iseol looked at me with sincere eyes.

“It might sound a bit cheesy, but—Seo-jun, you’re unbelievably beautiful. Not even in a ‘real-world’ way. More like… something a god sculpted.”

A god…

Well, I don’t know about gods, but the so-called “System” did assemble this body.

So maybe she wasn’t entirely wrong.

Still, it was the first time such a stunning woman had called me beautiful.

And oddly, it made my heart flutter, as if I had been complimented.

After that unexpected commotion, the conversation finally returned to its original topic.

Iseol smiled gently and pulled out a tablet.

Contract terms. 

Revenue share breakdown. 

Content strategy.

Cold, hard terminology, neatly displayed on the screen.

“I’ll make a bold claim.”

Her eyes sparkled.

“With that face—if we set things up properly—you’ll hit at least a thousand followers within the first week.”

I let out an involuntary laugh.

That sounded way too exaggerated.

“…You really think that’ll happen?”

“We’ll know after a few test runs.”

She spoke with unshakable confidence.

“That face of yours? It’s made for broadcasting. A natural gift.”

“But I… I’m awful at talking. I’m not funny. My reactions are awkward. How do you expect to work with that?”

“That’s what we’re here for.”

Iseol shrugged, as if it were obvious.

“We’ll script your reactions, guide your dialogue. Streaming is a machine now—everything’s optimized.”

I glanced back down at the tablet.

The blueprint of a completely new future was laid out before me.

“You’re doing all this because…?”

“Because of that face.”

Her voice was calm. Firm.

I was speechless.

It was strange.
Normally, a comment like that should’ve bruised my pride—but somehow, in this moment, it felt… comforting.

…This situation was beyond absurd.

But maybe—just maybe—with this face…

I could really make something happen.

“…Let me think it over, just a little.”

“Of course. Just don’t take too long.”

Iseol rose quietly from her seat.

Before leaving, she offered one final remark with a light smile.

“This face of yours—would be a waste to leave unused.”


Once she was gone, I stirred the now-cold instant noodles.

Beyond the window, my reflection stared back at me through the glass.

Seriously…

‘Damn. I really am drop-dead gorgeous.’





 
  Chapter 5: I haven’t done anything yet…?


It was morning.

No—this wasn’t just any morning.

It was the first true beginning of a day since I had become a woman.

“So… it really wasn’t a dream.”

As I shifted beneath the covers, I flinched at the sensation brushing against my arm.

Soft, full breasts.

Had I seen this in a porn video, I probably would’ve said, “Damn, that’s insane,” and gotten turned on.

But now, they were my breasts.

The feeling wasn’t arousal—it was more like… stunned disbelief.

A numb, almost dazed kind of awareness.

Unfamiliar sensations. 

An unfamiliar reality.

I sat up and raised my head. 

That’s when my eyes landed on the business card Iseol  had handed me yesterday.

“FlameBeat Manager, Han Iseol…”

The name and logo gleamed with promise.

It shone like a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity… but I carelessly shoved it beneath my pillow.

“Yesterday’s events… I’ll put them on hold for now.

‘It might be a chance.’

‘But I’m not ready to grab it yet—not like this.’

‘Trying to jump into society with a body that doesn’t even feel like mine?’

‘No. First, I need to adjust.’

‘Before you do anything big, you need to build a solid foundation.”’

There was no need to rush a decision, so I gave myself a little more time.

Still, my eyes opened at exactly 6:30 AM.

My back didn’t hurt anymore, but… was this the sad instinct of a former soldier?

Even with a new body, my internal alarm hadn’t changed. PTSD, maybe. Still lingering.

“God, how pathetic…”

My first stream was scheduled for 7 AM.

First things first—I needed a shower.

“Come to think of it… I’ve never showered with this body.”

I walked into the bathroom and began undressing.

My now-loose boxer briefs slid down my thighs and pooled on the floor.

Naked.

It was my body… but the awkwardness wasn’t just in my head.

Still, I couldn’t avoid bathing forever.

I cautiously looked at myself in the mirror and turned on the hot water.

As the heat traced down my back, my body trembled.

Every sensation was vivid, electrified.

My skin was soft. Too soft.

It didn’t feel like mine.

Every brush of my fingertips felt… too alive.

Especially when wet hair tickled my shoulders.

When droplets of water rolled down my neck and dripped from beneath my breasts—

“Haa… it’s like watching porn in real life…”

Then, without thinking, my hand moved lower.

But I snapped out of it just in time.

“No, no—this is a shower. That’s not what you came in here for.”

Right.

Sex drive comes second.

Money comes first.

I don’t even have money to buy a proper bra, let alone instant noodles.

Curiosity at a time like this?

Ridiculous.

‘This isn’t my fault. It’s this body’s fault.’

I doused my face with water and bowed my head, as if seeking enlightenment.

By the time I stepped back into my room, I had five minutes left until the stream.

“Let’s just do things like usual today.”

Then I realized something.

“Wait… I don’t have any clothes that fit.”

This had been a single guy’s apartment.

The closet was full of old clothes—none of which fit this new frame.

After some internal debate, I made a decision with one minute to spare.

‘Only the upper half shows on stream anyway.’

I pulled on an oversized hoodie.

Tried wearing my old boxers… but they slipped off.

I gave up.

Bottoms?

Skipped.

I tugged the hoodie down low and opened the curtains to let in the sunlight.

No lighting setup, but this would do.

Camera on.

“This is a test stream.”

I checked the framing—thankfully, only my upper body showed. All clear.

If the camera accidentally tilted down, it’d be game over. 

But with the hoodie hanging low, I was safe.

Now that I was shorter—presumably due to my transformation—even going commando wasn’t obvious on camera.

“Hello everyone~ This is Seo-junTV! Thumbs up~”

The stream had begun.

Viewer count: 4.

“Oh.”

Honestly, I expected zero.

Guess hitting 34 viewers the other day wasn’t just a fluke.

[Hello~]

[Ooh, is this a new female streamer? Damn, she’s cute.]

[How much to show cleavage?]

Within seconds, the chat exploded.

Unsurprisingly, 100% male viewers.

Classic thirst chat.

And yet… I didn’t feel offended.

My body had changed, but my mind was still the same as theirs.

This uncomfortable yet familiar world—the creepy warmth of connection through text.

Weirdly enough, I felt… welcome.

I looked into the camera and smiled faintly.

“Yeah… you guys, at least—you’d understand.”

And somewhere deep inside, a new thought stirred:

‘Maybe streaming could actually be… fun.’

Still, some things are non-negotiable.

“Haha. Sorry, no cleavage. This isn’t that kind of stream.”

[Huh? Not a cam girl?]

[Then why wear that kind of hoodie? Looks sexy.]

“Well, it’s all I’ve got right now… sigh.”

How long had it been since I’d had real-time conversations with viewers like this?

Honestly, it was probably my first time.

For the first time in a long while, I felt genuinely happy.

This room—always so lonely—was slowly filling with voices. With warmth.

It felt… good.

I Just Wanted to Keep the Warmth Going…

I wanted to keep this warm atmosphere alive somehow.

…But how?

“W-What do I even do next…?”

The chat was scrolling endlessly, but I had no idea what I was supposed to do.

Every day until now, it had just been me.

If I cracked a joke, I laughed alone.

If I typed something, it was me replying to myself in the chat with “LOL.”

But today was different.

For the first time, I had actual viewers.

A real, living audience.

How the hell was I supposed to keep a stream going in this kind of situation?

[…?]

[Why did it suddenly go quiet?]

[LMAO no host anymore]

[Honestly tho, it’s still fun just watching]

Ugh… This is way harder than I thought!


I’d spent three whole years dreaming about this exact moment.

I’d run simulations in my head thousands of times.

But of course, practice and the real thing were worlds apart.

A minute of silence passed on stream.

The chat was starting to panic.

But I couldn’t just sit there.

I had to make something of this rare chance.

Cold sweat forming, I scratched my head nervously.

And that’s when I noticed it—

The heavy pressure pressing down on my waist every time I raised my arms.

Two full, fleshy weights.

They were just… in the way. Obstructing my view, clouding my focus.

I needed to think, but these giant steamed bun-shaped breasts made it impossible to concentrate.

Without thinking, I brought both hands up, cupped them, and lifted from below.

“Agh—so heavy! Why are these things so damn heavy?!”

[?!]

