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  Chapter 1: A Fucked-Up Life


Life is fucked.

I lived every day thinking that.

“What the hell is this proposal? Lee, have you lost your mind lately? Don’t you want to make money?”

At this shitty small company, I get chewed out daily by my team leader, who’s the same age as me.

The messed-up part is, there’s nothing wrong with the proposal I submitted today.

This guy just wants to nitpick and give me a hard time.

And the reason this bastard acts like this?

It’s because of a woman.

“Jihoon, you know the production performance report is due today, right?”

“Ah, yes.”

“Don’t be late and end up working overtime. Make sure to submit it to the team leader on time.”

“Understood…”

Assistant Manager Kim Sunha.

The only woman in our shitty small company.

She’s pretty, has a big chest, and every man in the office is dying to get with her.

Including Park Jaejun, the team leader who just ripped into me.

For the record, I’m the only one not drooling over her.

I think she’s just as fucking annoying.

Tsk…

……

A cold relationship where we only speak for business. 

Her gaze is icy, and she even clicks her tongue when we’re done talking.

She must not like me or something.

Because of that, even though she’s pretty, I think she’s fucking annoying too.

No matter how pretty or well-endowed she is, that attitude is disgusting.

Above all—

She joined the company the same time I did.

And she got promoted to assistant manager before me.

Now she’s technically my senior.

Naturally, my evaluation dropped in comparison, and that’s a grudge I can’t ignore.

And the fucked-up-ness doesn’t end when I leave work.

Vroom…

“Sir, we’ve arrived.”

“Ugh… Ah, yes.”

The smell of alcohol.

A luxury car, the opposite of my reality.

A few bills handed to me after driving.

“…Fuck…”

And then, the miserable process of checking for another ride in the direction of home.

Even feeling a small joy when I get a good call feels pathetic.

“I just want to rest after work, at least…”

I only get Sundays off each week.

Monday to Friday, I work at the company. On nights without overtime, I do chauffeur service.

Saturdays, I work full-time at a pub.

Why do I work this much?

Of course, there’s a reason.

“Fuck… That bastard… Just wait until I find you…”

My father ran off after taking out a loan from loan sharks.

200 million won (approx. $150,000).

So now I work nonstop to cover the crushing interest every day.

Isn’t it illegal to collect a parent’s debt from their child?

Of course it is.

But these loan shark bastards don’t care about laws.

After getting threatened one night at the seaside, stuffed in a barrel, I couldn’t say a word and just kept paying the debt.

“When the hell is this gonna end…”

I sighed as I trudged along the road.

Still, today I felt a bit better.

I got a chauffeur call headed toward my home.

So I could go back in relative comfort.

“…Fuck…”

I hated myself for feeling relieved about that.

I just want to live a normal life, like everyone else.

Even just that much would be happiness for me.

“Did you call a chauffeur?”

“…Hm, what?”

I approached someone who looked like they had called for a chauffeur.

A woman was waiting in front of the car, staggering from the alcohol.

‘…Is she a celebrity?’

I was momentarily stunned by her looks.

Stylish, expensive clothes, and beautiful features.

Her body was incredible too.

Probably a fair match against Assistant Manager Kim Sunha.

But my surprise didn’t end there.

“Oh? Hm… Hey, your face looks familiar…”

“……”

The woman, drunk and swaying, stared intently at me.

She looked messy from the alcohol, so I didn’t recognize her at first.

But when I saw her face clearly—

“…Ah, aaah! You! Chocolate Milk! Wow, fancy meeting you here! Ah, what was your name…”

“I think you’ve mistaken me for someone else. Anyway, are you the one who called the chauffeur?”


“What? Mistaken you? Hahaha! What are you saying, you fucking idiot—You’re definitely Chocolate Milk. What, not even gonna say hi after so long?”

“Are you the one who called?”

“Pfft, Chocolate Milk, you’re doing chauffeur service now? Wow. That’s sad… You used to run errands all the time in school, and now you’re driving people around? Kyahahaha!”

“……”

“Here, the keys. Wow, seriously, it’s so nice seeing you again. I’ve got to tell the others. Come on, Chocolate Milk. Let’s take a picture.”

Click! Click!

She came over and took selfies with me without asking.

Then she giggled while checking the pictures.

Fuck my life…

Jeong Harin.

That was her name.

And she was—

Someone I had a shitty connection with back in high school.

Actually, she might be the definition of that shitty connection.

“Hey, what are you doing? Get moving or I’ll tank your rating.”

I stood there clenching my fists, debating.

Option 1: Tell her to fuck off and walk away.

Option 2: Just shut up and drive.

My heart screamed for Option 1.

My brain chose Option 2.

And so, my decision was—

“…We’ll get going.”

“Haha, oh wow, I’m riding in a car driven by Chocolate Milk. That’s hilarious.”

Thankfully, reason won over emotion.

My hands trembled on the wheel.

A famous luxury car logo gleamed in the center.

The interior was high-end.

It was one of those new German luxury cars that cost nearly 100 million won (about $75,000).

Vroom…

The car glided off smoothly. 

Too fucking smoothly.

It all felt like a dream, and facing reality filled me with pathetic feelings.

“Hey, here’s a tip.”

“……”

“I’ve become super nice, right? I didn’t used to give tips.”

“…Thank you.”

“Take care~, wow, I’m sobering up. I’ll call you when we have a class reunion, okay? Be there~!”

“……”

Like hell she’s sobering up.

She’s still drunk and wobbling around, mocking me.

“……”

I looked down at the few 50,000 won bills in my hand.

“…Ha. Hahaha…”

It’s fucked up.

But part of me is happy I got this.

It means I can skip a night of driving.

“…Fuck…”

I muttered and trudged off.

Then looked up at the high-end officetel she had gone into.

It wasn’t far from where I lived.

“……”

My life is fucking shit.

***

Tap, tap.

After finishing a substitute driving gig for Jung Harin, I came home and sat in front of my computer.

A cramped, shabby one-room apartment.

And an old computer.

A perfect reflection of my life.

“Yes, boss. I’m not feeling well, so I think I’ll have to skip tomorrow… I’m sorry for the late notice. Yes, I’m really sorry. Please call me again if you need someone to fill in. Yes.”

Tomorrow is Saturday.

I decided to skip my part-time job at the bar tomorrow.

Thud.

After finishing the call, I tossed my worn-out smartphone aside.

“Well… at least there’s one fucking bright side.”

I opened the bottle of soju I bought on the way home.

Beside it sat half a chicken.

A luxury I normally couldn’t afford.

A rare treat, bought with the tip that bitch Jeong Harin gave me.

“I guess I have to live like this…”

Gulp.

I muttered pitifully and downed a mouthful of soju.

Then, I grabbed a drumstick and took a big bite.

“……”

The warmth of alcohol spreading through my body and the greasy taste of chicken.

Honestly, this moment made me happy.

But I knew.

This happiness only masked a lifetime of misery, if just for a moment.

Tap, tap.

Feeling that sensation, I launched something on the computer.

“It’s been a while.”

It was the one thing I could call a hobby.

A game.

Even that—I’d mostly spent my rare Sundays just sleeping, so it had been a long time since

I booted it up.

A familiar OST played.

“Wow… what the? It’s like a whole new game with all these mods.”

The game was called [Underdream].

It had been out for quite a while, so I could play it on my old computer.

Almost 10 years…

Yeah, I must’ve played it that long.

And there was a reason I could keep playing this old game for so long.

Mods.

People joked the developers just sold the game engine and let the users make the game themselves.

Modding activity was extremely vibrant.

Thanks to that, even with my outdated PC, I could enjoy it without getting bored.

“Nom, nom…”

I ate chicken, drank, and browsed the [Underdream] mod community site.

Everyone was showing off the mods they had installed.

After finishing the chicken and drinking all the alcohol—

“Alright, let’s give it a shot for the first time in a while.”

Feeling pleasantly buzzed, I launched the game with high expectations.

While drinking, I’d found and installed a bunch of interesting-looking mods from the community.

So I was pretty hyped.

After all, this was a rare bit of relaxation.

“Gotta bury all the shit memories with a game~.”

I was humming under the influence of alcohol when I started the game.

Dun~!

…Crash.

The game crashed.

“Ah, fuck, a goddamn CTD* again!!”

(*CTD = Crash to Desktop)

A mod conflict had caused the game to fail launching.

Panicking, I started deleting the mods I had just installed, one by one, and tried running the game again.

Dun~!

…Crash.

Still wouldn’t launch.

Even after deleting all the newly installed mods.

“……”

I couldn’t even sigh.

Maybe it was the booze.

“Haha.”

Only a dry laugh escaped me.

Well, it happened often.

Installing a few new mods would sometimes mess things up so badly it broke even the old ones.

It was a common occurrence.

“…My life’s just like this, fuck.”

Creaaak.

I leaned back in my chair and stared blankly at the ceiling.

Well, at least I had chicken and booze, right?

‘Even finding comfort in this kind of crap is getting old.’

Optimism is bullshit.

Positive thoughts only come from positive environments.

Otherwise, it’s just pathetic.

Clink.

I grabbed the soju bottle from the desk.

The plan to drink just enough and play games until dawn was now scrapped.

I drank straight from the bottle.

Gulp, gulp.

The distinctive heat of alcohol slid down my throat and into my stomach.

Yeah, it was rough on my gut, but I didn’t care.

I just wanted to get drunk and pass out.

Thud.

I collapsed onto my mattress.

“Ah…”

My body grew hotter, and I felt nauseous as I stared at the ceiling.

“I wanna win the lottery…”

A magic spell I always muttered when shit hit the fan.

But magic didn’t exist in real life.

So all I could do was whisper it.

***


The next morning.

“…What the?”

I opened my eyes and sat up, staring blankly at the scene in front of me.

[Installation complete!]

Maybe I was still drunk…?



 
  Chapter 2: More Mod Than Lotto


“Install…?”

It wasn’t the booze.

My body felt completely fine.

Sure, there was the familiar heaviness of a hangover, but I wasn’t dizzy or in pain.

So what the hell was this thing in front of me?

Ding!

That’s when it happened.

[Launching Mod Organizer.]

The hallucination—or whatever it was—suddenly changed.

“Mod Organizer…?”

I let out a dry laugh.

Mod Organizer.

That was the name of the program I used to install mods for my game Underdream.

Ding!

Another alert rang in my ears.

Great. 

Now I’m hearing things too. 

Maybe I really do need to take a break…

As expected, the hallucination didn’t end.

The message vanished from my sight—

And was replaced by a familiar interface.

It was the exact screen of Mod Organizer I used.

Even the mod list was lined up on the side.

“Wait… where’d all my installed mods go?”

The installed list was completely empty.

If this were really my delusion, shouldn’t I be seeing the mods I actually have?

Instead, the list on the right was packed with mods available for installation.

Am I not smart enough to conjure something more accurate?

I always thought I was clever enough.

Guess not.

Still staring closely at the Mod Organizer interface, something odd caught my eye.

“…Why is the game name… my name?”

Where it should have read [Underdream]—

My own name was boldly stamped in its place.

It was a dumb, half-insane thought, but a strange idea popped into my head.

What if this wasn’t a hallucination?

What if… just like in movies or comics—this was real?

If only I’d tried drugs before, I’d have something to compare this to.

But this wasn’t fuzzy or hazy like a dream.

The semi-transparent window hovered crystal-clear in the air, like a proper hologram.

Anyone else would laugh their ass off if they heard this.

But still—

I reached out toward the screen.

My hand paused in front of the mod list.

Even if I’m just testing this… what the hell do I install?

I couldn’t just slap on something like a [Zombie NPC Mode].

Sure, the odds of it actually doing anything were low, but still—

This was a test.

A test to see if what I was seeing was just in my head or something more.

If I picked something apocalyptic, like turning everyone into zombies, and it was real… yeah, that wouldn’t end well.

Something small. 

Something I can confirm myself without affecting anyone else…

That’s when one particular mod caught my eye.

[Martial Arts Animation Mod]

Would this work?

I’d never taken a single martial arts class in my life.

I had been beaten up a few times by loan sharks, though.

Anyway, if I installed this mod that adds martial arts attack motions to characters—

Would I be able to check if it actually worked that way?

If it were something like summoning a weapon, I could probably pass that off as another illusion.

But if it involved moving my own body, there’d be no mistaking it.

Ding!

[Installing mod…]

“……”

[Installation complete.]

The speed was insane.

My old junk computer would’ve taken ages.

I pressed the newly-installed mod with my finger to activate it.

And the moment I did—

“…W-What the hell?”

A strange flood of knowledge surged into my brain.

Shhhhhhkt!

Like my life flashing before my eyes.

Just like when I was shoved into a barrel and dragged off by debt collectors—

That was the only time I’d seen something similar.

My brain was suddenly overflowing with information.

“……”

I looked down at my hands.

No change in strength.

But something felt different.

I shifted into a stance.

Facing the full-length mirror nearby, I saw myself settle into what looked like a proper martial arts pose.

“Heup—!”

Whish, whish, whish!

“Holy shit! What the fuck?!”

I shouted without thinking.

My body moved automatically, like I was a pre-programmed robot.

My fist punched clean through the air—

I even pulled off a kick I’d never imagined doing in my life.

For a moment, I couldn’t move.

Frozen in shock.

Then it hit me.

This wasn’t a hallucination.

“Oh… oh no… ohhhhhh—!”

It felt like spring had finally come to my pathetic life.

“YAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHH!!”

“You’re being too loud! Please quiet down!!”

“YAAAAAAAAAAAH!! SHIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIT!!”

Whether the neighbor slammed the wall or threw a tantrum, I didn’t care.

That electrifying sensation rising from my toes to the top of my head—

I couldn’t hold it in.

So I screamed.

***

I’d been given a once-in-a-lifetime chance.

But after screaming once like a maniac, I quickly cooled off.

I sat on the floor, resting my chin on my hand.

“Tsk… The real question now is—what mod should I install next?”


Once the excitement settled, the reality of my situation came into focus.

I now had access to supernatural powers.

But if I really wanted to flip my life around, I had to be smart about using them.

To change your life, the first thing you need is… money.

Without money, I’d never escape my mold-infested shoebox apartment or pay off my shitty debts.

“The problem is… Underdream is a fantasy game.”

And that was exactly why I was stuck.

Underdream was a fantasy RPG.

Naturally, all the mods were based around fantasy too.

[Add Special Monsters], [Improve Environmental Graphics], [Add Special Skills]—stuff like that.

What am I gonna do with monsters in real life? 

I’m not trying to shoot a damn monster-hunting documentary.

None of those mods had any real-world use.

So I sat there, scrolling through the endless list of available mods.

Most of them were absolute junk.

But every now and then, I spotted something interesting.

For example:

“This one… looks decent. I wonder if it works?”

[Extended Customization Mod]

Originally, this mod let you customize your character even after creation—something normally only possible at the beginning of the game.