[!!!]

[OMG… milkers… LMAOOOO]

[Is that… actually jiggling?]

[Wait—is this real life? Is she real??]

[Time for a donation! LET’S GOOOOO]

I was being serious.

My mindset was, “If I can’t think of content, maybe lifting my chest will help.”

But this reaction?

What the hell?

Why are they so into this?

“Anyway… not wearing a bra is seriously uncomfortable…”

[She’s not… wearing a bra…?]

[WHAT KIND OF STREAM IS THIS]

[Queen, please get ready to receive donations]

[Is this real-time? Like, actually?]

I stared blankly at the chat.

My hands were still on my chest, and the sensation of plush flesh spilling between my fingers was starting to make my head feel fuzzy.

I just wanted to come up with a decent idea… but somehow, the whole vibe had shifted.

And then—

[MommaJjuJju has donated 10,000 won!]

[MommaJjuJju: LOL Why didn’t she blow up sooner?]

“…Huh?”

Had it even been five minutes since I started the stream?

I hadn’t even kicked off the actual content yet, and I’d already received a ten-thousand-won donation.

What did I even do?

As far as I could tell, I had just… lifted my boobs.

And yet—

Viewer Count: 1 → 31

“I already almost caught up to yesterday’s peak…?”

Yesterday’s record was 34.

I was just a breath away—in five minutes.

This was real.

Something was catching fire.

Maybe it was nerves, but my body felt flushed.

Inside the hoodie, my skin was slick with sweat.

It clung to me, especially beneath my breasts, irritating and sticky.

Every movement caused the fabric to drag across my soft skin in vivid, all-too-real ways.

My head started spinning.

My lips felt dry.

‘…It’s getting hot in here.’

But I couldn’t take the hoodie off.

There was nothing underneath.

If I took it off, the stream wouldn’t just end—it would be my last stream ever.

So I made the riskiest decision possible.

I reached for the zipper.

Slowly.

Just a little.

Fingers brushing the nape of my neck, I carefully tugged it down, soundlessly.

The teeth of the zipper separated with a gentle click.

Heat and sweat rose from the valley of my chest, now faintly visible on screen.

And then—I exhaled.

“…Hoo.”

In that instant, the chat exploded.


[!!]

[SHE SWEATED—SHE ACTUALLY SWEATED]

[Raise your hand if you heard her breath just now]

[That was art. ACTUAL ART.]

[Can we really get this excited over a sigh?]

[BbaekNyeol has donated 50,000 won!]

[BbaekNyeol: NOONAAAAAAaaaaaaa]

“Wh—?!”

I stared slack-jawed at the monitor.

I hadn’t even done anything.

And now a fifty-thousand-won donation had dropped.

Somehow… this braless morning felt like the first reversal of my entire life.



 
  Chapter 6: Luminyan appears!


Donations kept pouring in, the cheerful notifications stacking up in the corner of the screen.

I took a deep breath, leaning into the mic as I forced a grin. 

“Hey, everyone! I really appreciate the support, but just to be clear—this isn’t that kind of stream!”

[Yeah, right.]

[If you’re not that kind of streamer, why wear that top?]

[Just slap an 18+ tag on and call it a day.]

[How much for a spin, though?]

Current viewers: 58.

I blinked, momentarily stunned. 

Just yesterday, I barely cracked 30, and here I was, nearly doubling that. 

But I couldn’t let this get to my head. I had to stay true to my brand.

“Guys, seriously. This is a gaming stream,” I insisted, my voice taking on a more serious tone.

[Lmao, gaming?]

[Female streamer + gaming = Zzz.]

[Just do a dance or something, we’re here for the show.]

[Gaming, huh? What game, even?]

I hesitated, the words caught in my throat. 

I’d played countless games in my time, everything from RPGs to FPS titles. 

After all, I wasn’t just some casual streamer—I had once been a promising pro-gamer. 

But that felt like another lifetime.

“Uh… well…”

[Spit it out already, lol.]

[Don’t act all tough. Just dance for us, that’s what you’re good at.]

[Still, kinda cute when she panics.]

I could feel my cheeks burning, a mixture of embarrassment and frustration. 

I had to pick a game, something to break this cycle. And then it hit me.

“League of Legends!” 

I blurted out, eyes brightening.

The chat slowed for a moment.

[League, huh…]

[Oh, this I gotta see.]

[Bet she’s a support main.]

[Every girl + LoL = support. It’s the law.]

Their lukewarm response stung, but I forced a confident smile.

“Hey, I’m actually pretty good at this, okay? I don’t just play support, either,” I shot back, leaning closer to the screen.

[Sure you are.]

[“I can play anything” = “I’m bad at everything.”]

[Don’t worry, we’re here for the content, not the plays.]

I clenched my jaw, my fingers tightening around the mouse. 

I’d spent three years in this digital wasteland, talking to empty chat boxes, trying to claw my way into relevance. 

These 58 viewers might have been unimpressed, but I wasn’t about to let this opportunity slip.

I forced a laugh and hit the start button. 

The familiar, bombastic theme of League filled my headphones.

[Wow, she’s really doing it.]

[Brace for impact.]

[Here comes the feeding frenzy.]

And then, the screen flashed:

[‘TopDonator77’ has sent a mission!]

[Mission: 10,000 KRW per kill.]

I froze.

[Wait, what?]

[No way, someone’s putting money on this?]

[He probably knows she can’t get a single kill, lol.]

My heart skipped a beat. 

A mission? 

My first mission since I started this whole streaming thing? 

And not just any mission—10,000 won per kill?

The chat exploded.

[But no assists. Only kills count.]

“Wh-what?!”

[C’mon, like she’s gonna get a kill anyway.]

[Watch her panic and feed, lol.]

[Time to see if this streamer’s worth a damn.]

I felt a sudden, electric thrill shoot down my spine. 

It had been a long time since I felt this—this hunger, this raw, competitive fire.

“Fine. You’re on.”

For a moment, the world narrowed. 

My focus sharpened, all my scattered thoughts aligning on a single point.

This wasn’t just a game anymore. 

It was a challenge, and I had no intention of backing down.

I grinned, clicking into the match lobby.

“I’m going mid.”

***

The live chat was already buzzing with electromagnetic displays of affection.

[What’s today’s mission? Are we getting another cat dance?]

[I pressed the donation button, my queen.]

[Nyang-nyang, you look especially pretty today, seriously.]

Luminyan’s gaze slowly drifted to the chat window, her movements as deliberate as a pre-rehearsed routine.

Fingertips lightly brushed the cat-eared headset, her eyes crinkling into a practiced, gentle smile. 

It was all part of the script.

Then, her gaze subtly shifted past the chat, landing on the donation window. 

In that moment, the eyes that sparkled under the studio lights narrowed, if only for a fraction of a second.

On the surface, her expression remained sweet and welcoming, but the warmth had long since vanished from her eyes.

‘…How generous. Everyone’s already getting their wallets ready for me again today.’

She maintained her sugary facade, lips curved into a smile even as her mind flicked to cold, calculated numbers.

“Today, Lumi’s going for the gold tier! Super scary, super intense! Nyang~!”

[Gold again? Lol]

[Three weeks in gold? That’s legendary.]

[Add an hour to the stream for every death?]

Luminyan playfully flicked her cat ears, blinking cutely at the monitor.

“Oh? An hour per death? Hmm… Are you sure you want to risk that? That sounds really scary~”

But inside, she was already smiling.

‘Perfect. Took the bait. There’s no way I’ll die in this tier.’

She hesitated just enough to look like she was genuinely considering it, placing a thoughtful finger to her lips and tilting her head.

“But! If Lumi wins, you’ll send me 30,000 won per victory, right? Right?”

[lololol]

[Sounds fair.]

[Let’s do it.]

Moments later, the mission notification popped up on the right side of her screen.

[BuildingOwner from Incheon has sent a mission!]

[Mission: Add 1 hour of streaming time per death. Reward: 30,000 won per victory.]

[Current accumulated time: 0 hours]

‘Alright. Got my mark. I’ll throw a couple of games, win a few, and order some sushi and beef tartare for dinner.’

Luminyan took a quiet breath, readjusted her keyboard, and refocused on the match. 


Her expression remained bright and cheerful, but her mind was colder than ever.

On the surface, she was the lovable virtual streamer, Lumi, all playful ears and exaggerated cuteness. 

But in reality, her main account was a master-tier smurf, using her side account to act like a clumsy novice, expertly baiting donations from unsuspecting viewers.

The “cute but clumsy cat girl” was just a carefully calculated mask.

And today, that mask was perfectly in place.

“Waaah~ Lumi is so nervous! This is my first time mid lane, you know~ So scary~♥”

With that, she casually locked in her mid lane pick, her fingers already calculating the path to victory.

[Nuna, you’re too cute, I can’t handle it.]

[Please play something like Lulu mid, lol]

And so, the first laning phase began.

Her opponent’s username didn’t ring a bell—an anonymous face among the masses. 

Just a basic skin, moving stiffly, making the same cautious, repetitive plays.

‘Hah. This one’s going to be stuck in gold forever.’

She farmed the early minion wave with cool precision, her eyes barely flicking to the health bars.

She tested the waters with a few basic attacks, noting the opponent’s hesitant responses.

‘Alright. I’ve pulled the wave. A few more trades and I can set up the first kill.’

To the audience, it looked like their favorite streamer was finally getting serious, leaning in closer to her screen.

But in her mind, it was a cold, calculated numbers game.

[Oh, Lumi’s in tryhard mode now.]

[Gotta focus with that hour on the line, lol]

[First kill incoming, get those donos ready!]

Then, her opponent stepped forward, just a little too far, reaching for a low-health minion.

Luminyan’s fingers flew. 

Combo. 

Reaction time. 

Distance calculation.

Perfect.

A short, harsh impact sound echoed through her headset.

Her screen shook. 

Her character staggered.

And then—

[First Blood!]

[Luminyan has been slain.]

“…Huh?”

For a brief, 0.3-second eternity, her hand froze on the mouse.

[lololol]

[What just happened, lolol]

[Looks like we’re adding that first hour, lol]

She hadn’t miscalculated. 

Her hands hadn’t slipped.


So why?

Staring at her gray, lifeless character on the screen, Luminyan’s lips pressed tightly together, her mind whirling in stunned silence.

Had she… made a mistake?

The respawn button clicked.

The stream continued.




 
  Chapter 9: And Delicious Luminyan






Beyond the glass door, the interior was, quite literally, another world.  

Sparkling chandelier lights, polished marble floors, and high-end tables neatly arranged.  

Each table was draped with pristine white tablecloths, and the chair backs were subtly embroidered with golden thread.  

Near the entrance, meticulously trimmed plants stood alongside a sign that gleamed: “Reservation-Only Premium Korean Beef Restaurant.”  

I double-checked the address on my phone.  

“…Is this really the place?”  

The air felt like I shouldn’t even breathe too loudly.  

My toes instinctively curled inward.  

My shabby hoodie and sneakers felt like a crime in a place like this.  

“It’s definitely the right address…”  

After hesitating for a while, the glass door quietly opened.  

A server in a crisp black vest approached politely.  

“May I have the name for the reservation?”  

I flinched, gripping my phone tightly.  

Staring at the sweat-smeared screen, I barely managed to speak.  

“Uh, I’m… here under Han Iseol’s reservation…”  

Instantly, the server’s eyes lit up.  

“Ah, Seojun-nim! Right this way!”  

Utmost courtesy.  

It was as if they were greeting some VIP.  

The suited patrons seated nearby, the female staff with navy ties and silver hairpins, and even the elderly men sipping wine all turned to look at me.  

Their eyes sparkled.  

Some looked surprised.  

“Who’s that?”  

“A celebrity?”  

“She’s really pretty…”  

I caught whispers, but they were too faint to hear clearly.  

I shrank, pulling my shoulders in.  

“Is it okay for someone like me to be here…?”  

Muttering to myself, I followed the server, clutching my sleeve and stepping carefully.  

Then—  

“Seojun! Over here!”  

From the window side of a private room, someone waved at me.  

A neat suit, a gentle smile.  

It was Han Iseol.  

“Uh, hi, Iseol.”  

I awkwardly bowed in greeting.  

“You must be exhausted! Let’s get some meat grilling.”  

Iseol smiled warmly, gesturing me over.  

I hurriedly took a seat.  

And the moment I saw the table, my breath stopped.  

A sleek silver grill, neatly arranged with a Korean beef set.  

Grade 2++ ribeye with intricate crimson marbling, glistening brisket, and tender short ribs with perfect texture.  

A kingdom of juicy perfection.  

“Wow… WOOOOW…”  

My jaw dropped.  

Saliva pooled instinctively.  

Gulp.  

My throat swallowed on its own.  

“This is unreal…”  

The meat before me seemed to wash away all my worries.  

Nervousness?  

Self-consciousness?  

Those were long gone, lost in the ether.  

The only truth connecting me to the world was this meat.  

“Hehe.”  

Iseol watched me with a fond smile, like someone observing a well-trained pet whining for a treat.  

Sizzle.  

The sound of meat hitting the grill tickled my ears.  

The sweet, rich aroma enveloped the table, and I swallowed hard, my face practically entranced.  

“Seojun, take your time. There’s plenty more.”  

Iseol chuckled, moving the tongs.  

I nodded, practically ready to bow to the meat in reverence.  

That’s when it happened.  

Ding-dong.  

The sound of the entrance door chiming.  

I turned my head absentmindedly.  

“I’m baaack~!”  

A lively voice.  

And then, a princess walked in.  

Sparkling blonde twin-tails.  

A cute cat-ear headband.  

A slender waist, toned legs, and flawless white skin.  

Her idol-like visuals were amplified by extravagant styling.  

At a glance, this wasn’t just “stream-ready” makeup—she was a genuine, radiant beauty.  

“…Wow.”  

I couldn’t close my mouth.  

Was she Iseol’s friend? 

Or maybe a FlameBit streamer…?  


Either way, she was on a completely different level from me.  

As I stared in a daze—  

“Wow…”  

“…?”  

She was subtly glancing at me too.  

Our eyes met.  

A brief but oddly tense moment hung in the air.  

The blonde paused, tilting her head slightly.  

‘Who’s this…?’ her expression said, though she didn’t speak.  

And behind that, Luminyan’s inner thoughts…  

‘Wait, what’s with her…? Why is she this pretty…? Is she even the same species as me?’  

On the surface, she flashed a slight smile and sat next to Iseol, but inside, she was spiraling into chaos.  

Seojun just stared, thinking, ‘Wow, she’s gorgeous…’

But Luminyan’s reaction to Seojun was far more intense.  

Gulp…!  

A delicate neckline, cautiously hunched shoulders, and the elegant collarbone peeking out with every movement.  

And when she tilted her head slightly, the subtle curve of her chest was faintly visible through her shirt.  

Moist lips, smooth white skin—everything was perfect.  

‘What’s with this girl… Look at that hair. That silky black hair and those… purple eyes? Are eyes that mystical even real?’

Luminyan screamed internally.  

‘This isn’t just pretty—she’s so stunning even I, a woman, am falling for her…!’

Admiration.  

And a twinge of that peculiar female jealousy.  

The two emotions tangled, making her heart pound.  

Meanwhile, the meat sizzled on the grill.  

The savory aroma swirled around the table.  

“Looks like it’s almost ready.”  

Iseol set down the tongs and spoke.  

At the same time—  

“Seojun.”  

I looked up.  

“This is Luminyan. She’s a FlameBit streamer with 81,000 MeTube subscribers.”  

“…81,000 subscribers?”  

“Yup. It might not seem like a huge number, but she’s ranked #1 in follower growth over the past three months and even hit 500,000 won in donations in her first hour of streaming. Quite the reputable rookie.”  

“She also had a fandom called “Nyangjudan,” and her merch sold out in two weeks”, Iseol added.  

I blinked.  

‘Wow, she’s on another level…’

Iseol smiled proudly.  

As she listened, Luminyan puffed out her chest.  

“Ahem!”  

She tilted her head back, her expression practically shouting, ‘See? This is who I am!’

‘…She’s cute.’

I nearly laughed but barely held it in.  

Even so, Luminyan kept her chest puffed out, flashing a smug grin.  

“By the way, Iseol, who’s this person you invited to our dinner?”  

A sharp glance.  

Somehow, it felt like a cat playfully hiding its claws.  

Iseol smiled brightly and continued.  

“This is Seojun. Luminyan, meet Seojun.”  

“Seo… jun? That sounds kinda like a guy’s name, nyang~?”  