But what if I applied it to reality?

Could I customize the version of me that was “generated” in the womb… right now?

“Hmmm…”

I stood in front of the mirror.

Height: 175 cm.

Weight: around 70 kg.

Face…

I think it’s alright, but it’s not like I ever got popular.

Let’s just call it “average” for the sake of my self-esteem.

Honestly, the way Assistant Manager Kim Sunha clicked her tongue after every conversation with me…

Yeah, maybe not such a great face after all.

“Alright! I’ve decided! This is the one!”

I made up my mind—

And booted up the Mod Organizer again.

Ding!

[Installing mode.]

Ding!

[Installation complete.]

I applied the [Advanced Customization Mode] to my life.

“Um… so what am I supposed to do now…?”

I stared blankly at the screen after activating the mode.

If this were a game, I’d pull up the customization menu and start tweaking my appearance.

With this Mod Organizer, the moment I said “System,” it activated.

So customizing my appearance shouldn’t be all that different.

“Customization.”

Ding!

[Would you like to initiate advanced customization?]

I grinned at the message that popped up.

“Of course.”

At my response, the Mod Organizer vanished from in front of me, and a familiar interface appeared.

The customization screen of Underdream.

But the character standing there—was me.

“Wow… I really do look like shit.”

Seeing myself from a third-person perspective instead of a mirror, I suddenly understood why Assistant Manager Kim Sunha couldn’t stand me.

Dull skin, dark circles.

Dry, frizzy hair and a forward-thrusting neck.

The belly fat I blamed on stress drinking.

All of it combined to create a look that was less about bad features and more about a horrible overall vibe.

“Well then, let’s see what I can do.”

But there was no need to wallow in self-pity.

Ugly?

That’s fixable now.

***

“Hmmm…”

I spent a good while wrestling with the customization screen.

Even when I played as a cute girl in Underdream, I had never been this meticulous about character design.

“This should be… not too over-the-top, right?”

I gazed at the new version of myself floating on screen.

The brittle hair now shimmered with health.

The dark circles were gone, and my eyes sparkled with clarity.

My posture had straightened, the belly fat melted away, replaced with just the right amount of lean muscle.

“All that’s left is the facial features…”

I paused in thought.

…Should I just go for one of Korea’s top-tier faces?

With this mode, I could turn myself into one of those once-in-a-millennium kinds of handsome guys.

“…No, that’s a bit much.”

I shook my head.

Too much greed always ends badly.

“Besides, if I change too much, people might not even recognize me.”

I made my decision.

Someone who still looked like me—but clean, tidy, and charming.

“Oh, but I’m definitely making myself taller.”

The one thing I wouldn’t compromise on: height.

I immediately bumped my height up from 175 to 185 cm.

Would my friends freak out over the sudden growth spurt?

I’d just say they imagined it.

Or let them believe I started wearing insoles.

“Now for the nose… oh, and the eyes… and maybe the cheeks…”

I dove back into the customization.

I was completely focused, but not tired in the slightest.

No—this was pure happiness.

And then I saw it.

“……”

A certain stat caught my eye.

12 cm.

“……”

The circumference was also 12 cm.

Not that I’d ever had complaints in my life.

It was the national average, after all.

And I hadn’t exactly had the time—or relationships—to test it out anyway.

“…Hmm.”

12, 13, 14, 15, 16…

I slowly slid the stat upwards.

And finally stopped at—

17 cm.

“Heh, hehe… This should be fine, right?”

Anything too big might actually hurt, right?

No need to cross the line into absurdity like 20 cm.

“Oh, while I’m at it, let’s tweak the girth too…”

12, 13, 14…

Yeah, 14 sounds good.

I adjusted the girth to 14 cm and looked at my avatar with deep satisfaction.

“Perfect! Finalize!”

Ding!

[Would you like to complete the customization?]

“Hell yeah, let’s do it!”

Ding!

[Applying customization…]

The moment the system message appeared in response to my shout—

Crack, crackkk…

“W-Wha? Huuurk—!!”

My body screamed.

Sounds it should never make echoed from within.

“GaaaAAAAAHHHHHH—!!”

Bang! Bang! Bang!

“Hey, you fucking bastard!! You think you live here alone?! Shut the hell up, asshole!!”


Screw off.

If you’re jealous, go install your own mod.

“Guhuhuhuhahahahahaha—!!”

And just like that—

Thanks to the mod, I had completely reinvented myself.



 
  Chapter 3: Beating Workplace Stress with Mods


 With my height increased by 10 centimeters, the world looked just a bit different.

Not a massive change, but enough to feel it with every step.

I turned back toward the full-length mirror.

The man reflected there… was still me—but utterly transformed from the person I used to be.

“…I could be an actor like this.”

I had tried to keep things reasonable. I really had.

But the human heart rarely follows the rules we set for it.

Compared to the old me, this was nothing short of a complete metamorphosis—like a martial arts protagonist undergoing the legendary rebirth through shattered bones and reshaped flesh.

I had become a genuinely handsome young man.

“My skin’s amazing…”

It didn’t even feel like my own body anymore.

Then, with a pause of anticipation,

I tugged at my pants to check on the sleeping comrade within.

“…Hmm. I like what I see.”

Even in its dormant state, it held a commanding presence.

Just looking at it made my shoulders straighten and confidence surge.

“Kuhuh… heh, hehehehe.”

I collapsed to the floor, clutching my stomach as I stifled my laughter.

“This is better than winning the lottery.”

Even if I hit the jackpot, taxes would leave me with around 1.3 billion won.

But this?

I had achieved a lifelong dream—one no amount of money could buy.

People spend years slicing bone, stretching muscle, risking permanent damage just to gain one or two centimeters.

And I had done it perfectly. 

No pain, no side effects.

“…Wait. Does this mean I’ll need to reissue my ID and driver’s license?”

A minor annoyance popped into my mind.

As for relationships…

Well, it’s not like I had many.

Outside of work and my part-time job at the pub, my social circle was practically nonexistent.

Even if I cut ties with everyone, nothing would really change.

Except for the loan sharks…

“…Wait a second. If I look completely different, can I just vanish from their radar?”

The realization hit me like a lightning bolt, and I broke into a wide grin.

I hurried to find my wallet.

If my appearance had really changed that drastically…

Would I still be legally bound to repay a debt tied to someone who no longer ‘existed’?

And then—

“…Huh?”

I opened my wallet and pulled out my ID card.

There it was.

A photo of the new me.

Same with the driver’s license.

Both reflected my current appearance exactly.

Meaning—

The effects of the customization mod didn’t just alter my body.

They rewrote everything.

“…Hah. Should I be happy about this… or not?”

It wasn’t exactly a bad outcome.

In fact, it was great.

If my updated appearance was legally recognized everywhere, then I had no reason to complain.

“Right. I’ll just earn the money again.”

I straightened up and opened the mod list once more.

That’s when I saw it—

Among hundreds of options, one particular mod caught my eye.

“…Huh.”

It wasn’t anything that could make me rich.

But—

“This looks fun.”

Something about it made me smile.

***

The weekend came and went.

For the first time in ages, I enjoyed two full days of rest without a single worry.

I spent the time combing through the mod list, trying to brainstorm ways to make money.

Unfortunately, there weren’t any quick fixes.

‘Man, if only there were a “money add” mod…’

But of course, there wasn’t.

Things like money cheats were for games—

And these weren’t cheats.

They were mods.

No game-breaking hacks.

No infinite currency.

Still, that was fine.

Out of the hundreds of available mods, plenty could prove useful even in the real world.

“Good morning.”

With a light step, I headed to work.

A tiny office, just what you’d expect from a bottom-tier company.

Normally, I’d drag myself through the door at the last second, barely resisting the urge to quit on the spot.

But today, I was in high spirits—and arrived 30 minutes early.

When I entered, only one other person was there.

“….”

“Ah, Deputy Manager Kim. You’re here early. Do you always come in this early?”

“…Yes.”

That was Kim Sunha.

We were hired at the same time, but she’d been promoted ahead of me.

Now she was my direct supervisor.

She didn’t even bother looking at me when she replied.

‘So even with a new face, she still acts the same.’

That’s right.

The customization mod didn’t just change my body—it rewrote everyone’s memories to match.

So to her, I’d always looked like this.

And she still thought of me as someone beneath her notice.

Looks like some things won’t change in just a day.

Would you like to continue with the next part?

‘Still, I can’t wait to see how that expression changes soon.’

I sat at my desk, keeping a casual eye on Kim Sunha, who still refused to make eye contact with me.

A short while later, the rest of the office started filling up—including the CEO.

As soon as he spotted me, the CEO walked over with a wide grin.

“Oh, Assistant Manager Lee. You’re in early today! Something good happen?”

“Haha, I just got some good rest over the weekend.”

“That’s the way! Rest well, work hard—that’s the key. I’m counting on you this week.”

“Yes, sir.”

If I were being honest, I wanted to throw my resignation letter in his face and spit on the floor.

But instead, I acted like nothing had changed.

Of course, the truth was—I didn’t need this job anymore.

Whatever I did now, I could make more than a salaryman’s wage.

The problem was, I hadn’t found a reliable ‘money-making mode’ yet.

If I resigned too hastily, those loan shark bastards might think I’d skipped town.

‘Well… at least I don’t have to worry about ending up in a steel drum anymore.’

For now, I decided to stay at the company a bit longer—to avoid unnecessary trouble.

And more importantly—

“Ah, good morning, Team Leader.”

“…Yeah.”

“……”

—there were still debts to be repaid here.

‘So… when should I do it?’

I licked my lips as I recalled the mode I discovered over the weekend.

While I was waiting for the right moment—

“Hey, Assistant Manager Lee. Come here a sec.”

“Yes, sir.”

Team Leader Park Jaejun called me over.

I paused the work I’d been doing and made my way to his desk, something I’d done many times before.

Tap… tap… tap…

As I stood beside him, he tapped his pen rhythmically against the desk, silent for a moment.

Then—

“Lee, you forget something?”

“…Forget something?”


And just like that, his usual baseless accusations began.

“See? I knew it. You were already checked out on Friday, weren’t you?”

“……”

“Must’ve felt real good to blow off your responsibilities and enjoy your weekend, huh? You look pretty damn cheerful today—came in early, too.”

“…Can you tell me exactly what this is about?”

“You still don’t get it, even now?”

He raised his voice so everyone in the office could hear.

He wanted an audience—he wanted to humiliate me.

People started glancing over from their desks, catching on to the brewing conflict.

Then Park jabbed at my solar plexus with the tip of his pen.

“The production performance report. Still not submitted. You forgot, didn’t you?”

“……”

My fist clenched on instinct.

The production performance report.

I remembered clearly—I had stayed until the very last minute on Friday to finish it and submitted it via email.

“I sent it. Did you check your email?”

“What? You saying I didn’t even check my mail before confronting you?”

Then he casually moved his mouse and clicked a few times.

Click, click.

He opened his inbox and pointed at the screen.

“Look with your own eyes. See anything? No? So now you’re lying too?”

“……”

Sure enough, there was no trace of the report in his inbox.

But I had sent it.

‘This bastard…’

It wasn’t the first time he’d pulled this stunt.

Honestly, he was a big reason why my promotion had been delayed compared to Kim Sunha’s.

‘He deleted it. Probably never even looked at my account—I already know how this works.’

Back when I joined, I’d given him my login info for work-related reasons.

Since then, he’d been using it to quietly sabotage me.

A smug grin crept onto Park’s face as he turned to glance at Kim Sunha beside him.

“If I recall correctly, Assistant Manager Kim even reminded you on Friday, didn’t she? Told you to submit everything on time, no late-night submissions.”

“……”

“But you just didn’t submit anything? You kidding me? Your coworker—who didn’t even need to—went out of her way to look out for you, and this is how you repay her?”

From the CEO’s desk, a soft sigh escaped.

Park was trying to paint Sunha as the responsible team player, while dragging me through the mud.

Maybe that kind of nonsense worked on some women.

“Hah.”

“Oh? You’re laughing now?”

I was done apologizing.

No more biting my tongue and bowing my head.

“Fuck this bullshit.”

“W-what…?”

The room fell into dead silence.

Everyone stopped typing, stopped scribbling, stopped breathing.

And every single eye turned toward me.

More precisely—on me.

“I told you I sent it. Don’t believe me? Check the CCTV.”

“W-what?! You insane bastard?! You say that in a workplace—!!”

Before he could finish,

Thunk.

I grabbed the keyboard on his desk.

“Hey, Lee, what do you think you’re—”

Even the CEO stood up from his seat in shock.

But I didn’t wait for anyone to speak.

“You’re spewing fucking nonsense again━!!”

CRACK!

Thud, thud-thud!

“Guuh…!”

I brought the keyboard crashing down on the crown of Park’s head.

And no—I wasn’t stopping at just one hit.

“I submitted! the! FUCKING! report!! You miserable son of a bitch━!!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Gah, ugh…! W-wait… just a—!”

By the fifth blow, blood trickled from Park’s head and the keyboard was nothing but plastic shards.

“You lunatic!! Lee!! What the hell do you think you’re doing?!”

The CEO shot up and screamed at me.

“Manager Kim! Call the police—right now!!”

“Oh, the police? Please, go ahead.”

Step. Step.

I dropped the shattered keyboard and approached the CEO.

“Wh-what?! L-Lee, wait! Don’t come any closer—I didn’t do anything!”

The CEO backed away, terrified.

After seeing Park’s bloody scalp, he could imagine what I’d do next.

And then—

“You didn’t do anything? Don’t give me that, you thieving scumbag━!!”

THUD━!

I kicked him square in the gut.

“Guhhak…!”

The CEO collapsed into his chair, winded.

That kick had the power of a martial arts animation mode behind it—it hurt like hell.

I grabbed him by the collar as he wheezed.

SMACK!

“Ugh!”

“No overtime pay, huh?”

SMACK!

“P-please, stop…!”

“‘Work with passion,’ you said, even when shit’s on fire.”

SMACK!

“S-spare me…!”

“Why the fuck am I picking your kid up from cram school━!!”

CRACK!

“GRAAH!”

With one last punch, the CEO crumpled backward.

His cheeks were red and swollen, and blood dripped from his lips.

Then I turned my gaze toward someone else.

Manager Kim, phone in hand.

“……”

“H-hiiiek…! N-no, I-I haven’t called yet…!”

Our eyes met, and he trembled, quickly shaking his head.

I gave him a gentle smile.

“Oh, don’t worry. Call them properly. This asshole was gonna mess with Doyoon again.”

Thud.

“Y-yeah…?”

I gave the CEO’s stomach a little nudge with my foot and spoke sweetly.

Tears welled in Manager Kim’s eyes as he mumbled a reply.

Now, all that’s left is—

……  

“H-huh…!”  


I stared at Kim Sunha. When our eyes met, she gulped and turned pale.  


Thud, thud.  


I stepped closer.  