I awkwardly waved.  

“MeTube subscribers: ten. Streaming career… started the day before yesterday.”  

In truth, barely anyone watched.  

I’d been streaming for years, a stagnant pool of water, so to speak.  

But the moment I became a woman, everything reset.  

I nodded quietly, comforting myself.  

Then—  

“Pfft.”  

Luminyan blinked, covered her mouth, and giggled.  

“Oh, a newbie streamer~.”  

Her expression screamed, ‘Aha~ A clueless little chick, huh?’

I sighed inwardly.  

‘Well, she’s not wrong.’

Her pride as an “81,000-subscriber, #1 rising star” was written all over her face.  

But then—  

“Oh, and…”  

Iseol swapped out the grill and added casually,  

“This morning, Seojun beat Luminyan in a mid-lane match and got her stuck with a 12-hour penalty stream starting tomorrow.”  

A moment of silence.  

“…What?”  

Luminyan froze.  

Her eyes widened, and her lips trembled.  

“Y-you mean… her?!”  

She whipped her head toward me.  

I was staring at the grill, but my eyes locked with the senior streamer now doomed to a 12-hour broadcast hell.  

“Hey, it was you, you little—?!”  

The glamorous cat-ear streamer suddenly unleashed a thick, rustic dialect.  

Gone was the cute voice—she was practically growling.  

“Well, damn! So you’re the one who racked up 12 kills on me?!”  

Her blue eyes flared, and her blonde hair practically quivered with rage.  

I stammered, caught off guard mid-grill-stare.  

“Uh, uh…? You mean me?”  

“Man, I’m about to lose it…! You’re saying you crushed me back there?!”  

The air in the room turned icy in an instant.  

“Whoa, whoa, Luminyan!”  

Iseol leaned forward, reaching toward Luminyan.  

She gently touched her shoulder, sincerely trying to calm her down.  

“Calm down. We’re not here to fight today.”  

Luminyan huffed, still fuming, but seemed to hold back at Iseol’s request, her ears red with frustration.  

Then Iseol dropped another bombshell, calmly.  

“Seojun will be joining Luminyan as a guest for tomorrow’s 12-hour stream.”  

It was as if all sound in the room vanished.  

The sizzle of the meat, the crackle of the grill—everything.  

“…What?”  

Luminyan asked blankly.  

“A collab… stream?”  

I, too, had a question mark floating above my head, equally dumbfounded.  

“A 12-hour… stream?”  

Our voices overlapped.  

Silence.  

Even the faint pop of oil on the grill sounded crystal clear.  

Breaking the silence…  

“Yup~ It’s gonna be a long stream.”  

Iseol was the only one smiling innocently.  


To Be Continued

***

Translator’s Notes:

I hope there’s no confusion in this chapter.

Lots of silent conversation and silent expressions. 😂😂



 
  Chapter 10: Collab Starts Now!






At first, I thought I had misheard.  

But it wasn’t a mistake.  

“You’re telling me to do a collab stream with her?!”  

In the middle of a high-end Korean beef restaurant, Luminyan pointed at me rudely and shouted.  

Her face was filled with disbelief.  

Unlike her, Iseol maintained her smile.  

Though, that smile felt a little chilling.  

“…Luminyan, do you really think you’re in a position to be mad at me right now?”  

“Eek?!”  

Iseol’s icy smile overwhelmed Luminyan.  

“Do you know what’s trending on MeTube right now?”  

She pulled out her phone and played a video.  

It was from yesterday’s game—Luminyan’s mental breakdown after giving up 12 kills to me.  

The moment her suppressed dialect burst out had been edited into short clips, already spreading like wildfire.  

It wasn’t just one or two videos.  

Countless short-form channels had chopped up Luminyan’s dialect outburst, edited it in different ways, and slapped on sensational titles.  

The controversy had spiraled out of control.  

The sight of a cute cat maid character suddenly spewing a rustic dialect while raging left a strong impression on countless viewers, despite its brevity.  

And now, Luminyan was facing the consequences head-on.  

“This is it, Luminyan.”  

“Tch, that’s…”  

“You little punk! I’ll freakin’ kill ya!”  

In the video, Luminyan was screaming in her thick dialect, completely at odds with her cute cat character.  

The so-called “concept collapse.”  

Among streamers, this was known as “taking the red pill” moment.  

“Luminyan… or rather, Park Soon-ja.”  

“Eek?!”  

Iseol gripped Luminyan—no, Soon-ja’s—shoulders tightly, flashing an even more menacing smile.  

“What did we say when we signed the contract? I clearly warned you that your dialect is poison for a cute cat maid character, didn’t I?”  

“Y-Yes…”  

“So, how are you going to take responsibility for this mess?”  

“Uuu…”  

Sure, some of her “Nyangjudan” fandom were saying, 

“The dialect maid is cute too.”  

The comments on the short clips were mostly positive.  

But that was only because it was a one-time novelty.  

If this kept happening, the character Luminyan had built would crumble rapidly.  

In other words, one of her lifelines—her carefully crafted image—was already severed.  

“Well, there’s a niche for dialect-speaking maids. In the Japanese VTuber scene, some debut with that concept from the start.”  

“Heh, hehe… really?”  

“But! Luminyan is a cat maid character that FlameBit spent two years perfecting. Soon-ja, you don’t have the right to change that on your own!”  

Iseol was firm.  

FlameBit knew this controversy couldn’t be brushed off lightly.  

The meticulously crafted image of a cute cat maid was starting to crack from a single concept collapse.  

So FlameBit made a choice.  

Simply apologizing or laying low wasn’t enough.  

Instead, they’d turn the controversy into a new narrative, expanding Luminyan’s lore…  

By tying her to me, the source of the issue.  

A low-tier streamer, Kim Seojun, whose gaming skills left even Nyangjudan fans in awe.  

The plan was to link her to Luminyan’s past, burying the controversy with a new story.  

“Listen closely. From now on, Luminyan and Seojun are childhood friends who grew up playing games together.”  

“I’m… Luminyan’s friend?”  

“Exactly. Seojun is a genius player who always beats Luminyan. This time, too, it’ll be framed as you two meeting by chance in-game.”  

It was a meticulously scripted plan.  

“So we’ll say Luminyan accidentally slipped into the dialect she used back when she played with you before becoming a maid.”  

“…This is a setup FlameBit came up with on the spot?”  

“Yup. To be precise, I came up with most of it.”  

Iseol added with a bright smile.  

“This way, we can protect Luminyan’s lore, and it’s a huge opportunity for you too, Seojun.”  

“For me?”  

I asked, chewing on the beef.  

“Of course.”  

Iseol’s eyes sparkled.  

“You get to collab with FlameBit’s top female streamer, Luminyan, who averages nearly 2,000 viewers.”  

“…!”  

“That means a massive influx of viewers for SeojunTV.”  

It was undeniably a huge opportunity, too big to just turn down.  

***

“Hi~ Masters~! Thanks for coming to Luminyan’s Nyang-Nyang House today~!”  

With her familiar opening line, Luminyan appeared on-screen, smiling brightly in her ribbon-adorned cat ears and frilly maid outfit.  

A typical stream.  

But today, the chat’s vibe was a bit different.  

[LOLOL do the dialect again~]  

[Switching from maid to badass today?]  

[Yesterday’s clip was legendary 😂😂😂]  

[That cute mouth saying “I’ll freakin’ kill ya” is cheating 😂😂]  

Luminyan flashed her usual eye-smile, continuing her greeting in a cute, playful voice.  

“Ehehe~ Yesterday was… really… so embarrassing~!”  

But inside, she was grinding her teeth.  


‘These jerks… just blabbing about my dark history like it’s nothing. Itching to run their mouths, huh?’

Still, she couldn’t fall for their bait.  

Another slip-up would cement this as an unforgettable stain on her record.  

Luminyan forced the corners of her mouth upward.  

She blinked rapidly, fidgeting with her collar.  

“Hm, hmph~ Actually… there’s a little, just a tiny reason why that happened yesterday~!”  

[Huh? A reason? What?]  

[There’s an actual story?]  

[Now I’m curious!]  

As the chat buzzed, Luminyan clasped her hands, acting even more shy.  

“Actually, I had a childhood friend I used to game with.”  

[Ooo, friend lore dropped!]  

[Luminyan childhood friend arc, is this real?]  

[But why the dialect outburst? 😂]  

“When I played with that friend as a kid… I’d slip into dialect without realizing it. And yesterday, I ran into that friend in-game by chance… and those memories came rushing back, so I just…”  

Luminyan covered her cheeks with both hands, squirming.  

“And… today, that friend came to visit!”  

[???]  

[Wait, so the friend’s right there?]  

[Bring them out already! 😂😂😂]  

“They’re right behind me! I’ll call them over!”  

Luminyan smiled brightly at the camera, waving.  

“Seojun~! Come on out!”  

But the screen showed no movement.  

A subtle silence filled the studio.  

[???]  

[Where’d they go? 😂]  

[Luminyan’s friend is a ghost, confirmed 😂]  

[Also, Seojun as a girl’s name? 😂😂😂]  

[If it’s a guy, I’m unsubbing for NTR.]  

[LOLOL]  

Luminyan flashed an awkward smile, glancing behind her.  

Still, no sound, no shadow.  

Growing anxious, she muttered under her breath, too quiet for the mic to catch.  

“…Hey, what are you doing? Get out here!”  

No response.  

The chat was starting to turn into a teasing frenzy.  

[She’s totally doing this solo 😂]  

[Come on already!]  

[Just do more dialect instead 😂]  

Finally, unable to hold back, Luminyan cleared her throat.  

“Ahem, Masters! Luminyan’s gonna step away for just a tiny bit~!”  

After tossing out a cute line, she strode off-screen.  

She headed straight for a small room in the corner of the studio, out of the camera’s view.  

Inside was today’s “special guest.”  

Luminyan grabbed the doorknob without hesitation.  

But the door wouldn’t budge.  

“Huh? Did you… lock it?”  

A low voice came from inside.  

“No way I’m going out in this outfit…”  

“What?! If you bail now, we’re both screwed!!”  

Luminyan glanced back at the studio, where the stream was still running.  

The screen was empty. 

Her anxiety was creeping up to her throat.  

“I-I mean, yeah, but…”  

Hearing Seojun’s mumbling, Luminyan couldn’t hold back anymore.  

“Ugh, seriously…!”  

Taking a deep breath, she put all her strength into forcing the door open.  

Back in her hometown, she was called a “female wrestler” who could take down guys with one hand.  

But the door didn’t budge.  

“What kind of strength is this? Are you even human?”  

As she gritted her teeth and wrestled with the knob—  

Ding!  

A loud donation alert rang out.  

[NyangNyangBoss donated 10,000 KRW.]  

[Dialect 2.0, just come out already 😂 This duo is insane!]  

***

Seojun flinched.  

The donation sound and the chat’s explosive reactions were undeniable—this was prime streaming material.  

“But… I really can’t go out in this outfit…!”  

From beyond the door, Luminyan’s desperate voice rang out.  

“Just close your eyes and come out! Today’s earnings… 70-30 split—no, I’ll give you all of it!”  

“…!”  

Seojun clenched and unclenched her fist.  

Her heart pounded wildly, and her fingertips trembled faintly.  

Go out in front of people in this outfit?  

As she hesitated, another donation alert blared.  

[BbiBbiBbang donated 5,000 KRW.]  

[Come out and I’ll send star balloons 😂😂 Hurry up!]  

Seojun bit her lip.  

Taking a slow, deep breath, she made up her mind.  

“Ugh… fine, whatever. You better take responsibility…”  

***

Finally, the locked door opened.  

The lighting shifted softly to the left.  

And then, a figure in a pink maid outfit stepped slowly into the spotlight.  

A skirt hem fringed with lace fluttered, and beneath glistening eyes, shyly lowered lashes stood out.  

Under a cute cat-ear headband, the tips of her ears, peeking through her fingers, were flushed red with embarrassment.  

Seojun kept her head bowed, cautiously bringing her toes together.  

Under the spotlight, she looked like a doll, a dreamy scene quietly emerging in the soft glow.  


“Uh, h-hello… I’m Seojun…”  

She squeezed out the cutest line she could muster.  

During practice, it hadn’t been so hard, but saying it in this outfit in front of countless people made her voice shrink to a mosquito-like squeak.  

Her fingers trembled, and her eyes darted to the floor.  

But then—  

[…?]  

[Whoa, what’s this?]  

[She’s way too pretty;;;]  

[Maid 2.0… this is cheating!]  

[Is she prettier than Luminyan…?]  

[Luminyan’s character is in crisis 😂😂😂]  


The chat exploded.  

Seojun cautiously lifted her head.  

The reactions pouring in were far, far better than she’d expected.  

To Be Continued





 
  Chapter 7: Delicious Park Soon-ja






It was… probably just a mistake.

Luminyan forced a laugh.

With her cat ears perked up, she glanced at the chat window flooding the screen and twirled her wrist.

“It’s okay. Everyone makes mistakes sometimes. It’s the first game, after all.”

But a subtle sensation still lingered at her fingertips.

Her reaction speed had been spot-on, her skill combos were flawless, and even her distance calculations were perfect.

Yet, she died.

‘…Was the timing just a bit off? Or did I get too cocky because this is such a low-tier bracket?’

Her mind raced with quick analysis, trying to rationalize the mistake. But this time, even she couldn’t fully convince herself.

“Hah, me… getting wrecked in freaking Gold?”

A sticky, unpleasant feeling crept into a corner of her chest.

It was like a tiny thorn pricking the sole of her foot.

Something was off.

Something didn’t add up.

On the other side of the monitor, the chat remained as lively as ever.

[LOL so cute]

[Even dying is adorable lolol]

[Broadcast time +1 hour already, we’re winning!]

Luminyan forced the corners of her mouth upward.

‘Yeah, it’s fine. It happens sometimes.’

Her eyes, though, grew slightly colder.

But this wasn’t enough to shatter Luminyan’s cuteness.

Not yet.

“Mraow~ Guess Luminyan was a bit off for the first game~ I’ll definitely win the next one, nyang~!”

She played up the cute act as she returned to the game.

Then, the second death.

CRUNCH.

“…Again?”

This time, she had genuinely focused.

Her spacing was perfect, her skills were clean, and she had even predicted her opponent’s moves. 

Yet, her health bar melted away in an instant.

[LOLOLOLOL]

[That was kinda bad tho lol]

[Still super cute tho lol]

Luminyan forced another smile and opened the item shop.

She bought a weapon and grabbed some extra potions.

‘It’s fine. I’m really focusing now.’

Third death.

CRUNCH!

This time, she conserved her skill combos as much as possible and played a textbook-standard engage.

The result? 

The same.

Death.

[…LOL?]

[Luminyan was actually pretty good that time?]

[What’s going on?]

Broadcast time: +3 hours.

Luminyan stared blankly at the screen.

A faint tremor ran through her fingertips. 

Her mind was growing colder.

“…This is weird. Really weird.”

This time, she seriously adjusted her setup.

She stocked up on consumable potions early, rushed movement boots, and even controlled the minion wave with textbook precision.

‘Theoretically, I cannot lose now.’

And yet, the fourth death.

CRASH!

“The first tower has been destroyed.”

The hit sound pierced her ears, and the screen turned gray again.

[Huh…?]

[That was textbook play just now.]

[Okay, this is kinda…]

[What’s happening…?]

Broadcast time: +4 hours.

The chat was no longer filled with just “lol”s.

Most viewers stopped typing, and a strange vibe began to spread, as if they were thinking, 

“Something’s not right here.”

Luminyan heavily placed her hands on the keyboard.

“This… this is the Gold bracket, right?”

For the first time, a creeping sense of fear began to bubble up from deep within her chest.

The broadcast timer in the corner of the screen was steadily growing.

Still, Luminyan maintained her professional smile.

“Mmrr~ Looks like Luminyan’s not in top form today~.”

But inside, she was grinding her teeth.

‘Goddamn it. It’s not about my condition! Why is the damage so precise in this bracket?!’

Still, it was a broadcast, so she had to smile.

She forced her lips to curl up, trying to muster her usual cute grin.

Let’s find the rhythm again.

Back to normal.

Just as she was about to awkwardly return to her cute persona—


[Wait, isn’t the opponent a streamer too?]

[I looked it up, it’s a low-tier streamer.]

[And she’s freaking gorgeous lolol]

Luminyan’s hands froze.

The smile she was about to force faltered, stuck in place.

‘…What? A streamer?’