“W-why…? I didn’t do anything to you…!”  

……  

She stumbled backward as I advanced, fear flashing in her eyes—until her back hit the wall, trapping her.  

“Hey.”  


“H-hic…!”  


Her face paled, tears welling up as she sucked in a sharp breath. 

I closed the distance until we stood nose-to-nose, then—  


Swoosh.  

“Huh…?”  


Squelch.

……  

“Let me ask you something.”  

I seized one of Kim Sunha’s large breasts with my hand, feeling the overwhelming elasticity even through her bra.  


“Nnh…! S-stop…!”  


*Knead, knead.*  


As I squeezed and glared, she shoved my shoulder weakly, trembling too much to even scream.  

“Why do you hate me so much?”  


“W-what…?”  


I kept groping her, finally voicing my curiosity. 

Truthfully, she’d never wronged me—it was her attitude. 

The icy stares, the disgusted clicks of her tongue whenever we passed each other. 

I needed to know why.  

“Did I offend you? Or do I just *reek* to you?”  


Squish.

I tightened my grip, and she whimpered in pain.  

“I-I’m sorry…! S-sorry…!”  


She kept apologizing, avoiding the question entirely.  


“Tch. That’s not an answer.”  


“I’m s-sorry…!”  


“Whatever.”  

Shove.  


I pushed her aside and strode back to my desk. Surveying the room—Park Jaejun clutching his head, the CEO crumpled on the floor, and Kim Sunha still shaking—I grinned.  

“Ahhh… That felt *good*.”  

I stretched lazily, earning horrified stares from everyone.  

“Mr. Doyun.”  

“Y-yes…?!”  

I turned to Team Leader Kim. “Where’s the police?”  

“Oh, th-they… haven’t arrived yet.”  

“Call them faster, then.”  

Likely too stunned by my outburst, no one had bothered. *Less paperwork for me, anyway.*  

I glanced upward.  

“Enemy Reset Mode, activate.”  


Ding!  


**[‘Enemy Reset Mode’ has been activated.]**  

A familiar screen flickered before my eyes.  

“Ugh… Sir?” Park Jae-joon approached the CEO, blood trickling from his temple. “C-can I

visit the hospital?”  


“The spot Assistant Manager Lee hit? Should’ve dodged. Go ahead.”  


“Th-thank you…”  

As Park passed me, I smirked. “Take care, Team Leader.”  

“…….”  

He shot me his usual condescending glare. “Focus on your work, *Assistant Manager*. I’ll check it later.”  


“Of course.”  

I glanced at Kim Sunha, now robotically typing at her desk.  


“…….”  


“……Something wrong, Mr. Jihoon?”  


“You’re… okay?”  


“With what?”  

“Earlier. I… grabbed you pretty hard.”  


“It’s nothing. Do your job.”  


“Right.”  


Like puppets on strings, the staff pretended nothing happened. 

No more crazed stares.  

“Keh… Khekhekhe…”  


I muffled laughter into my desk, shoulders shaking.  

*This mode… is fucking glorious.*



 
  Chapter 4: How to Make Money


Enemy Reset Mode.

When I first discovered it, I wondered—could it really work? That curiosity led me to run a little test.

“Hey.”

“…What? Me?”

“Who else is standing here, dumbass?”

“…Is this guy crazy? Day drinking or something?!”

I had the weekend—Saturday and Sunday—all to myself.

During that time, I ran all sorts of tests on the thugs lurking in alleyways.

Of course, I considered the possibility of failure.

All I was doing was picking a fight. If the mode didn’t work as I expected, I’d just switch to Martial Arts Motion Mode, beat the hell out of them, and run.

I didn’t bother worrying about the police.

Because there was a mode called [Assassin’s Mask Add-on].

It allowed me to hide my identity whenever I committed a crime.

Not that I ever actually needed to use the mask.

“You son of a bitch, you wanna die?!”

“Enemy Reset Mode, activate.”

“…”

The man I had just provoked suddenly looked dazed—then silently turned around and walked off.

The Enemy Reset Mode worked perfectly.

‘This mode is a total cheat…’

Enemy Reset.

A mode originally created to fix a bug in [UnderDream].

UnderDream boasted the highest freedom among fantasy games.

Naturally, theft and murder were part of that freedom.

If you killed someone, pickpocketed, or even just slaughtered a chicken, the surrounding NPCs would turn hostile toward you.

One major bug that sometimes occurred—

The hostility wouldn’t reset, no matter what you did.

Enemy Reset Mode was built to fix exactly that.

It forcibly reset the NPC’s hostility toward the player.

“Team leader.”

“Huh? What?”

“Ah! There’s a fly on your face!”

SLAP!

“Ugh! Y-You crazy bastard?! What the hell are you doing?!”

“Enemy Reset Mode, activate.”

Ding!

“Did you get the fly?”

“Yes. I chased it away perfectly.”

“Then get back to work.”

In the game, this mode was just a handy way to fix bugs or deal with crime more easily.

But once applied to real life—

It became absurdly useful.

‘This could become a bad habit…’

I could deck my annoying boss in the face as much as I wanted.

And thanks to the mode, any hostility they had toward me would vanish.

But the memory remained.

All the mode did was reframe my actions as “non-hostile.”

That was the true strength of this mode—

They remembered everything.

“Hey, Assistant Manager Lee.”

“Yes?”

“Come here for a second.”

Take this scenario—getting called over by Team Leader Park Jae-jun.

“What is it, sir?”

“…”

He held no hostility over the time I’d punched him out—but the memory was still there.

“Ahem… About that report you submitted earlier. Could you maybe format it more with visuals?”

“Sure. I’ll revise it that way.”

“Good…”

He didn’t bear a grudge over the beating.

But he remembered that he could be beaten—so now, he acted differently.

And that memory retention had other uses too.

“Ah… Hnngh… Jihoon…”

“Why? You said this was no big deal last time.”

“But still…”

In the company break room—

I had both of Kim Sunha’s breasts in my hands, kneading them freely.

She didn’t scream or try to run.

Because in her memory, this was “no big deal.”

“Hngh… uh…”

She merely frowned and let out a soft groan, enduring it with a look of mild discomfort.

But just as I was thoroughly enjoying the moment—

“Please… stop. If you go any further, this is sexual harassment…!”

When her memory threshold hit its limit and she started to turn hostile—

“Enemy Reset, activate.”

Ding!

“…”

With the mode triggered, Deputy Kim Sunha returned to her usual cold expression.

“Are we done here?”


“Yes. I’ve touched everything I wanted.”

“Then I’ll be going.”

She responded like a literal NPC from UnderDream. It was almost surreal.

‘Still, I wonder—does that memory threshold vary from person to person?’

There were inconsistencies I couldn’t quite figure out.

For example, even though Park Jae-jun remembered “getting punched wasn’t a big deal,” just a slap was enough to make him fly into a rage.

But with Kim Sunha, “getting her breasts fondled” was remembered as no big deal—so she let it go a few times without complaint.

‘Better not overuse this, just in case.’

In any case—

Thanks to Enemy Reset Mode, work had become a lot more pleasant.

***

“Haaah~… Being off work actually makes me feel human again.”

Today, I got to leave right on time.

The company president—the same man I kicked in the stomach, slapped four times, and punched once—had, for some reason, stopped assigning me overtime.

In fact, when I tried to say, “I’ll stay late and finish this,” with confident energy—

His face went pale, and he hurriedly insisted I go home.

So, I got to leave early.

And instead of moonlighting as a designated driver, I just went straight home.

I had no plans of doing that job anymore.

‘Guess I’ll quit the pub gig soon, too.’

The reason I had been working like a dog this whole time was simple: loan shark debt.

But now, with the power of the mode at my disposal—

I didn’t have to put up with those bastards anymore.

If I really wanted to, I could kill them off and bury them without anyone ever knowing.

“Still… if possible, I’d like a peaceful solution. Is there any way to make money?”

Thud.

After my shower, I collapsed onto the bed.

Then I opened YouTube and started watching random videos.

As I browsed, I compared the ideas with the modes I had access to—wondering if any of them could help me make some cash.

Honestly, this lifestyle wasn’t half bad.

No more crap driving jobs, no more annoying side gigs.

My hellish boss, Park Jae-jun, was now completely tame.

And as a bonus, I could grope Kim Sunha’s tits and ass during breaks to my heart’s content.

Just a few days ago—

Life had felt like hell, day in and day out. Now it was practically paradise.

But still—

‘I’ve got this power now. I want to try using it for something bigger.’

I mean, why not go all the way?

Hit the jackpot and live like a billionaire.

With these modes, it wasn’t entirely out of the question.

“Ssshh… Maybe I should use the Weapon Add-on Mode and try selling weapons or something? …Would that even be legal?”

Of course, I had to be careful—this was, after all, a fantasy game mod.

Using it as-is would definitely be considered criminal.

Mods typically fell into five categories:

[Environmental Enhancements], [System Improvements], [Gear/Magic Add-ons], [Motion Add-ons], [NPC Additions].

The ones I could use all fell within those categories.

And they were only the mods I had previously installed while playing [UnderDream].

So asking a modder to whip up a cash-printing mode wasn’t exactly an option.

“Hmm… Maybe I could use some of the magic to put on a magic show or something…?”

Just as I was going over various methods I could try using the available modes—

“…Haa, let’s take a break.”

I decided to rest for a moment.

Even after a full day at work, I hadn’t had a proper break since I’d been racking my brain for ways to make money.

So I lay down on the bed and started watching some random videos on YouTube.

“…Huh?”

That’s when I saw it.

“Haah… This… yeah, this isn’t even illegal, right?”

The video I had stumbled upon was one of the types I usually watched to find a bit of solace.

Tragedy documentaries.

They typically featured people going through misfortune, showcasing the lives they led.

I used to watch them to remind myself that there were others out there having a harder time than me.

And just like always, I’d clicked on it out of habit while resting—

“This could work…”

And in that moment, I saw potential.

***

The next day.

“Ah~, Assistant Manager Lee. Great job today. You should head home now.”

“Yes, I’ll be heading out first then.”

“Alright, alright. Take care on your way!”

Just like always, I got the awkward farewell from the boss who was trying to save face.

Normally, I would’ve stuck around a bit longer just to mess with him.

But not today.

Today, I left the office as quickly as I could.

“Now then…”

I ducked into the restroom on the first floor of the building and shut the door.

Then, I rummaged through my bag.

What I pulled out was a hoodie and a mask.

The hoodie was nothing special—just a plain, everyday hoodie.

But the mask? That was different.

It was the “Assassin’s Mask” I had prepped when I first tested the [Enemy Reset Mode] on that punk.

“This should do.”

I threw the hoodie on over my dress shirt, layered my jacket over that,

then pulled the hood deep over my head and put on the mask.

The end result? I looked like some edgy high schooler suffering from a serious case of chūnibyō.

‘Man, I look ridiculous at my age.’

But I didn’t have a choice.

I needed to stay hidden.

“No one’s gonna recognize me like this, right?”

With the Assassin’s Mask on, there shouldn’t be an issue…

Though I was still a little concerned.

“…Should I make myself taller? Being eye-catching could help too.”

A spark of inspiration hit me, and I immediately activated [Advanced Customization Mode].

I was just about to adjust the height slider when—

“Hmm?”

I noticed a feature I had completely missed last time.

“Wait… you can save presets?”

At the edge of the customization window was a [Load] list.

If I could load a preset, that meant I could save one too.

And that triggered a memory—

Back when I played Underdream, I remembered being able to save my character customization data.

“Right… and we used to download other people’s presets as CME files too…”

Inspired, I jumped into action.

First, I saved my current customization setup.

Ding!

 [Would you like to save this as ‘Lee Ji-hoon’?]

After creating a save file, I returned to the customization menu.

And then—

I maxed out the height.

The value went past 190cm… and stopped just short of 2 meters.

‘Should I tweak the face a bit too? Just to be safe…’

I altered the face—still handsome, but with a bolder, more masculine edge.
The result: a face that now looked more like a professional fighter than an actor.
Then I saved that setup as a separate CME file.

Ding!

[Please enter a name for the preset.]

A system message popped up asking for a preset name.

‘Normally, I’d just use my own name, but… no way…’

Just to test it out, I chose a name that wasn’t mine.

“Let’s go with… hmm… [GOD]? Sounds about right.”

The name felt fitting for what I was about to do.

And with that, I hit save.

Crrrkkk.

“Grrrhhh…!!”

That familiar, tingling sensation of my body transforming spread throughout me.

My height increased steadily… until I was now seeing the world from a full two meters tall.

But that wasn’t the important part.

“My ID… where’s my ID…!”

As soon as my transformation finished, I frantically grabbed my wallet and pulled out my ID card.

“Hah… haha…!”

A laugh of disbelief slipped out.

My face now was rugged, like a heavyweight MMA fighter.

But the photo on my ID card— was still the clean-cut, actor-like face of Lee Ji-hoon.

“If I save each customization as a separate file… I can become a completely different person.”

That meant I could freely assume different appearances without ever compromising the image people associated with “Lee Ji-hoon.”

“Well, this just got a whole lot easier.”


Smirking, I adjusted my tie in the mirror.

The fit of the clothes naturally adjusted to match my customized stats.

“Alright… time to go.”

I left the office building.

Called a taxi.

“To Korea National University Hospital, please.”

I was headed for the largest hospital in the country.



 
  Chapter 5: Playing Savior


“Whew, that’s one big-ass building.”

I stared up at the towering structure of Korea General Hospital, finally standing at the place that would be the starting point of my new life—a life that would soon make me rich.

As soon as I stepped out of the taxi, I felt eyes turning toward me.

Well, of course they did.

A two-meter-tall guy, hood up, face hidden behind a mask? You’d stare too.

But I didn’t care. I walked forward without hesitation.

I stepped past the front gate of Korea General Hospital, into the main lobby, buzzing with people.

‘This spot should do.’

I crouched and pressed my palm to the floor.

Passersby glanced at me with puzzled expressions but didn’t stop.

‘Location set…’

Ziiing…

What I used was magic.

One of several useful spells I’d gained through the [Add Magic Mode].

Among them: the [Quick Travel Spell].

In the original Underdream, fast travel was enabled through the map.

But some players—those who wanted a more immersive fantasy experience—had removed that function via mods.

The result? Players had to travel the entire game world on foot, running and walking their way through quests and landscapes.

But then came the backlash.

Some found it far too inconvenient.

So others posed a question: “If it’s a fantasy setting, why not allow fast travel through magic?”

That led to the birth of the [Quick Travel Spell Add-on].

Some players scoffed. “If you’re going to add this, why remove fast travel in the first place?”

But to me?

‘This is perfect.’

Thanks to that mod, I could now teleport—just like in the game.

Of course, there were limits. I could only designate two locations.

One was my apartment.

The other, right here: the lobby of Korea General Hospital.

‘Guess I won’t need taxis anymore.’