Her heart sank.

For a moment, the screen seemed to blur and waver. 

It wasn’t just some skilled random player.

A streamer.

Someone broadcasting, in this Gold bracket, with this level of skill?

“Are you kidding me…?”

Her forced smile shattered on the spot.

A faint tremor ran through her fingertips, and her lips felt dry as dust.

‘A rookie, no less…’

‘Daring to mess up a senior’s broadcast.’

‘With this kind of garbage play?’

A mix of disbelief and indignation swirled within her.

Her face, adorned with cute cat ears, still wore an innocent smile, but the glint in her eyes beneath her lashes was slowly freezing over.

‘Who the hell is this chick?’

She tried to check the opponent’s profile, but the game was already in motion.

[You got this, Luminyan lolol]

[But that rookie streamer is actually kinda good.]

[And super pretty too.]

‘This is so freaking unfair. She’s pretty and good?’

Luminyan forced her lips to curl upward again.

In front of the camera, she flashed a cat-like, playful smile.

“Mraow~ A rookie bullying her senior? That’s not nice~!”

But behind that smile, her insides were burning black. 

Her heart raced, and her fingertips grew slick with sweat.

‘..It’s fine. I can still handle this.’

She gritted her teeth and focused on the game.

Her eyes locked onto the screen, her hands gripping the mouse and keyboard tightly.

‘I can do this. For the sake of my senior status… no, as a main-account Master, I cannot lose!’

And then, the next engage.

CRASH… 

CRUNCH!

The hit sound.

The screen turned gray again.

“Luminyan has been slain.”

Broadcast time: +5 hours.

Fifth death.

For a moment, her mind went blank.

“…Goddamn it, does this even make sense?”

No matter how much she racked her brain, she had no excuses.

She played cautiously and still lost. 

She read the patterns and still got outplayed.

And just now, it was a moment where Luminyan was sure she had won.

“What the hell is this bullshit?!”

Her fingers no longer obeyed her.

The cute expression she had been forcing began to stiffen.

To top it off, her teammates in-game were starting to complain.

[WTF are you doing?]

[Please, just win your lane, PLEASE.]

[Get it together, damn it.]

Luminyan’s hands trembled.

“No. There’s still a chance.”

She took a deep breath.

Despite the sweat making her hands slippery, she gripped the mouse tightly.

Her keyboard wasn’t just clicking—it was thudding with the force of her presses.

‘Please, just once. Let me win once.’

She focused.

Deeper than ever before.

As if she were on a pro-league stage, holding her breath.

But then—

THWACK!

Sixth death.

THUD!

Seventh death.

“…You little—”

Her mind went numb.

This time, she had truly given it everything.

More than her best.

And yet, the result was the same: death.

[LOLOLOLOLOL]

[12-hour extension, let’s goooo!]

[Is this really a Gold-tier match?]

[This is epic lol]

The chat was still laughing.

But to Luminyan’s ears, those bright laughs were starting to sound like mockery.

Her fingers went limp.

And finally, something in her mind snapped.

She held her breath, heated her brain with focus, and still ended up like this.

Could anyone accept this?

“…Alright, you little punk, I’m gonna kill you!”

Creak.

The voice that burst from her mouth was no longer the cute “nyang-nyang” tone.

It was thick, rough, and raw—a gritty Gwangju back-alley dialect.

For a moment, Luminyan’s lips twitched as if spasming.

The cute smile she had been forcing collapsed, and her flushed face was left with nothing but boiling rage.

“…I’ll kill them. I will kill them!”

She still wore her cat ears in front of the camera, but the person on the other side of the screen was no longer “Nyang-Nyang Luminyan.”

It was Park Soon-ja, eyebrows furrowed, teeth clenched, glaring at her opponent with murderous intent, radiating pure aggro.

[???]

[What did she just say?]

[Did she just bust out some weird dialect?]

In that moment, the broadcast froze.

The viewers, the chat, even the soft hum of the broadcast notification sound—all went silent.

[Who heard “I’m gonna kill you”? Raise your hand.]

[Hand]

[Hand]

[Hand]

The chat, which would normally be flooded with cute “nyang-nyang” reactions, turned icy in an instant.

But Luminyan was no longer looking at the chat.

With flushed hands, she hammered the keyboard, gritted her teeth, and charged straight down mid-lane.

“You little brats! You all wanna die?!”

But even then…

CRUNCH!

Eighth death.

CRUNCH!!

Ninth death.

CRASH!!

Tenth death.

“Goddamn it!!!”

A scream escaped her.

With each death, her face grew redder, and her trembling hands shook harder as they gripped the mouse.

CRUNCH CRUNCH!!!

Eleventh death.

Broadcast time: +11 hours.

Luminyan was on the verge of tears.

“…Why, why, why won’t it work?!”

And then, as if signaling the end of the battle—

BOOM!!

Twelfth death.

“Luminyan has been slain.”

Broadcast time: +12 hours.

Her screen turned gray, and the familiar, bitter sound of defeat echoed long and painfully in her ears.

“I just wanna kill something, for real.”

[LOLOLOLOLOLOL]

[12 hours, is this real? lolol]

[Luminyan’s doing an all-nighter for sure.]

[Good job, you worked hard (wink)]

[Let’s do a dialect stream after this gaming session~]

[Let’s gooo]


She wanted to slam her trembling hands on the keyboard, but Luminyan barely held back, biting her lips hard.

Not yet.

The broadcast wasn’t over yet.

No, if anything, it was just getting started…!

To Be Continued



 
  Chapter 8: I can’t stand beef






[Mission Complete!]  

[Streamer ImTheBest – 10,000 KRW per kill mission accomplished]  

[Result: 12 kills achieved]  

[Total Donation: 120,000 KRW paid]  

“Oh, oh… OHHHH!!!”  

I shot up from my chair in an instant.  

The microphone let out a thunk, but I didn’t have time to care.  

12 kills. 

120,000 won.  

I actually did it!  

“…This is insane.”  

My breath caught in my throat.  

My hands clenched with strength, and my heart pounded so hard it felt like it might burst.  

[WOW LOLOLOL]  

[You’re absolutely wild today!!! 😱😱😱]  

[120,000 won, let’s GOOOO!!]  

[Is this really the Gold bracket? LOLOL]  

[Seriously, I’m seeing your skills in a new light 😎]  

The chat was scrolling at a breakneck pace.  

Congratulations, admiration, and warm praise flooded in.  

I stared at the monitor, dazed, until I couldn’t hold it in anymore.  

“AAAAAAAAHHH!!”  

Still seated, I flailed my arms wildly.  

My body bounced, I banged on the desk, and I even knocked the microphone over with a crash.  

Thud!  

Clunk!  

The sounds echoed through the broadcast.  

[LOLOLOLOLOL]  

[Did an earthquake just hit your room? 😂😂]  

[Save the mic!!]  

But I didn’t care and kept bouncing around.  

“AAAAHH! It’s real! I actually did it!!”  

My voice was hoarse, but I couldn’t stop.  

In that moment, a memory flashed through my mind.  

The day the game I believed in, my entire dream, crumbled in an instant.  

After that, I stopped playing promotion matches or ranked games altogether.  

I was too scared of collapsing again.  

But…  

“…I’m not washed-up yet.”  

A corner of my heart slowly began to warm.  

Today’s opponent was pretty good for this bracket.  

And yet, I won.  

Truly… with nothing but my own strength.  

“You did well… really well, Kim Seojun.”  

I quietly comforted myself, bowing my head.  

Then, something hot trickled down my cheek.  

“…Huh?”  

I blinked.  

In the past, I never would’ve cried.  

I would’ve just swallowed it down and gritted my teeth.  

But now, tears streamed down my face, unstoppable.  

[😭😭😭😭😭]  

[Don’t cry!!! 😭😭😭]  

[You worked so hard…]  

[I’m tearing up too 😢]  

The chat was crying along with me.  

Seeing their reactions, I wiped my cheek with the back of my hand, my expression bewildered.  

“…Why am I crying?”  

Even my voice trembled.  

But strangely, the tears kept flowing.  

Maybe it was because I’d become a woman, but my emotions seemed to have gotten a lot richer, a chaotic wave of laughter and tears.  

[TungTungTung donated 10,000 KRW.]  

[MerchantMan donated 10,000 KRW.]  

[BangBangYah donated 30,000 KRW.]  