Now I could travel freely between home and the hospital.

With everything set, I headed off without hesitation.

“Let’s see… Trauma center should be… this way.”

If I wanted to make an impression, that was the place to do it.

Ziiing.

The automatic doors slid open as I arrived at the trauma center, revealing a chaotic scene.

“Careful not to jostle the knife!”

“On three—one, two, three!”

Doctors and nurses rushed around, doing everything they could to save a critical patient.

‘Damn… they’re really trying to save that guy? These people are incredible…’

It was the kind of scene that stirred deep respect just by watching.

“Excuse me, who are you?”

A nurse nearby stepped up to me.

“Ah, I’m just—”

“Are you family? If not, I’m sorry, but this is an emergency situation. Please step outside for a moment.”

“…”

Instead of replying, I looked past her.

“Page thoracic! We’re gonna need to aspirate once they’re here! Get the spinal needles—!”

Yeah, this was definitely a real emergency.

But that made it even better.

“Uh, um?! Wait a second! Stop!”

“Activating Enemy Reset Mode.”

Ding!

As the familiar alert tone rang in my ears, the nurse blocking me froze, then turned and rushed back to her duties.

I took that chance to move toward the most critical-looking patient.

“Ah?! BP’s at critical! It’s down to 40!”

I didn’t understand everything they were saying, but it was clearly bad.

‘A knife wound?’

There was a blade lodged deep in the patient’s abdomen.

Doctors and nurses were gathered around, working frantically to save him.

“I-I’m performing the puncture now! Hand me the syringe!”

“Yes, doctor!”

Just as the physician raised a massive syringe to begin the procedure—

“That knife’s in the way.”

“…What?”

He paused, turning toward me with wide eyes.

I ignored his stare and yanked the knife out.

“Huh?”

“What the…?!”

Gasps of disbelief erupted around me.

Then—

“W-WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING—?!”

The doctor shrieked in panic.

“It’s fine. Just watch.”

“Fine?! Who are you?! Nurse! Security—!”

He was shouting toward the nurse when—

Fwaaaash—!

Light burst from my hand.

“Starting… miracle protocol.”


“…What?”

I had come to lend my power.

To help ease the burden of those doctors who performed miracles every day.

***

[Breaking News]

At approximately 8 PM this evening, a mysterious figure appeared at the trauma center of Korea General Hospital in Gangnam, Seoul.
 

In a stunning incident, the unknown individual reportedly saved three critical patients—including one in cardiac arrest from a stab wound—before vanishing without a trace.
 

According to the hospital, the first patient had sustained a deep chest wound when…

***

“Damn… I look good.”

I cracked open a cold beer and took a long swig as I watched the news play on my phone.

There I was, caught clearly on the hospital’s CCTV footage.

[Authorities are currently working to identify the unknown individual…]

The entire country was ablaze with talk of what I’d done.

‘Well, of course they are. I saved three people from the brink of death in seconds.’

I turned off the video and opened a browser to browse the news articles.

Most of the headlines were about me.

[Who Is the 2-Meter-Tall Giant Who Healed the Wounded?]

┗ LMAO what is this, a drama teaser?? Politicians must be trying to distract us

┗ Another deepfake, huh

┗ Looks like AI to me

┗ My friend’s a nurse at that hospital—she said it’s real

┗ Is Korea finally getting its own hunter drama?? I wanna awaken too

The articles were mostly focused on the “healing incident” and speculation about my identity.

The comments, on the other hand, were full of jokes and doubt.

No one seemed to believe it just yet.

And then, the next day, even at the office, people were talking about it.

“You think this is real…?”

“Come on. You believe that crap? It’s the 21st century. Obviously staged.”

“Do you know how insane AI is now? One click and you can fake that kind of footage.”

“…Really?”

Even an unexpected person brought up the incident.

“Hnn… Mmm… Jihoon…”

“Yes?”

I was in the break room with Assistant Manager Kim Sunha, kneading her chest and ass like usual.

“Did you hear…?”

“Hear what?”

“…About the guy who healed people and vanished from the ER.”

“Ah… do you believe that?”

I never expected that.

I thought Kim Sunha would dismiss such a video as fake and not even mention it.

“Could it really be…?”

“…I don’t know. What do you think, Sunha?”

“Heh… lately… you’re calling me by my name…”

“Why? We’ve gotten closer recently. What’s wrong with that? What do you think, Sunha?”

“……I think…”

I stopped massaging my chest for a moment and waited for her answer while my arm rested on her shoulder.

After a brief pause, Kim Sunha replied quietly, her face calm.

“I really… hope it’s true.”

“……”

That was quite an unexpected response.

Maybe she likes fantasy or something?

‘Well, she said she hopes it’s true. I should try to make that wish come true.’

That evening,

I once again rushed out with the CEO’s pressing insistence.

I moved to the bathroom on the first floor of the company, flipped my hood over my head, and put on the mask.

I didn’t forget to change my appearance in customization mode.

I used the saved [GOD] preset.

Then,

“Quick travel.”

Ding!

[Where would you like to travel?]

[Your apartment]

[Lobby of Korean University Hospital]

“To the lobby of Korean University Hospital.”

Ding!

[Traveling to the lobby of Korean University Hospital.]

I used the quick travel mode I had set up the day before.

“Saving on taxi fare is nice.”

Swish!

And in an instant, my surroundings changed.

“Uh…?”

“Ah! You startled me!”

“Hey, wait a second, who’s that…?”

I found myself in the lobby of Korean University Hospital.

People near me jumped back in surprise, some of them recognizing me and freezing in place.

And the reactions that followed were the same for most people.

“The Masked Man!!”

“Whoa! He’s huge! Is he really 2 meters tall?!”

“…Is he here to treat more people?”

Everyone started filming me with their smartphones.

Flashes went off, and cameras focused on me.

I stood still for a moment, under the weight of the countless stares.

‘Yeah, take more pictures and spread them around… Let them believe I’m real.’

And then,

“Hey, hey!”

Several security guards from Korean University Hospital rushed toward me from somewhere.

With tense expressions, they pushed through the crowd and stopped in front of me.

Carefully, one of them spoke up.

“…What brings you here?”

It seemed they didn’t have any intention of taking me away.

After all, I hadn’t done anything wrong.

I calmly answered,

“I’m here to save someone.”

“……”

The security guards fell silent for a moment, then nodded and said,

“We’ll guide you to the trauma center.”

Wait, they didn’t stop me?

I thought they might refuse entry, claiming I was a suspicious person.

‘Did the hospital staff give them instructions?’

Well, I was fine with not having to explain or use any mode.

“Let’s go.”

At that, a few security guards cleared a path by pushing people aside.

I raised my hand to stop them.

“Hold on a moment.”

“Why? What’s the matter?”

“I’m not going to the trauma center today, I’m heading somewhere else.”

“…Where to?”

At the security guard’s question, I smiled faintly inside my mask.

I then opened my mouth so that my voice would be picked up by the surrounding cameras.

“To the cancer center.”

Ziiing…!

“Oh, my…!”

“…It’s going to be alright now.”

I followed the security’s lead toward the cancer center.

Along the way, a doctor who looked like a professor tried to stop me, but seeing my face, probably after watching the news, hesitated and stepped aside.

Later,

I approached a terminally ill cancer patient and used the [Disease Treatment Magic] from the [Magic Add-on Mode].

‘The effect is good.’

I could feel it clearly as I placed my hand on the patient’s body and cast the magic.

My mana flowed out of me, healing the patient’s body.

I could sense where the illness was in their body.

‘Their back hurts too…? I’ll take care of that as well.’

In reality, the healing magic wasn’t something from a mode; it was part of the basic system within [UnderDream].

So, it was unusual to find healing magic in a mode.

Adding something that was already in the game as an unnecessary mode wasn’t really common.

But surprisingly,

[UnderDream] didn’t have magic to cure “diseases.”

There were many spells for recovering HP, but disease treatment had to be done with potions.

Probably to prevent easy removal of diseases like infections from werewolves or vampires using magic.

But,

‘Users wouldn’t just leave those annoying things alone.’

Instead of constantly making and finding disease treatment potions, users added magic for that purpose.

That’s how [Disease Treatment Magic] came to be.

Any symptoms tagged as diseases could be treated.

Even fractures, lacerations, and other regular injuries were treated as diseases.

Without HP in reality, it was essentially a cure-all magic.

Ziiing…

When the treatment was finished, the light faded, and I removed my hand from the patient’s body. Turning to the people who had been watching, I said,

“It’s done. The disease has been cured.”

The crowd murmured, and the professor who had blocked me earlier approached the patient.

“Old man! Let’s get you checked now!”

“Yeah…! But I don’t need the test…! I’m completely healed! Really…! I’m better now…!”

No one shouted that it was a scam or fake.

Of course not.

I had already treated three people at the trauma center yesterday.

And the magical light pouring out of my hands added to the effect.

Though everyone acted as if they wouldn’t believe until they confirmed it,

no one doubted that the illness had been cured.

Then, I turned to the doctor helping the elderly patient up.

“Alright, now we have two more.”

“Eh…?”

“Please tell me the two most urgent patients.”

“……”


The doctor, still looking stunned, nodded after hearing my words.

The people around us watched with smiles full of expectation.

‘Well… I guess I’ll play the savior for a bit.’

With this, I had set the stage to make money.

I walked toward the next patient with a grin inside my mask.



 
  Chapter 6: First Come, First Served


After finishing the treatment of the third and final cancer patient, I looked around at the people gathered around me and said calmly,  

“The treatment is for three people only. Today’s session is over.”  

A sigh of disappointment filled the air, followed by urgent cries.  

“Doctor! Please…! Please, just save one more person! My mother is suffering so much!”  

“Please, just treat one more!”  

It seemed to be the relatives of the patients, some of whom were begging desperately, their voices shaking.  

But no one clung to my clothes or tried to grab me.  

“Step back!”  

“Don’t come any closer!”  

Security, who were quick on their feet, intervened, pushing the people away.  

I calmly spoke to the crowd.  

“I will be back tomorrow. If you need treatment, please come to me tomorrow.”  

“Wait, just a second━!!”  

Hands reached out between the security guards, trying to grab me, but I simply observed the scene with satisfaction.  

With that, I teleported back to my apartment.  

*Swish!*  

“Uh… where…?”  

“Didn’t you just…?”  

When the Masked Man suddenly disappeared, those who had been pushing against the security guards stared blankly into the air.  

The security guards who had blocked them, along with the nurses, were equally stunned.  

“He’s gone…”  

“Is this even possible?”  

“Did he hide? Where did he go? Doctor! Please! I’m so desperate! Please…!!”  

People reacted in a variety of ways, looking around for any sign of the Masked Man.  

But it was hard to believe he could have slipped past the crowd and out of the hospital unnoticed.  

The Masked Man had vanished in the blink of an eye.  

“A god…”  

One patient muttered under their breath.  

That muttering quickly spread among the others, like an infection.  

“A god has appeared!”  

“He’s the savior!”  

“He must be the Lord returned to us! He performed a miracle!”  

In an instant, the atmosphere shifted from a hospital ward to something akin to a religious gathering.  

A terminally ill cancer patient, who had been in excruciating pain and could hardly walk, now claimed to have been completely healed the moment the Masked Man touched them.  

And then, just as quickly, the man disappeared before their eyes.  

How could this be anything but a divine miracle?  

At that moment,  

“Move aside! Please, clear the way!”  

Someone pushed through the crowd of people and arrived at the spot where the Masked Man had disappeared.  

“Director…”  

“Professor Lim, we’ve heard the story. Where is the man who healed the cancer patients?”  

The director of Korean University Hospital had rushed to the scene the moment he heard about the miraculous healer.  

But even after arriving, there was no sign of the 2-meter tall man wearing a mask.  

In response to the director’s confusion, Professor Lim, looking as though he had seen a ghost, quietly spoke.  

“He disappeared…”  

“What…?”  

“He treated three cancer patients, and then suddenly, he vanished. Just like that.”  

“……”  

“He said he would come again tomorrow.”  

Upon hearing this explanation, the director’s face froze, and after a moment, he issued orders to the security.  

“If he comes again tomorrow, report to me immediately. Also, tell him to wait for me for a moment.”  

“Yes, understood.”  

With his instructions given, the director hurriedly left the scene.  

“Ah, finally, some proper reactions.”  

I lay back on my bed, just like yesterday, and checked my phone to see how people were reacting.  

I was reading a news article on a portal site.  

[God Appears, Miracle Heals Terminal Cancer Patients!]

The article included a video.  

It showed footage taken by people in the hospital lobby, where I stood, speaking clearly into the camera.  

[Let’s head to the cancer center.]

The comments on the video were completely different from those of the day before.  

┗ Haha, did he really cure cancer like that?  

┗ It’s either fake, staged, or a scam. How can a disease just disappear that quickly?  

re:┗ But they said it worked? The hospital confirmed it.  

re:┗ The results show that the terminal cancer patients are now completely healed.  

re:┗ Is he really a god?? Haha, I’m going to start going to church now.  

This article wasn’t the only one.  

News stations and YouTubers were also covering the mysterious man who healed the cancer patients.  

People’s attention was completely focused on the topic.  

‘Well, after showing a miracle, how could they not be interested?’  

At this point, the publicity was more than enough.  

Of course, I still needed to go to the hospital tomorrow.  

And the next day…  

“Huh? Where’s Assistant Manager Kim Sunha?”  

I arrived at the office as usual, but I didn’t see Assistant Manager Kim Sunha, who was always there early.  

The workday was about to start, and she was still missing.  

Kim Jooim, who was nearby, spoke up.  

“Oh, Assistant Manager Kim took a day off today.”  

“Day off?”  


“Yeah, haha, maybe she’s got a hot date or something.”  

“Hmm…”  

It wasn’t too surprising that someone with her looks might have a man waiting.  

‘But I didn’t hear anything about her taking a day off.’  

Did the CEO approve it last minute?  

When I was there, they used to yell at me if I even asked for a sick day.  

‘Maybe because she’s the only woman here, she gets special treatment.’  

I couldn’t deny it, though, it was annoying.  

Even though the CEO made me work with a fever of 40°C, Kim Sunha got a free day off.  

And now, she was off meeting a man?  

‘If that’s the case, I’m going to make her regret it tomorrow.’  

I didn’t care much for the Golden Sun, but I figured I’d make it fun if it was her man.  

The office returned to normal, but I couldn’t help but feel a little disappointed that I couldn’t fondle Kim Sunha’s large, soft chest today.  

Still, I’d get my chance tomorrow.  

As the workday ended,  

“Alright, if everyone’s done, let’s call it a day.”  

The CEO glanced at the clock, then looked my way, signaling the end of the day.  

Of course, the other employees, noticing, stayed behind to work.  

I leisurely stood up and left the office.  

“Alright, let’s go. Quick travel.”  

Ding! 

Just like yesterday, I used the restroom on the first floor, changed my appearance, and teleported to the hospital.  

And then,  

“He’s here━!!”  

The moment the scenery around me shifted,  

Flashes of camera lights went off all around me.  

The lobby was packed with reporters and a massive crowd of onlookers, all focusing on me.  

Click! Click, click!

The attention was intense,  

And around me, security guards who had already positioned themselves formed a protective circle to keep the crowd at bay.  

‘It’s as expected, but this is massive.’  

It seemed that gathered here were reporters seeking an interview or individuals hoping for treatment.

And then, at that moment, someone I hadn’t seen before approached me.

An elderly man in a doctor’s coat.

‘The director…?’

His name tag clearly displayed his title as the hospital director, and with a cautious expression, he addressed me.

“Good afternoon. I am Park Tae-Soo, the director of this hospital. May I have a moment of your time?”

“Yes, well…”

“Let’s go to my office. Don’t worry about the reporters and others; the security will handle them.”

“Hmm…”

I had expected him to want to talk here, but if he was suggesting his office, it seemed like he had something urgent to discuss.

However, my goal wasn’t the hospital director.

“Then, may I speak with the public for just a moment?”

“Pardon?”

“If it’s a bother, I can move to another location. I don’t mind if it’s a different hospital, a hotel, or even a park.”

“Oh, no! Please, let’s stay here! It’s fine with us!”

The director quickly waved his hands, trying to stop me from moving.

As expected.

It seemed like he was hoping to use my abilities and the publicity to make some money.

Well, I had already received his approval.

I checked the nearby security personnel, making sure they were managing the crowd with microphones.

[Everyone! Please don’t cross the line! It’s disrupting other patients’ use of the hospital! Over there, behind…!]

I approached one of the security guards.

Tap, tap.

I gently tapped his shoulder, and he turned to face me.

With his solid build and height of about 190 cm, he was looking up at me, visibly startled by my towering 2-meter frame.

“Uh, um…”

“Can I borrow that for a moment?”

“Y-Yes! Of course!”

While the miraculous healing was part of the spectacle, it was likely my overwhelming height that added to the intimidation factor.

The burly security guard, looking like a scared dog with its tail between its legs, handed me the microphone.

[A-Ah.]

Tap, tap.

I took the microphone and began testing my voice.

The person managing the speaker adjusted the volume to match.

\[Good afternoon, everyone.]

My voice echoed through the hospital lobby, and immediately, all the reporters and onlookers turned their attention toward me.

Being tall made it easy for others to spot me right away.

[I am here to treat those whose conditions cannot be healed through regular medical means.]

The lobby fell into sudden silence at my words.

It was the reporters who broke the silence.

Swarm!

They rushed forward, pushing through the security to shove their microphones in my face.

“Excuse me, can you tell us why you wear a mask?!”

“How did you treat the cancer patients?”

“Some people are calling you an angel sent from the heavens! Are you associated with any religious group?!”

True to their nature, the reporters were relentless, trying to grab the hot scoop.

Meanwhile, behind them, some ordinary people, desperate for help, stared at the reporters with frustration.

[Ah… well, before I address your questions, let me clarify a few things.]

As soon as I spoke, the reporters went silent, and the only sound was the clicking of camera shutters.

[First, I am not a god, not an angel, nor a prophet. I’m just an ordinary person. Please refrain from starting any religious movements centered around me.]

With that statement, the flood of questions resumed.

“So, if you’re not any of those, then…!!”

“How is it possible for you to treat cancer?!”

I ignored all their questions and continued.

“If miracles are not related to religion, then…”

[From now on, I will treat three patients every day, on a first-come, first-served basis.]

“…Huh?”

Suddenly, the barrage of questions stopped.

Everyone froze, staring at me with tense expressions.

[Every day, I will treat three patients here, first come, first-served. I won’t charge any money.]

The reporters, their faces frozen, opened their mouths in shock, and soon, a storm of questions began again.

‘At this point, a reaction is coming.’

I grinned behind my mask as I looked at their cameras.

This was just the starting point for me to make money.

But, the people paying wouldn’t be the typical patients.

‘Treating any illness, for free, on a first-come, first-served basis. Only three a day.’

With these conditions,

I knew people who couldn’t wait for the line would show up.

The kind of people who never took a number ticket and always stood at the front.

They would be my customers.

‘Alright, let’s start treating these three now.’

Meanwhile, the director was shouting something about not making such decisions without consulting others.

It seemed like he wanted to profit off me, but was thrown off when I declared free service.

Ignoring his objections, I returned to my original spot.

The security guards quickly surrounded me, blocking anyone from approaching.

“…Huh?”

At that moment,

With my 2-meter height, I saw a familiar face above the crowd.

“Sunha?”

Kim Sunha, the assistant manager, was standing far back among the crowd, gazing at me with a look of longing.

***

\[Every day, I will treat three patients here, first come, first served. I won’t charge any money.]

One of the top companies in South Korea,

Hanlim Group.

The chairman of this conglomerate, Han Sejin,

sat at his desk, watching the news.

The figure on the screen was none other than the mysterious savior causing the latest stir.

“Three people, huh…”

Han Sejin intently watched the massive man in the hood and mask.

And then,

Rrrrrrr.

The phone in his office rang.

Click.

[Chairman, Secretary Yoo is here to see you.]

“Let him in.”

Creeeak.

“Chairman!”

The door opened, and Secretary Yoo, Han Sejin’s most trusted aide, stepped in.

“It’s about that person you asked about! He just appeared at Korean University Hospital!”

“I know, I’m watching the news now.”

“…I see.”

Secretary Yoo, who had been keeping a close watch on the masked savior, fell silent upon hearing the chairman’s words.

He had come to report, but since the chairman already knew, he now only awaited instructions.


“Haah…”

With a sigh, Han Sejin finally spoke to Secretary Yoo.

“Get in touch with Korean University Hospital. I’ll go see him personally.”

“Yes.”

As Secretary Yoo left, the ones who didn’t wait in line began to stir.



 
  Chapter 7: Do You Trust Me?


Just after declaring that I would treat three people for free every day in the lobby of the Korea National Hospital, I spotted Assistant Manager Kim Seonha.

‘Did she take today off just to come here?’

I had thought she would be idly resting somewhere. But finding her here was an unexpected surprise.

From a distance, her expression seemed like the others around her: desperate and anxious. She was struggling to get closer, pushing forward as best as she could.

‘Well, let’s finish the task at hand first.’

Although it was a surprise to see Kim Seonha, what mattered now was playing the role of a savior. I picked up the microphone again.

[Now, I will select three people.]

I pointed to the three people standing closest to the stage.

[You there, you, and you, please come forward.]

The security made a path, and the three people rushed toward me, kneeling in front of me.

“Th-thank you…! Thank you so much!”

“Doctor…! Could you possibly treat my mother…?”

“My child is sick…! Doctor, could you treat them if I bring them here…?”

They all had urgent needs. Those who weren’t sick themselves brought others who needed treatment.

“Cough… Doctor, I have pancreatic cancer… Is that treatable…?”

“Yes, please stay still.”

The first patient had pancreatic cancer. I placed my hand on his shoulder and used [Disease Healing Magic]. The light of the magic burst forth, and I could feel the patient’s condition.

‘Cancer is easy once you’ve dealt with it a few times.’

Click! Click!

Nearby, a broadcasting station contracted with the hospital filmed closely, capturing every moment.

“It’s done.”

“A-ah…! Th-thank you! Thank you so much!”

“Sir, how are you feeling? Can we interview you here for a moment?”

“Ugh, yes…! I… I’m so grateful!”

Next was the second patient.

“This is my mother.”

“Where is she in pain?”

The person who brought his mother hesitated for a moment. Then, tears filled his eyes as he looked at me.

“She has dementia…”

“Dementia?”

“Yes…! Please, Doctor…! Tell me you can treat her…!”

“Hah… Let me take a look.”

Dementia. Could this be treated as a disease as well?

Click! Click, click!

At the mention of dementia, the reporters filming us began snapping pictures even more eagerly.

I then placed my hand on the shoulder of the elderly woman, who was throwing a tantrum toward her daughter.

‘This…’

I used the magic.

Ziiing…

Light emanated from my hand, and I closed my eyes, focusing. After a brief moment, I sighed.

“Hah… It’s done.”

I smiled softly, glancing at the daughter of the dementia patient. Though, with my mask on, the smile was unseen.

“Mom… Do you recognize me…?”

At my words, the woman gently stroked her mother’s cheek with trembling hands.

Then…

“Se… Seonyeong…”

“Mom…!”

The mother, who had been unresponsive just moments ago, looked at her daughter and began to tear up. 

The two shared an emotional reunion before heading off for an interview with the broadcasting team.

“Alright, next. Is it this person?”

“Yes, yes…! Doctor…! This is my child…!”

An older woman had brought a man in his 30s, sitting in a wheelchair. I had expected a child, but apparently, she still called him her “child.”

“He has ALS, Doctor…! Please…! Could you treat him…?”

“Hmmm…”

After treating dementia, I felt a boost of confidence. 

I grabbed the wrist of the man sitting in the wheelchair.

The patient’s muscles were paralyzed, and he could neither speak nor walk on his own.

And then…

Fwoosh!

“It’s done.”

The treatment was completed in an instant.

“Ugh… Ma…”

“Ta… Taesik…!”

The patient’s eyes began to sparkle, revived by the magic. 

While I hadn’t been able to restore all the lost muscle, the paralyzed muscles had been healed, and the patient slowly moved his arms.

Restoring lost muscles would be possible through magic, but that wasn’t my job.

What I did was heal diseases that modern medicine could not treat.

The subsequent rehabilitation would be handled by the hospital.

“Hah… Well, I think that will be all for today.”

As the ALS patient left for the broadcast interview, I stood up.

Just then…

“Yes, yes…! What?!”

I heard the hospital director’s voice from behind.

“W-what? The chairman…? Right now? Ah, understood!”

The director hung up the phone and immediately turned to me.

“Doctor…!”

“Yes?”

“If you’re done with the treatment, may I speak with you for a moment? There’s someone who…”

“…”


“There’s someone who really wants to meet you…”

Looking down at the 2-meter-tall director, I saw him trembling as he made his difficult request.

‘Already coming?’

The person he was referring to, the one who wanted to meet me, was likely someone who had watched the live broadcast.

It could be the CEO of a large company, or a key figure in politics. Someone who could solve everything with money, with immense wealth.

One of those people was already making moves to approach me.

I smiled inwardly beneath my mask.

“I’m sorry, but I’m busy today.”

“What? What do you mean…?”

“Tell them I’ll meet them tomorrow.”

“Just a moment! Doctor! The person coming now is from Hanlim Group…!”

“Fast Travel.”

Whoosh!

Before the director could finish speaking, I used Fast Travel and moved to my apartment, leaving him behind.

***

“Ha… That was hectic.”

I returned from the noisy and crowded hospital lobby to the small, quiet apartment in an instant.

The sudden change of location felt almost unreal, like I had seen something that wasn’t really there.

“Pancreatic cancer… dementia… and ALS…”

Creeeak.

I collapsed into the chair, recalling the patients I treated today. The chair groaned under my weight.

“I didn’t expect dementia to be treatable.”

Today’s success had been significant.

And with the patient interviews prepared by the hospital, the world would soon know.

That the previously incurable diseases could now be healed.

And the only person capable of doing that.

“Hanlim Group, you say…?”

The identity of the person the director mentioned.

It was a top-ranking, famous conglomerate in South Korea.

But…

Even though it was a major corporation, the one in control right now was me.

I was the one who would decide when to meet, not them.

For this reason, I deliberately rejected the meeting today and returned immediately.

‘By the way…’

I leaned back a bit further in my chair, staring at the ceiling.

What stood out more than Hallym Group, though, was the memory of Kim Sunha, whom I had seen in the hospital lobby earlier today.

Her words from the break room a while ago suddenly resurfaced in my mind.

‘Do you know about that?’

‘What story?’

‘…About the person who suddenly appeared, treated people, and disappeared?’

‘Ah, do you believe it?’

‘Do you think it’s true?’

‘…I’m not sure. What do you think, Sunha?’

‘…I hope it’s real.’

“….”

The strange expression she had back then lingered in my memory.

And now, here she was again, in the same hospital lobby where I had appeared today.

She had even taken a day off to come here.

“Hmm… well, if I’m curious, I can just ask.”

I pushed myself up from the chair and soon returned to Lee Ji-hoon’s original appearance, which was saved in my custom settings.

After taking a shower, I went straight to bed.

The next morning.

“Good morning.”

“……”

“Kim Sunha?”

“…Ah, yes. Good morning, Ji-hoon.”

I arrived at the office earlier than usual.

The office was empty except for Kim Sunha, who had arrived before me and was sitting at her desk.

She seemed to be catching up on work that she couldn’t finish because of her day off.

Her expression was dark, not because of stress from her piled-up tasks, but more like someone disappointed because they hadn’t been able to achieve what they had hoped for.

With that look on her face, I approached her.

“…What’s going on?”

“What’s wrong?”

I gently placed my hand on her shoulder, but she immediately shot me a sharp glare.

“…Why are you asking? Go and do your work, Assistant Lee.”

“….”

She clearly seemed upset.

Not long ago, she had allowed me to rub her chest when she was anxious, but now, she didn’t even permit me to place a hand on her shoulder.

She pushed my hand away and turned back to her monitor with a cold attitude.

Even though we had become quite close through physical contact, it seemed like the wall between us had suddenly gone up.

I stared at her back as she typed away on the keyboard.

She was fully absorbed in her work, ignoring me completely.

…But somehow, I couldn’t help but see my past self reflected in her.

‘Why is that? She’s definitely someone who annoys me with her attitude.’

My father ran off, leaving behind a mountain of debt.

The loan sharks kept pressing me to pay the 200 million won he owed.

My colleagues and supervisors were unbearable.

Work was exhausting.

My life was miserable.

Back then, I had felt just like Kim Sunha looked now—frustrated and overwhelmed.

Maybe that’s why.

“Sunha?”

“……”

I called out to her, not letting her continue to ignore me.

I could have just let her be, as she had clearly built a wall between us.

But they say even brushing past someone creates a connection.

And for some reason, I felt like my bond with Kim Sunha was deeper than just that.

“Sunha?”

“…Assistant Lee, I told you… just go do your work…”

“Yesterday, you were at Hallym Hospital’s lobby, right?”

“……”

I decided to reach out to her, offering a helping hand.

“…How do you know about that?”

“Well, how could I know?”

I gently leaned forward and placed my face near hers, my hand softly resting on her shoulder once more.

“The important thing isn’t how I know, Sunha.”

“……”

“The important thing is whether you choose to trust me or not.”

“What are you talking about…?”

“This is an important crossroads in your life, so answer carefully.”

I smiled slightly at her, waiting for her response.


“Do you want to trust me? Or not?”