Ding, ding, ding.  

But then, before my tears could even dry, a flood of donation alerts popped up on the monitor.  

“…Oh, I can’t resist this.”  

The corners of my mouth curled up.  

Even with tears still on my face.  

“Sniff… sniff… Hehe, thank you, everyone.”  

It was the moment a tear-soaked smile bloomed.  

[?!]  

[Stopped crying in 0.2 seconds flat!]  

[Capitalism always wins LOLOLOL]  

[Give us back our emotions!!! 😂😂😂]  

***

After ending the stream, the tension finally melted away.  

I took a deep breath and slowly exhaled.  

Today’s earnings: 160,000 won.  


Peak viewers: 92.  

“Whew…!”  

I couldn’t believe it.  

Was this really happening to me?  

My hands, holding the phone, trembled slightly. 

My heart raced.  

Just three days ago, I had three viewers—two of them bots, one my own account.  

And now, I was actually someone people watched.  

“I’m proud…”  

A tingling thrill ran through my chest.  

But reality was still harsh.  

My bank account was scraping bottom, and months of unpaid rent had turned into red overdue notices.  

The 1 million won I got when I became a woman? 

Already gone to rent.  

And above all…  

“Bras and underwear…”  

I hung my head.  

It had only been three days since I became a woman.  

Humans really are adaptable creatures, I realized.  

My body was already getting used to this new gender.  

But my underwear? 

Still just the single pair of men’s boxer briefs from my male days.  

Thanks to the stretched-out waistband, there was a weird chill in the middle every time I walked.  

The loose gaps bothered me, and no matter how much I covered up with pants, I felt needlessly embarrassed.  

My chest was another issue.  

Even the slightest movement brought a heavy weight.  

“I can’t take it anymore.”  

My face flushed as I gripped my phone tightly.  

Bra. 

Panties.  

I had to buy them.  

Real, proper women’s underwear!  

Grrrr.  

“?!”  

But then…  

Forget panties—my stomach growled.  

A glance at the clock showed it was already 7 p.m. 

Time to eat dinner.  

“Today… ugh, ramen again?”  

Days of surviving on convenience store 1+1 bentos and a single candle for warmth.  

Huddled in a cold corner of my room, boiling a packet of ramen and telling myself, 

“It’s still delicious.”  

Even now, not much had changed.  

“But today…”  

I gripped my phone tightly.  

Screw the rent—I’m human too, and I wanted to enjoy myself for once!  

“Beef! I’m going for beef!”  

…is what I wanted to say, but reality was cruel.  

“Chicken it is!!!”  

Yes, today was for chicken.  

Today, I’d commune with the Chicken God!  

As I opened the delivery app to hunt for a chicken place with usable coupons…  

Ding.  

“Huh, a message?”  

Before I could tap the screen, my phone vibrated again.  

A call.  

I stared at the screen and hesitated.  

An unknown number.  

“…A scam?”  

My life was one where I had no one to call or text.  

For days, not a single message or call had come through, so this felt extra suspicious.  

Still, it was a call, so…  

I cautiously pressed the accept button.  

“Seojun, it’s Han Iseol.”  

An entirely unexpected voice made my mind go blank.  

“I-Iseol?!”  

A familiar but surprising name.  

The manager from FlameBit I met in front of the convenience store yesterday.  

The one who offered to scout me as a streamer.  

“Wait, Iseol, how did you get my number?”  

“Well… our company has some connections with MeTube Korea.”  

“Oh….. So…?”  

“Let’s just say I’ll tell you when we meet up!”  

Her response felt like she was glossing over some shady corporate underbelly.  

I gripped my phone a little tighter.  

‘…That’s scary.’

The thought of my personal info leaking somewhere sent a chill down my spine.  

Then came her next words.  

“Have you eaten?”  

“…Eaten?”  

A sudden question about food.  

My body may be female, but my mind was still male.  

With my masculine instincts, I immediately read the flow of this conversation.  

‘…Is she asking me to eat together?’ 

If this were the past—when I was still a guy—I might’ve already been planning our wedding by now.  

But I’m a woman now.  

I had to think realistically.  

‘…She’s probably bringing up the scouting offer again.’

It was just yesterday.  

I told her I’d contact her once I sorted out my chaotic body and mind.  

That was the promise, but I never dreamed she’d call me less than a day later.  

“Uhhh…”  

My mouth felt bitter.  

It was obvious she was calling to nudge me.  

‘She’s pretty impatient for a big-shot corporate lady… or maybe that’s why she got into a company like FlameBit?’

All sorts of thoughts ran through my head.  

Still, I should answer her question.  

“I haven’t eaten yet.”  

I replied cautiously.  

Then—  

“Oh, thank goodness!”  

As expected, Iseol responded with an excited tone.  

But I was already set on declining.  

Because I had something far holier than a pretty lady: the Chicken God.  

I felt bad, but I’m more into Chicken God right now.

Iseol was nice to look at, but the Chicken God? 

I could eat it.  

That’s an unbeatable difference.  

Plus, now that I’m a woman, I can’t exactly “eat” Iseol anymore either.*  

‘No matter what she says, I’m saying no.’

I steeled my resolve.  

No weak expectations, no wavering.  

This time, I wouldn’t budge. 

For real.  

But then…  

“Want some beef?”  

“…Huh?”  

“Korean beef. Grade 2+.”  

Beef?  

The mooing cow from a faraway ranch?  

And not just any beef—Grade 2+ Korean Hanwoo, not some American or Australian import, but the pride of South Korea?  

My hands trembled.  

Gulp.  

When was the last time I even saw beef?  

The only memory was a buffet with my teammates back when I was training to be a pro gamer.  

Beef was like a mythical creature to me.  

No, it was a god I couldn’t even approach.  

‘No, no! I have the Chicken God…! Don’t try to NTR me like this!’

I desperately weighed my options in my head.  

“B-but I don’t have any money…”  

I tried to resist, clinging to my faith in the Chicken God.  

After all, I could barely afford chicken in my current state.  

But then—  

“Don’t worry, it’s on me.”  

Iseol kept tempting me with her cool confidence.  

“So, wanna eat?”  

The internal struggle was brief.  

“YES!!”  

By the time I came to my senses, I had betrayed the Chicken God and become a slave to the Beef God.  

Is this what they call “female corruption”?  

But it wasn’t my lower mouth drooling—it was my upper one.  

A free beef party with a pretty lady. 

No human could resist that temptation.  

I accepted her offer on the spot and rushed out in the same clothes I’d worn for the stream.  

But at that moment, I had no idea.  

There was another guest at the place Iseol invited me to.  

***

“You…!”  

“Huh?”  

I never imagined I’d come face-to-face with some “senior” I didn’t even know.  


To Be Continued

***

Translator’s Notes:
*[Plus, now that I’m a woman, I can’t exactly “eat” Iseol anymore either] – The term “eat” is a casual, exaggerated way of expressing desire, common in some informal or humorous contexts in Korean slang (e.g., “먹다” can metaphorically mean to “go for” or “have” someone in a romantic sense).

*[‘No, no! I have the Chicken God…! Don’t try to NTR me like this!’] – Ahaha the character’s way of expressing is hilarious.





 
  
    Chapter 11: Aren’t you a newbie!?





“Here we go~ The game we’re playing with our Masters today is~!”  

Luminyan twirled the mouse in her hand as she spoke.  

On the screen appeared today’s main content: a 2-player casual AOS game.  

“It’s the super-hot BattleDream! Each character has unique skills and roles, so strategy is super important~!”  

[Wow, this game’s been blowing up lately]  

[LOL it’s about time to move on from LoL 😂]  

[Perfect for a 2-player duo stream]  

[Let’s go for Luminyan’s signature pick 😂]  

“Today, I, Luminyan, will be the damage dealer~ And our Seojun will…”  

The camera slowly panned to the right.  

Seojun, still sitting quietly, came into close-up.  

Her skin was so pale it seemed to glow faintly.  

Beneath long lashes, her amethyst eyes shimmered softly.  

She didn’t fully meet the camera’s gaze, but her aloof stare somehow felt magnetic, drawing in the viewers beyond the screen.  

Her hands were neatly clasped, her posture slightly upright.  

Her long hair flowed gently along her collarbone, and the lighting traced its curves, gliding smoothly.  

Without any change in expression or movement, her mere presence lit up the entire screen with a quiet radiance.  