“……”

I extended my hand toward her.

Whether she accepted or rejected it was up to her.

Kim Sunha stared at me with trembling eyes.



 
  Chapter 8: Trust and Repayment


After Kim Sunha’s visit to the Korea National University Hospital lobby, that night, she collapsed in her room, hugging her knees and sobbing with her head bowed. 

Beside her, the smartphone blared the voice of a news anchor.

[Today’s treated patients included those with terminal pancreatic cancer, dementia, and ALS—all deemed beyond medical hope. Yet, once again, the figure known as the ‘Savior’ appeared…]

The news was abuzz with stories of the mysterious masked man. 

A man who cured diseases deemed untreatable by modern medicine and then vanished. 

He didn’t just heal critical injuries or cancer. 

After today’s events, the entire world knew: the Masked Man could cure any illness.

Those who witnessed the miracle of dementia being reversed harbored no doubts. 

And Kim Sunha, watching from afar, was certain of it too.

But that certainty only deepened her despair. 

“Three people a day, first come, first served…” she murmured.

After seeing the news of the Masked Man healing three terminal cancer patients, Kim Sunha had immediately taken a day off from work. 

Clutching a fragile hope, she went to the hospital lobby, but she wasn’t the only desperate soul there.

The lobby was packed with people, all yearning for the Masked Man’s miracle. 

And that crowd would likely persist—tomorrow, the day after, even a year from now. 

The world was full of incurable diseases, and those craving miracles were even more numerous.

“When will my turn come?” 

That was the root of Kim Sunha’s despair.

She had a job. 

She had to work, earn a salary, or she couldn’t survive, let alone pay hospital bills. 

She couldn’t camp out daily in the hospital lobby, fighting for a spot. 

She’d found a solution, but it remained just out of reach.

“Maybe… it was easier when there was no hope at all.”

When there was no answer, she’d accepted her fate and trudged on. 

But now, with hope dangling before her, her resolve wavered. 

Despair seeped in, shaking the fragile strength she’d clung to. 

Her unchanged reality, despite a solution existing, felt pitiful and pathetic.

So, with a heart worn to exhaustion, Kim Sunha dragged herself to work as usual.

“This is an important crossroads in your life, so answer carefully.” It was then that Lee Jihoon spoke to her, his words cryptic and unexpected.

“What’s he talking about?” 

At first, she assumed he was approaching to grope her, as he often did. 

Though, for some reason, she’d come to see it as playful teasing. 

But today, utterly drained, she rebuffed him more sharply than usual.

Yet Jihoon persisted, pressing her with an odd question. 

“Do you want to trust me? Or not?”

“…”

Trust or distrust. He demanded an answer without explanation, almost like a religious test.

“Are you… messing with me right now?” Initially, she was furious, incredulous.

But Jihoon just smiled softly, gazing at her. 

And in that moment, as her irritation surged, his earlier words echoed in her mind.

“This is an important crossroads in your life, so answer carefully.”

“…”

A crossroads in life. 

For some reason, those words snagged in her heart. 

The rational response would’ve been to snap at him, maybe even slap him. 

But…

“…I’ll trust you,” she whispered.

“What was that?”

“I’ll trust you…” 

Tears welled up, spilling over. 

Perhaps it was the flood of stories about impossible miracles she’d heard recently.

She wanted to lean on something—anything. 

Even if it was a prank, even if it was nonsense, she clung to the tiniest sliver of possibility. 

She was so exhausted, so ready to give up, that she answered Jihoon’s question through her tears.

“I’ll trust you, Jihoon… so please, do something…”

“…”

To her weary, desperate plea, Jihoon grinned and patted her shoulder. 

“Good. Shall we go now?”

“…What?” Go where?

Bewildered by his confident, incomprehensible words, Kim Sunha stared up at him blankly.

***

“No matter how you look at it, I can’t resist a pretty woman,” I thought, watching Kim Sunha plead through her tears. 

Her usual haughty attitude had always grated on me, but seeing her fragile beauty as she wept stirred something in me. 

Plus, I owed her a bit for past favors.

A short while later, the CEO arrived at the office. 

“Oh, Assistant Manager Lee and Assistant Manager Kim. Early as always, huh?”

“Sir, can Assistant Manager Kim Sunha and I step out for some fieldwork?” I asked.

“What? Fieldwork? Where, all of a sudden?”

“Something urgent came up. I’ll handle it and report later. That’s okay, right?”

“Hey, Assistant Manager Lee! You can’t just leave without explanation—!”

“Is it okay?” I repeated, casually picking up a keyboard.

Clatter. 

The now-reformed CEO, seeing the keyboard in my hand, quickly nodded his approval. 

“Fine, go ahead!”

“Let’s go,” I said, grabbing Kim Sunha’s hand in front of the office staff and leading her out. 

Then a thought struck me. 

“Oh, by the way, where are we going?”

“…What?” She blinked, confused.

I realized I didn’t know why she’d gone to the hospital. 


All I knew was that she sought a miracle. So, I asked directly, “Where do you need help? Where should we go?”

“…” Kim Sunha stared at me, dazed, then nodded with a hardened expression. “The hospital… a hospital.”

“Alright, we’ll take a taxi. You know the address, right?”

“Yes.”

We left the office and caught a taxi on the main road. 

“To the Seoul Consciousness Rehabilitation Center, please,” Kim Sunha instructed.

As the taxi moved, she glanced at me nervously, her unease palpable.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“…It’s just…” She hesitated.

“It’s fine, just say it.”

Her anxious looks were getting to me, so I prodded her to speak. 

After a moment’s pause, she cautiously opened her mouth. 

“I said I’d trust you, but… what are you actually planning to do? You don’t even know my situation.”

“…”

Fair point. 

She clearly hadn’t figured out that I was the Masked Man. 

Understandable, given my altered height and build in the [GOD] preset.

“Explaining would be easy, but…” 

I glanced at the taxi driver.

This wasn’t the place to reveal my secret, not when I’d gone to such lengths to hide it. 

“You said you’d trust me, so trust me to the end.”

“What…?”

“I’ll definitely help you.”

“…” 

Kim Sunha gave me a slight glare, her eyes narrowing. 

“And if nothing gets resolved, and… we get fired from the company?”

“Oh…” 

She had a point. 

I’d strong-armed the CEO to let us leave, so getting fired wouldn’t be surprising. 

She’d taken a real risk trusting me.

“Haha,” I chuckled.

“You’re laughing?” she snapped.

“Seriously, don’t worry.” I grinned at her anxious expression. 

“If we get fired, I’ll take responsibility.”

“…”

Why not? 

I had the power to support someone like her now. 

Besides, there was no reason I couldn’t solve her problem.

A short while later, the taxi screeched to a stop. 

“We’re here,” the driver announced.

“Here’s my card,” I said, paying the fare.

We stepped out at the Seoul Consciousness Rehabilitation Center. 

It wasn’t as grand as Korea National University Hospital, but it was still a sizable facility. 

I followed Kim Sunha’s lead as she navigated with familiarity, taking the elevator and heading to a specific ward.

Click.

She slid open the door.

Beep. Beep. Beep.

The ward was a standard four-person room, with four patients lying in beds. 

None were awake.

“This is…” I started.

“Over here,” Kim Sunha said, her face shadowed as she walked toward one of the beds.

“…”

There lay a man around my age, perhaps slightly younger-looking. 

“My younger brother,” she said.

“Oh…” 

The resemblance was striking.

“Is he… just sleeping?” 

I ventured, though the ward’s atmosphere and her expression told me otherwise.

“…” 

She didn’t answer.

“Not sleeping, then,” I murmured, realizing the truth. 

A vegetative state. Her brother, in a coma, was the source of her desperation.

“He’s been like this for seven years,” she said softly.

“…”

“At first, we held onto hope that he’d wake up. My mother worked, and I juggled part-time jobs and caregiving.” 

Her voice trembled as she began to unload her burdens, her eyes reddening. 

“Things got a bit better once I started working full-time, but… it’s still overwhelming. Neither my mother nor I can afford to stop working. Saving money is nearly impossible. The hospital bills are just too much.”

“…”

“We kept trying, refusing to give up, but…” 

Tears fell again, dripping onto the floor.

This was the third time I’d seen her cry. 

Bowing her head, she whispered, “You must be shocked, right?”

“Huh?”

“About helping me. It’s… a lot more complicated than you thought, isn’t it?”

“Oh…” 

She thought I’d meant I’d help by easing her burden, perhaps by visiting her brother occasionally. 

Of course, she hadn’t expected a miracle like the Masked Man’s.

“Sorry, Sunha,” I said.

“…” Her shoulders slumped.

“I’m too busy to help by watching your brother,” I continued.

“…Right,” she replied, her eyes filled with disappointment, as if I’d betrayed her trust.

I met her gaze and flashed a grin. 

“But I’ll repay your trust another way.”

“How…?” she asked, uncertain.

“Like this.” 

I placed my hand on her brother’s chest.

Her expression turned puzzled, and then—

Fwoosh!

A burst of light erupted from my hand.

“W-What…?” 

Her eyes widened in shock.

“Vegetative states are new to me, but I cured dementia, so…” 

Naturally, a coma was classified as a disease. At this point, there was likely nothing I couldn’t heal.

“Jihoon…! What is this…?” 

Her voice trembled as she finally realized who I was.

“It’ll be quick,” I assured her.

Moments later, the light faded. 

Fwoosh…

“…”

“…”

We both stared intently at her brother’s face.

“…Ugh.” His eyes fluttered open.

“Where…?” he mumbled.

“Doha!” Kim Sunha threw herself at him, wrapping him in a fierce embrace.

“Huh…? Sis?” he said, bewildered.

“Sob… Hic…” she wept.

“Sis, what’s going on?”

“Hic… Waaaah…” 


She clung to him, sobbing uncontrollably.

For seven years, she’d likely held back her tears to keep from breaking. 

Having lived under the weight of loan sharks’ debts myself, I understood her heart all too well. 

The day I gained the ability to install mods, I’d laughed and shouted like a madman, releasing years of pent-up anguish. 

Now, Kim Sunha was doing the same, holding her brother tightly and letting all her pain pour out in endless tears.



 
  Chapter 9: A Kind Person


“Thank you, Jihoon…” Kim Sunha’s first heartfelt words were ones of gratitude.

Her younger brother, awake after seven years, was currently undergoing tests elsewhere in the hospital. 

Kim Sunha and I had retreated to the rooftop, sipping coffee to steady our nerves.

“Really… I don’t know how I’ll ever repay this kindness.”

“It’s free anyway, so don’t worry about it. You just got lucky, Sunha,” I said with a shrug.

“Still…” She sniffled, her gaze meeting mine. Her eyes, swollen from crying, burned with sincerity. “I’ll repay you, I swear.”

“…”

She clearly didn’t like the idea of being indebted. 

The air grew heavy, so I flashed a playful grin to lighten the mood. 

“Well, how about repaying me a little right now?”

“Huh…?” She blinked, caught off guard.

“I’m itching to cop a feel. Let me, and I’ll knock the debt down to half price,” I teased, miming a squeezing gesture with my hands.

Kim Sunha stared at me, her face blank. “…”

“Haha, sorry! My sense of humor’s terrible,” I backpedaled, laughing awkwardly.

“You want to touch…?” she asked, her voice soft as she turned her body toward me, her ample chest catching my eye beneath her shirt.

Her earnest reaction made me chuckle nervously, and I waved my hands. 

“No, no! I was kidding, just a joke!”

“Really…? But you touch me all the time at the office,” she said, tilting her head.

“Well, yeah, but…” 

I trailed off. 

It seemed the [Enemy Reset Mod] had slightly warped her sense of normalcy. 

A joke like that would’ve earned a slap from anyone else, savior or not.

“Listen, Sunha,” I said, growing serious.

“Yes?”

“Just so we’re clear, if someone says they want to touch you, that’s sexual harassment.”

“I know that,” she replied, looking puzzled.

When I faltered, she seemed to catch my train of thought and continued. 

“Of course, I know touching someone inappropriately is harassment. But… when you do it, Jihoon, it doesn’t feel like a problem. Well, if you overdo it, it’s annoying, but…”

“…”

“Why is that? Now that I think about it, it’s kind of strange…” She trailed off, resting her chin in her hand, lost in thought.

It was definitely the mod’s influence. 

“Good thing it hasn’t completely skewed her sense of right and wrong,” 

I thought, resolving to stop groping her impulsively. 

Before, I’d done it out of petty resentment and a touch of revenge, but knowing her story now, those feelings had evaporated.

“Anyway, moving on!” I said, eager to change the subject before she pieced together anything about the mods.

“Yes?” she prompted.

“What’s your plan now? Your brother’s awake.”

“I’ll keep working at the company,” she said, glancing at me. 

“Even though he’s awake, seven years in a coma means he’ll need time to recover. I still have to earn money for hospital bills and living expenses.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” I said confidently.

“What?”

“When I healed him, I restored all his lost muscle mass. He won’t even need rehab.”

“…”

As the Masked Man, I usually limited myself to curing incurable diseases, leaving recovery to the hospital. 

But Sunha wasn’t just anyone, so I’d gone the extra mile, fully restoring her brother as a bonus.

“Jihoon…” Her voice was cautious, almost reverent. 

“I don’t know if it’s okay to ask, but… how is this even possible?”

“…”

I’d expected the question. 

I’d revealed my identity knowing it might come up. 

“No need to explain the mods, though,” I decided. 

The only reason I hid my identity as the Masked Man was to avoid public exposure. 

Sunha wasn’t the type to broadcast my face to the world, so her knowing didn’t matter much.

“It just… happened one day. I could do it,” I said vaguely.

“Out of nowhere…?” she pressed.

“Yeah, pretty wild, right?”

“…” 

She stared at me, momentarily speechless, then broke into a gentle smile. 

“You’re a kind person, Jihoon.”

It was perhaps the first smile I’d seen from her since we started at the company. 

I’d only ever known her icy glares or somber expressions. 

With that smile, her beauty seemed to multiply tenfold.

“Me…?” I asked, incredulous.

“Yeah, I just realized it,” she said warmly.

“Why…? I’m not exactly a saint.” 

I was just an ordinary guy who’d smashed his boss’s head with a keyboard in a fit of vengeance. Hardly the stuff of heroes.

“But… the first thing you did with that power was help people for free,” she said, catching me off guard. 

“If it were me, I’d probably—embarrassingly—charge for it. So, you’re amazing, Jihoon. Using your power to help others right away? That’s… admirable.”

“…”

She glanced at me, her eyes soft with something new—respect, maybe. 

My conscience twinged. 

Truthfully, my free treatments were just a strategy, not some noble mission to save lives.

“Anyway, I’m rooting for you, Jihoon,” she said brightly.

“Uh, thanks…” I mumbled, flustered.

“Hehe, shall we head back?” she asked, standing up.

“To the office? What about your brother?”

“I called my mom. She got permission from her boss and is on her way now.”

“Still, it’s been forever since your family’s been together…”

“It’s fine, let’s go,” she insisted, gently grabbing my wrist. 


“If we get fired, you’re taking responsibility, right?”

“…” 

Her playful jab made me chuckle as I stood. Getting fired would be a problem, after all.

***

“Sorry for leaving so suddenly, sir,” Kim Sunha said, bowing deeply to the CEO upon our return to the office. 

There was no need for her to grovel, but for the sake of her future at the company, I joined her in the apology.

When the CEO asked what happened, Sunha explained her situation—carefully omitting my identity. 

She focused on her brother waking up after seven years in a coma.

“Good grief, you could’ve just told me! I’d have let you go without all this ‘fieldwork’ nonsense!” the CEO exclaimed.

“…”

“Ahem…” 

He faltered under my subtle glare, likely feeling a pang of guilt. 

Normally, he’d have told her to go after work hours.

“Anyway, congratulations, Assistant Manager Kim,” he said, patting her shoulder.

“Thank you, sir,” she replied.

“But…” 

He glanced between Sunha and me, his eyes narrowing. 

“Your brother woke up, so why did Assistant Manager Lee go with you?”

“…”

“…” 

Silence fell over the office. 

Other employees, eavesdropping while working, turned their attention to us.

“You two… you’re not…?” the CEO ventured.

“No, sir, it’s not like that,” I cut in.

“Oh, uh, right?”

“Assistant Manager Kim was just shaken up, so I helped her out. That’s all.”

“Ah, got it. If you say so, Lee. Haha! Alright, everyone, back to work! Congrats again, Kim!” 

Thankfully, the CEO’s suspicions were quelled without resorting to fists.

Sunha and I returned to our duties unscathed. 

That day, I felt the sting of my colleagues’ glares more than usual—not from fear of my past violence, but from jealousy over my closeness with Sunha. 

Well, I was the only one who’d groped her, so I couldn’t exactly complain.

As the workday ended, I stood, ready to leave. 

“I’ll head out now. See you all tomorrow.”

“Yeah, go on, Lee! Get outta here!” my coworkers called, now accustomed to my punctual exits. 

I handled my work efficiently, so I felt no guilt. If anything, I pitied them for staying late.

“…” 

Just then, as I shrugged on my coat, my eyes met Sunha’s. 

Her face was as expressionless as ever, but gone was the cold indifference. 

Instead, there was a warmth, a friendliness. She gave me a small wave.

“Well, I’ll be damned,” I thought, waving back with a smirk. 

Never in my wildest dreams did I imagine exchanging friendly gestures with Kim Sunha.

Feeling oddly buoyed, I left the office and followed my usual routine, slipping into the first-floor restroom to change my appearance.

“Quick Travel.”

Ding!

The familiar chime sounded as I set my destination.

Whoosh!

My body materialized in the Korea National University Hospital lobby.

“He’s here!” someone shouted the moment I arrived, followed by a cacophony of cheers, sobs, reporters’ questions, and camera shutters.

Then, a familiar voice called out. 

“Doctor! You’re here!”

It was the hospital director, beaming as he approached. 

“We’ve already selected today’s patients. This way, please.”

He gestured eagerly, but I raised an eyebrow. 

“…The hospital selected them?”

“Yes, you said first come, first served, didn’t you?” 

He pointed to three people standing at the front, their faces brimming with desperate hope as they smiled at me.

My gaze drifted to their wrists—or rather, the watches adorning them. 

“Designer brands,” I muttered.

“Pardon…?” the director said, startled.

“Are you sure those people were first in line?”

“Y-Yes? Of course! Absolutely!” he insisted, his smile strained.

“…” 

I wasn’t fooled. 

His fleeting grimace gave him away—a tell I’d honed through years of office politics, chauffeuring, and manual labor.

“Send them back,” I said flatly.

“What…? No, Doctor, wait—!”

“And,” I cut him off, slinging an arm around his shoulder and leaning in close. 

At my 2-meter height, he felt like a middle schooler next to me. 

“Don’t lie to me.”

“…”

“I don’t just heal people, you know,” I whispered.

“N-No, Doctor, lie? What lie…?” he stammered.

“Can you handle the consequences if I catch you?” 

I pressed, my voice low.

“…”

His eyes trembled with fear, and he gave a cautious nod.

Satisfied, I released him and turned to the massive crowd watching us. 

“You three in the front row—yes, in the white, black, and yellow clothes. Come forward.”

Today, I picked three people who caught my eye. 

Truthfully, I could’ve treated the director’s chosen patients without issue. 

But doing so might let my real customers—those willing to pay big—go through him instead of me. 

And more importantly…

“You’re a kind person, Jihoon.” Sunha’s words from earlier echoed in my mind.

If I was going to do this, I wanted to do it right. 

“I should have the hospital set up a proper system for first-come, first-served,” I thought. 

Or maybe switch to a lottery system.

“Alright, all done,” I announced, finishing the treatments.

“Oh…! Thank you! Thank you so much!” the patients cried, their gratitude echoing through the lobby.

I stood, brushing off the familiar thanks and the crowd’s clamor. 

Just then, the director approached again, his tone urgent. 

“Doctor! Wait, please!”

“What now?” I asked, turning.

“Don’t leave yet! There’s someone who’s been desperate to meet you since yesterday!”

“Oh…” 

I recalled his shout as I’d vanished from the lobby the day before. 

Hanlim Group. 

The name of that famous conglomerate jogged my memory, and a pleased smile spread across my face.

“Alright, lead the way. They’re here now, right?”


“Yes? Yes, of course! Thank you! This way!” 

The director, visibly elated, gestured for me to follow.

Escorted by security, I moved through the fading cheers of the crowd. 

“Time to finally put these powers to proper use,” I thought. 

My original goal—making money with my mods—was about to come to fruition.



 
  Chapter 10: Jaw-Dropping


What do the ultra-wealthy worry about most? 

Health. 

The fear of dying before they can enjoy the fruits of their hard-earned fortune.

Reality, though, is merciless. 

People may differ in ability and wealth, but lifespan is the great equalizer. 

A homeless person at a subway station, an average office worker, or the chairman of a massive conglomerate—none escape the ticking clock. 

The only difference is who meets the end sooner.

Since ancient times, those with power and riches have sought to defy this cruel truth with money. 

The first emperor of China, Qin Shi Huang, obsessed over a mythical elixir of immortality to escape death’s grip. 

Han Sejin, chairman of Hanlim Group, was no different.

“Chairman, they’re on their way up,” a voice reported.

“…” 

At 83 years old, the once-robust man who’d built an empire now relied on a wheelchair, his body frail and trembling.

Clatter.

Han Sejin’s shaky hand lifted a teacup, and he took a sip. 

After a brief wait, a knock came at the door.

Knock, knock.

[Chairman, it’s Director Park Taesoo.]

“Come in,” Han Sejin rasped.

The door opened, revealing two men. 

One, the hospital director, bowed with a nervous smile. 

The other, a towering figure well over 190 cm, stood impassively beside him, cloaked in a hoodie and mask.

“Director Park,” Han Sejin said.

“Yes, Chairman?”

“Could you give us a moment?”

“Of course! Call if you need anything!” 

The director scurried out like an eager assistant, leaving the room.

Thud.

The door closed, and only Chairman Han Sejin, his aide Yoo Hyunwoo, and the mysterious Masked Man remained.

***

“Hanlim Group, huh? I wondered who’d show up…” 

I thought, grateful for my mask. 

Without it, my shock would’ve been plain as day.

“I didn’t expect the chairman himself.”

I knew how valuable my abilities were to people like him, but I’d assumed he’d send an underling to make contact. 

Instead, here was one of South Korea’s most powerful leaders, in the flesh.

“Please, have a seat. My condition prevents me from standing, so I hope you’ll forgive the informality,” Han Sejin said.

“Oh, sure,” I replied, taking a chair.

His humility caught me off guard. 

I’d braced for the arrogance of a wealthy, elderly tycoon, but he treated me as an equal—maybe even with a touch of deference.

“I heard you treated three more people for free today,” he said.

“Yeah, well…” I shrugged.

“That’s commendable. As someone who’s done plenty of philanthropy myself, I was moved watching the news,” he said with a chuckle.

“…”

It was flattery, plain and simple. 

He probably saw me as some do-gooder volunteer, making it awkward to broach the topic of money. 

But his goal was obvious.

“Let’s skip the small talk, Chairman,” I said, cutting through the pleasantries.

“…Pardon?” His eyes widened.

“You didn’t call me here to chat about charity, did you?”

“…” 

The soft smile on Han Sejin’s face faded, replaced by a sly, genuine grin—the kind you’d see on a seasoned dealmaker, not in staged photos online.

“You’re more straightforward than I expected. I like that,” he said, his tone warming.

“So, what do you want, Chairman?”

“Are you open to a ‘deal’?” he asked, his question clear: 

Will you take my money to bypass the first-come, first-served rule for a miracle?

My answer was ready. 

“Of course.”

“…” 

Han Sejin blinked, momentarily stunned by my lack of hesitation. 

Then he burst into hearty laughter. 

“Hahaha! I thought you were a 21st-century saint, but you’re a businessman like me!”

He seemed pleased. 

With a glance, he signaled the man beside him.

Swish.

The aide placed a document on the table.

I raised an eyebrow. 

“Hm?”

“Straight to the point,” Han Sejin said. 

“I want to hire you.”

“…What?” 

That wasn’t what I’d expected. 

Hire me? 

Not just get treatment?

“Be my personal physician,” he clarified.

“…”

The proposal blindsided me. 

“Personal physician…?”

“The terms won’t disappoint,” he said, as his aide took over.


“You’ll receive 1% of Hanlim Group’s shares, plus incentives per treatment. Details like salary are in the contract,” the aide explained.

“…” 

I scanned the document. 

Dense legal jargon filled the pages, but the numbers stood out like beacons.

Gulp.

“What is this amount…?”

It was my proposed annual salary. 

Work for a year at this rate, and I’d never need to worry about money again. 

I set the contract down, my mind racing.

“If it’s not enough…” 

Han Sejin began.

“No, no, it’s not that. It’s just… an unexpected offer,” I said, stalling.

“No need to overthink it,” he said with a chuckle. 

“I’m just an old man asking you to keep me alive a bit longer.”

“…”

The offer was tantalizing. 

But something held me back from jumping at it. 

Why?

“If I’m your physician, you’d want exclusive access to my abilities, right?” I asked.

“Correct. Hence the generous compensation.”

“And the free treatments I’m doing now…?”

“I’d prefer you stop, but if you insist, we’re open to compromise,” he said.

“Hm…” 

I stared at the contract, the key to the life-changing wealth I’d dreamed of.

“I…” 

I paused, weighing my choice. 

The decision didn’t take long.

***

The next day, Hanlim Group hosted a grand event to celebrate its 50th anniversary. 

Key figures from the conglomerate gathered to mark the milestone, with Chairman Han Sejin in attendance.

Though it seemed like a simple celebratory party, the event drew swarms of reporters from major broadcasters, capturing every moment. 

As one of South Korea’s leading corporations, Hanlim’s actions commanded public attention.

“Isn’t it about time for the chairman to retire?” one attendee whispered.

“He’s not been in good health lately,” another noted.

“I heard he might hint at retirement in his speech today.”

“Time to pass the torch to his son. The vice chairman’s already over 50.”

The crowd buzzed with curiosity about Han Sejin’s upcoming announcement. 

At 83, most would’ve retired long ago, but for reasons unknown, he’d clung to his position.

[Next, we’ll hear a commemorative address from Hanlim Group’s Chairman, Han Sejin. Please welcome him with warm applause.]

The emcee’s voice rang out, and all eyes turned to the stage, expecting the chairman to roll out in his wheelchair.

But then—

Step, step.

“F-Father?” a voice gasped.

“How…?” another muttered.

Han Sejin didn’t appear in a wheelchair. 

He strode confidently onto the stage on his own two feet.

[Distinguished guests and Hanlim Group family, it’s a pleasure to be here. I’m Han Sejin, chairman of Hanlim Group.]

Not only did he walk, but his posture was erect, his voice clear, his wrinkles softened. 

He looked a decade younger, radiating vitality.

The audience couldn’t focus on his speech. 

They were too stunned by the rejuvenation of Hanlim Group’s legendary leader.

Some, though, connected the dots immediately. 

“The chairman met *that* man…!”

The Masked Man from Korea National University Hospital, the talk of the nation. 

Such an impossible miracle defied modern medicine, and with the Masked Man dominating headlines, it wasn’t hard to guess the cause of Han Sejin’s transformation.

As Han Sejin felt the vigor in his restored body, he thought of the Masked Man. 

“To think he’d refuse…”

His body, healed by that man’s power, felt reborn. 

Muscles that had withered, leaving him barely able to walk, now swelled with new strength. 

His foggy, dizzy mind cleared like mist evaporating. 

His eyes, skin, joints—everything functioned as if time had rewound.

He still looked like an old man, but his health rivaled that of a young athlete. 

“I suppose I should be content with this,” he mused, a wry smile on his lips. 

He’d wanted to keep the man’s extraordinary abilities by his side as a personal physician, but that prize had slipped through his fingers.

***

“Hell yeah, this is sweet!” I laughed, tearing into some chicken and chugging a beer.

My smartphone screen displayed my bank account, and the balance was a staggering 1 billion won. 

The money had hit my account, and I’d exchanged names with the chairman. 

Hiding my identity was only to avoid random strangers recognizing me, so I’d handled the transaction securely through Secretary Yoo to avoid any money-laundering issues.

“To think this kind of money’s in my account… I still can’t believe it,” I marveled.

Compared to the chairman’s initial offer, it was a modest sum, but I’d turned down his personal physician role.

“You’re… refusing?” he’d asked, stunned.

“Yeah, it’s a huge amount, but I can earn that much with my abilities,” I’d replied.

“…Fair enough,” he’d conceded.

There were other reasons too. 

Beyond making money, I didn’t want to be tied down to someone else’s leash.

I wanted to live life on my terms.

“There’s still more mods I can use,” I thought. 

Tethering myself to an old chairman for cash felt like squandering their potential. 

And who knows? 

With these mods, I might amass wealth far beyond Han Sejin’s.

“Man, a fat wallet really puts the mind at ease,” I said, grinning as the pleasant buzz of beer hit me.

The lingering anxiety that had haunted me, even after gaining my mod powers, washed away completely. 

Money really was the ultimate cure.

For the record, the 1 billion won was payment for curing all of Han Sejin’s ailments. 

Though I’d declined the physician role, I was still open to deals.

1 billion per treatment. 

That was the price I’d set after refusing his offer.

“This amount should keep it accessible for others,” I reasoned. 

With my abilities, I could’ve demanded 100 billion per treatment—Han Sejin had offered shares and a massive salary to keep me close, after all. 