[Is she even human?]  

[The lighting’s bowing to her…]  

[Just sitting there and stealing the show is cheating]  

“…Our Seojun will be the healer~!”  

Luminyan said as brightly as she could.  

Her lips curled up as usual, but her eyes wavered for a split second.  

She was smiling on the outside, but inside, it was a different story.  

‘Just you wait… Once the game starts, it’ll be clear who the real star of this stream is.’  

She couldn’t help but notice the camera lingering on Seojun.  

It was as if even the production team was enchanted by her.  

Those amethyst eyes, that subtle head tilt—everything was perfect.  

‘Damn it… Trying to outshine me on my stream?!’  

She forced a bigger smile.  

Determined not to lose momentum, she waved her frilly sleeves and continued her commentary.  

“Now~ It’s time to pick our characters! As always, I’m going with my favorite, SugarCat~!”  

With practiced ease, Luminyan selected her pink cat character.  

A giant heart effect burst on-screen as the character struck a cute pose.  

[Cat maid with a cat character LOLOL]  

[Staying true to the Luminyan lore]  

[SugarCat as expected]  

“Seojun’s new to this game~ So, like we talked about, pick a healer that’s good for beginners!”  

“Uh, okay… I mean, sure! I’ll go with that…”  

Seojun nodded quietly and clicked on a healer character.  

Her movements were oddly delicate.  

Even the way her small fingers carefully pressed the buttons was somehow beautiful.  

Every click felt like a work of art.  

[??? Why are her hands so pretty?]  

[She’s just radiating stream-worthy vibes all the time]  

[Luminyan, you better catch up 😂]  

“Ehehe~ Last time in LoL, you totally ditched me, but since you’re a newbie in BattleDream, I’ll help you out a ton! Just leave everything to your big sis~!”  

Luminyan leaned slightly toward Seojun, her frills swaying, her smile perfect.  

But there was a hint of smugness in her expression.  

‘You’re just a beginner. I’ll cover for you so you don’t embarrass yourself~’  

[LOLOL Luminyan’s hyping up the vibe]  

[Seojun looks so nervous, it’s cute]  

[Luminyan’s got this, help her out 😂]  

[Even if she messes up, it’ll be adorable 😂]  

Luminyan turned back to the screen, the corners of her mouth twitching upward.  

‘There we go. The vibe’s coming back to me.’  

Or so she believed.  

For a moment.  

And then, the game began.  

***

“Seojun~ Just pop a heal there! No, on me! Dummy, I said me~!”  

“Uh, uh… Okay!”  

Seojun frantically tapped the keyboard.  

Her mouse cursor danced in the air before landing a skill in the completely wrong spot.  

The heal hit neither the allied tank nor Luminyan but a nearby minion.  

Luminyan’s health bar shot up by more than half.  

[LOLOLOLOLOL]  

[Why’s the heal going to the enemy?]  

[Is this on purpose?]  

[Luminyan’s about to lose it 😂]  

“S-Sorry… My hand slipped…”  

Seojun bowed her head.  

Her hunched shoulders screamed “nervous newbie.”  

Luminyan flashed a surprised look for a second before covering it with her usual smile.  

Her lips curled softly, her tone dripping with sweetness.  

“It’s okay~ You’re still a newbie, so it happens~ Such a cute mistake, really~!”  

But behind that smile, her eyes were cold.  

‘Heh, I’ll steal the spotlight today. Just keep making cute mistakes by my side~’  

Luminyan gripped her mouse with confidence.  


Her movements were smooth, the practiced finesse of a pro.  

She smirked slightly.  

‘She’s just a pretty sidekick to decorate the screen. The star of this stream is me!’  

Checking the camera angle, Luminyan waved her frilly sleeves and moved her mouse with urgency.  

Now was the real deal.  

She had to show the viewers who the main character was and who was just a supporting act!  

‘Keep stumbling like that~’  

BattleDream was called a casual AOS game, but in reality, it was far more brutal.  

Despite its cute, glamorous female characters, every skill had a unique “combo” system.  

Being good solo wasn’t enough.  

If your teammate missed their timing, skills weakened, and battles collapsed instantly.  

One heal could save the day; one misstep could ruin everything.  

‘Newbies who underestimate this game as cute get buried. It’s a death flag.’  

Luminyan believed this and had won this way.  

‘…Hah.’  

She charged forward, obliterating the enemy damage dealer.  

Her control was flawless: closing the distance with a blink, catching a blind spot with a jump, and finishing with an ultimate combo.  

A kill notification popped up, and her character spun cutely.  

The chat lit up.  

[Whoa, insane play!]  

[This is the real Luminyan!]  

[Skill beast 😎]  

Luminyan smiled, lifting the corners of her mouth, but thought to herself:  

‘There. That proves I’m the star of this stream, right?’  

But that hope was soon shattered.  

“Heal… Did I get it right this time?”  

“Huh?”  

In that moment, Seojun’s heal skill landed.  

No flashy effects, no dramatic sound.  

But in that split second, with Luminyan’s health bar teetering on the red line, it recovered over half with 0.1 seconds to spare.  

And that wasn’t all.  

Two enemy damage dealers unleashed their ultimates from the side, a guaranteed kill on Luminyan.  

But at the exact same time as the heal, a “shield” effect landed on the allied tank.  

It was perfectly timed, as if choreographed.  

Chills ran down her spine—it was that precise.  

[??? What was that?]  

[That heal was nuts!!]  

[Luminyan’s alive…]  

[What’s with that tank shield? 😂😂😂]  

Luminyan’s fingers froze for a moment.  

‘Did she… do that on purpose?’  

Seojun was still tapping the keyboard, head bowed.  

Her expression showed no confidence or ease, but her hands moved with uncanny precision.  

Then she looked down at her hands, startled.  

“Oh! I don’t know how I did that… My hands just moved on their own… Haha…”  

[What the heck…?!]  

[You can’t cover that with cuteness 😂😂😂]  

[The real star has arrived!]  

Luminyan was speechless.  

She felt her chance to shine slipping away.  

And it wasn’t an illusion.  

“Okay, okay! Last team fight! Luminyan’s gonna finish it in style~!”  

She unleashed her ultimate, which had been cooling down.  

Two enemy damage dealers went down instantly, and dazzling effects filled the screen.  

[Whoa, sick play!]  

[That’s our Luminyan!]  

[Showing her class at the end!]  

A bit of relief washed over her.  

Now she could take back the momentum.  

But in that moment…  

“Then I’ll give it a try.”  

“…Huh?”  

A quiet voice.  

But it carried a strange weight.  

Seojun gripped her mouse again.  

This time, it was different.  

Click, click, click.  

Her movements changed.  

Her character dove fearlessly into the enemy lines.  

Focus, skills, heal distribution, positioning—everything was pro-level.  

Double Kill!  

Triple Kill!  

Quadra Kill!!  

PENTAKILL!!!  

“…What?”  

Luminyan stared at the screen, hands idle, dumbfounded.  

[Pentakill?]  

[…?]  

[Is this a hack?]  

[It’s not a hack, it’s on handcam 😂😂😂]  

[What even is this? 😂😂😂]  

[Is she really a healer? 😂😂😂]  

“Phew… We barely won…!”  

Seojun quietly set her hands down.  

The game ended with a victory effect.  

Luminyan, mouth half-open, couldn’t say a word.  

‘What… did I just witness?’  

She was supposed to be the star of this stream.  

[냥냥사냥꾼 donated 100,000 KRW!]  

[파호운 donated 200,000 KRW!]  

[SuperBangBangCorn donated 500,000 KRW!]  

[Luminyan out! Luminyan out!]  

The donations she should’ve gotten.  

The praise she should’ve received.  

The attention that was supposed to be hers—everything was going to her.  

Shockingly, she wasn’t even angry.  

This wasn’t just being overshadowed.  

It was the helplessness of standing before something overwhelming, or… simply a “defeat” she had to accept.  

***

In the end, Luminyan won the game but collapsed in reality, dropping to her knees.  

Thud.  

“L-Luminyan?!”  

“…I lost, dang it.”  

[Ooooh… There it is! The dialect of defeat!]  

[Luminyan down! Down!]  

[Stream more of this 😂😂😂]  


[They’re both so cute tho 😂😂😂]  

***

Author’s Note  

Nami with damage items…  

To Be Continued
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