But setting the price too high would lock me into charging that much every time, limiting my connections with other “leaders.” 

Money was great, but networks were invaluable too.

“Let’s see… a few more treatments like this, and I’ll have tens of billions in no time. Maybe I should start house-hunting?” 

I mused, happily munching on chicken as I grabbed my phone to browse real estate on a major portal site.

Then, something caught my eye. “Hm?”

It wasn’t the trending stories about the [Masked Man] or [Chairman Han’s Rejuvenation]. 

It was an entertainment news article, and one name in the headline stopped me cold.

[Actress Jeong Harin Caught in Scandal with Popular Idol Group.]

Jeong Harin. 

A name impossible to forget—the woman who’d plunged me into my deepest despair not long ago.

“No way…” 

I clicked the article, entranced, and my eyes widened in shock. 

“This chick… she’s actually an actress?!”

There, plastered across the screen, was a photo of Jeong Harin, the girl who’d haunted my high school years with nightmares.

“Ha, haha…” 


A laugh escaped me.

Buried in work, I hadn’t watched TV or movies in years, so I’d had no idea she’d become an actress until now.

“So… an actress, huh?” I muttered.

Before, this discovery would’ve crushed me with despair. But now?

“This could be fun,” I said, a mischievous smile spreading across my face. The me of today was a far cry from the me of back then, and I looked at her article with newfound intrigue.



 
  Chapter 11: Diehard Fan


The next morning, I headed to the office as usual. 

At lunchtime, I stepped away to make a call.

Rrring.

Click.

[Yes, this is Yoo Hyunwoo. How can I assist you, Doctor?] 

The voice belonged to Yoo Hyunwoo, Hanlim Group’s chief secretary.

My phone now held two prestigious contacts: Chairman Han Sejin and Secretary Yoo. 

I’d chosen to call Yoo, thinking it might be presumptuous to bother the chairman directly.

“Hey, I’ve got a favor to ask. Is that alright?” I said.

[Of course, please go ahead. If it’s something Hanlim can do, we’ll make it happen.]

“Great. It’s about that thing we discussed before…” 

I explained my request in detail.

[That’s entirely doable. I’ll get back to you soon.]

“Thanks, I appreciate it.”

Yoo agreed readily. 

This is why connections are king, I thought. 

One reason I charged a modest 1 billion won per treatment, despite my ability to cure anything, was to build ties with heavyweights like these. 

Those relationships would pay dividends down the line.

“Alright, now I just wait,” I murmured, satisfied.

My request to Yoo was simple, driven by one goal: Jeong Harin. 

Ever since I saw the news that she was an actress, a mischievous plan had taken shape. 

To pull it off, I needed to meet her, and Yoo’s task was to bridge that gap.

“Back to work,” I said, finishing the call in the break room and heading to my desk.

“Oh…” I froze at the break room entrance, face-to-face with Kim Sunha.

“…” 

She stared at me, her expression unreadable. 

I flashed an awkward smile. 

“Uh… did you overhear my call?”

“No, I came in after you finished. I didn’t hear anything,” she replied.

“Oh, good,” I said, relieved. 

She was polite enough not to eavesdrop, though it wouldn’t have been a big deal if she had.

“Well, carry on then,” I said, moving to slip past her.

But then—

Swish. 

Her hand caught the edge of my sleeve, tugging gently.

“Hm…?” 

I turned. 

“What’s up?”

“Nothing…” she mumbled, avoiding my eyes.

“Is something wrong with your brother?” 

I asked, wondering if there was trouble.

She shook her head. 

“No, he’s fine. He’s been discharged, and he’s healthier than ever, thanks to you.”

“Then what’s this about…?”

“Well…” 

She glanced at me, hesitating before speaking softly. 

“You… haven’t been touching me lately.”

“What?” 

I blinked, caught off guard.

“My chest,” she clarified. 

“You used to do it every day when you came to the break room.”

“…” 

Her tone was casual, like she was saying, You drink coffee every day, don’t you? 

But to me, it was a gut punch.

I really went overboard, I thought. 

If this were anyone else’s story, I’d be calling the guy a creep.

“Sorry about that. I shouldn’t have,” I said, bowing my head. 

“I owe you an apology.”

“No, no, that’s not why I brought it up. It’s not like it was wrong or anything,” she said, flustered.

“…” 

The Enemy Reset Mod is dangerous, I realized. 

Repeated use had clearly skewed her perception. 

If I kept hitting Team Leader Park Jaejun with a keyboard and resetting his hostility, would he eventually see it as a morning greeting?

“I just thought… maybe you were upset with me or something,” she continued.

“Huh?” I said, confused.

“You said it was a friendly gesture, right?”

“Oh… no, it’s not that. I just thought it might bother you, that’s all.”

“It’s not really a bother…” she trailed off.

“…”

“…”

An awkward silence hung between us. 

To break the tension, I forced a laugh and turned away. 

“Seriously, don’t worry about it. Just focus on your work.”

“Okay…” she said softly.

Back at my desk, I sank into my chair with a quiet sigh. “Hoo…”

It was lunchtime, and the office was empty except for Sunha and me. 

I could go grope her right now if I wanted, I thought, glancing at her silhouette through the break room’s glass wall. 

Her figure was undeniably striking, the kind of sensation a guy doesn’t forget. 

Even now, if I’m honest, the urge was there.


But… It’s different now. 

Whatever resentment I’d held before had faded. 

After learning about her seven-year struggle for her comatose brother, I couldn’t bring myself to treat her so carelessly, even if she saw it as no big deal.

“…”

Step, step. 

Moments later, Sunha emerged from the break room, and our eyes met. 

She gave me a small, warm smile before sitting at her desk.

Should I just go for it? 

The thought lingered, and I spent the rest of the day wrestling with it.

The next day, during afternoon work hours, my phone rang. 

I stepped out of the office to answer.

“Hello?”

[Doctor, it’s Yoo Hyunwoo from Hanlim Group.]

“Hey, good to hear from you.”

[As requested, I’ve arranged a natural connection with Director Park. Fortunately, their CEO was eager to meet you.]

“Really? That was fast. Thanks a lot.”

[Haha, no trouble at all. If you need anything else, just let me know. The chairman instructed us to assist you diligently.]

“Got it. Please pass my thanks to the chairman. I’ll reach out again soon.”

Click.

Damn, Korea’s top conglomerate doesn’t mess around, I thought. 

My request had been handled in a single day. 

It wasn’t a complicated task, but for a regular office worker like me to wield the power of a corporate giant felt surreal.

“They’re coming today, right?” I mused. 

This wasn’t just about making bank. 

The mods were changing everything, and I smiled, anticipating the meeting ahead.

***

“Doctor, please! I’ll pay anything, just help!” a voice pleaded.

“Uh, alright…” I replied, a bit overwhelmed.

That evening, after leaving the office, I teleported to the Korea National University Hospital lobby as usual. 

After treating patients, I followed the director’s lead to a VIP reception room. 

Waiting there, with a desperate expression, was Han Kyu Sung, CEO of KV Entertainment—one of South Korea’s top three talent agencies.

‘Wow, seeing him in person’

Meeting someone I’d only seen on TV felt bizarre.

But what threw me off wasn’t his presence—it was his request. 

“So… what’s the problem?” I asked.

“There’s not a single part that’s okay! His eyes are failing, his skin’s not what it used to be, he barely eats—please, Doctor!” Han Kyu Sung said, his voice trembling.

“Sounds like you care a lot,” I observed.

“Yes! I’d die without him! Please, I’m begging you!”

The “him” in question wasn’t a person—it was his pet dog.

Grrr…

The small brown Pomeranian in his arms bared its teeth as I reached out, looking far too lively for a supposedly ailing 16-year-old dog. 

Clearly, it had been pampered to the hilt.

‘I was worried there’d be no one at KV Entertainment needing treatment, but this…’

My request to Yoo Hyunwoo had been to find a way to connect me with KV’s CEO. 

I’d assumed it’d be tough, since Han Kyu Sung wasn’t known to be ill, nor did his family have any reported conditions. 

But to dig up info on his dog? 

*That’s next-level.*

Hanlim’s secretarial team was terrifyingly efficient.

“So, you want treatment for this little guy?” I confirmed.

“Yes, yes! I’ll pay whatever it takes!”

“You know the cost?”

“Yes! 1 billion per treatment, right?”

“Let’s make it 10 billion,” I said.

“…What?” His eyes widened.

“In exchange, I’ll extend his life by at least 10 years,” I added. 

“If he gets sick within that time, call me. I’ll fix him up.”

I couldn’t literally extend lifespan, but guaranteeing care for a decade was as good as the same. Han Kyu Sung’s eyes nearly popped out of his head.

“If that’s possible, I’d pay 100 billion!” he exclaimed. “Please, Doctor, I’m counting on you!”

To casually accept a 10-billion-won price tag—’that’s the mindset of a trillion-won tycoon’

Beyond the money, extending a pet’s life by 10 years was a big deal. I’d never owned a pet, but I knew how deep the bond could be. 

Some people suffered from pet loss syndrome, grieving their animals more than family or friends. 

For them, a pet’s death was their greatest fear, and they’d give anything—even their own years—to prevent it.

So, I knew he’d agree to my terms. “One more condition,” I said, stroking the dog’s head.

“…Yes?” Han Kyu Sung looked nervous.

“You have an actress at your agency, Jeong Harin, right?”

“H-Harin? Yes, that’s right…” he replied cautiously, his unease palpable.

I grinned. 

“Make me her manager.”

“What?” 


His anxious expression shifted to confusion.

“I’m sure you could arrange it, but… why would someone like you want to be Harin’s manager?” he asked, baffled.

It was understandable. 

Why would a man who could save lives with a gesture stoop to managing a mere actress?

“I’m just… a big fan,” I said with a bright smile.



 
  Chapter 12: Resignation and Promises


Han Kyu Sung, the CEO, accepted my proposal without hesitation. 

“Oh, thank you! Thank you so much, Doctor!” 

Tears streamed down his face as he bowed, despite having paid 10 billion won. 

Beside him, his newly invigorated dog raised its front paws, charmingly begging for attention.

“I’ll assume we’re starting on the first of next month,” I said.

“Yes! We’ll prepare everything to ensure you can work comfortably!” he replied eagerly.

And just like that, I secured 10 billion won, the role of Jeong Harin’s manager, and Han Kyu Sung’s personal contact. 

All in all, a profitable deal.

‘Time to quit my current job, then.’

With my new position lined up, there was no reason to stay. 

The CEO and Team Leader Park Jaejun would probably jump for joy at the news. 

My presence had been a thorn in their side, forcing them to tread carefully around the other employees.

‘Sunha, though…’ The thought of Kim Sunha gave me a twinge of regret. 

Especially the memory of her ample chest and the way she’d blush and lower her head when I teased her. 

That image would linger for a while.

The next day, I approached the CEO. 

“Sir.”

“W-What? Lee, what’s going on? Nothing happened, right…?” 

He flinched, instinctively bracing himself as if I might attack. 

My past antics clearly had him on edge, expecting a fist at any moment.

I smirked and placed an envelope on his desk. 

Swish.

My resignation letter.

“…Huh?” he stammered.

“Sorry for the sudden notice, sir, but something’s come up. I’ll be leaving at the end of this month,” I said calmly.

“What…?” 

His eyes widened, and I felt the stares of my coworkers converge on us.

Normally, a resignation letter would be submitted discreetly, but I didn’t care about appearances. 

I handed it over right after the workday started. 

The CEO didn’t seem to mind either—in fact, he grinned, snatching the letter up eagerly.

“Oh, something came up, huh? Makes sense! A capable guy like you must be busy. Got it! If you want, you don’t even have to come in tomorrow. I’ll pay you through the end of the month!” he said, barely containing his glee.

“Haha, thanks,” I replied. He must’ve been terrified of me sticking around.

“Alright, everyone, listen up!” 

The CEO stood, his face alight with excitement, drawing the staff’s attention—though they were already watching. 

“It’s sudden, but our Assistant Manager Lee has important business and will be leaving the company this month—no, as of today! So, tonight’s a farewell party and company dinner. We’re having beef, and everyone’s required to attend. Got it?”

Beef, no less. Smiles crept onto my coworkers’ faces. 

They might not love company dinners, but beef was a treat.

I chimed in. 

“Sir.”

“Yeah?”

“Forget regular beef. Let’s go for hanwoo.”

“What?” His face fell.

“I’ll book the most expensive place,” I added.

“W-Wait, Lee! Beef’s one thing, but hanwoo…!” he protested, panic creeping in. 

The staff, meanwhile, looked at me with sparkling, expectant eyes.

I grinned at the CEO’s hesitation. 

“I’m paying.”

“…What?” 

His expression flipped from dread to delight.

“So, hanwoo it is,” I confirmed.

“You’re covering it, Lee?” he asked, beaming as he turned to the staff. 

“You heard him! Lee’s treating us to hanwoo tonight!”

“Wooow!”

“Assistant Manager Lee, you’re the best!”

“Hanwoo, seriously…?”

The office erupted in excitement. 

A hanwoo dinner was unheard of at our company.

With the money I’ve made, this is nothing, I thought. 

Hanwoo was like handing out candy to kids now. 

With severance pay and 20 billion won in my account, I could afford it.

“Jihoon…” 

As I returned to my desk, Kim Sunha approached, her voice soft. 

“You’re… leaving the company?”

“Yeah, it’s a bit sudden, I know. Something came up.”

“…” 

She fell silent.

“Kim?” 

I prompted.

“It’s… a shame,” she said quietly.

“Huh?”

“Oh, nothing. I was just surprised,” she added, flashing a small smile before returning to her desk.

‘A shame…’ I mused. 

We’d grown closer—not quite friends, but comfortable enough to chat and laugh. 

For her to say that meant something.

That evening, we wrapped up work on time and headed to the restaurant, a renowned hanwoo spot nearby. 

The kind of place so pricey it’d make your hands shake if you weren’t loaded. 

We reserved a private room and savored the premium beef.

“Cheers!” the CEO called.

“Cheers!” the staff echoed.


“Assistant Manager Lee, thanks for everything!”

“Ugh, I’m gonna miss you, Lee!”

Fueled by the exquisite hanwoo and alcohol, my coworkers tossed out farewells. 

Team Leader Park Jaejun, however, stayed quiet, focusing on his meat while sneaking glances at me—or rather, at Kim Sunha.

“Jihoon…” she said, leaning toward me.

“Yes, Kim?”

“You’re leaving, so stop with the ‘Kim’ stuff. Call me Sunha, like you used to!” she said, her words slurring slightly.

“Are you drunk, Kim—er, Sunha?”

“What? On this little bit? Hehe, do I look that weak?” she giggled.

“Yeah, you kinda do,” I teased.

Park Jaejun shot a glance at the tipsy, swaying Sunha beside me and clicked his tongue. 

“Tch…”

Seeing her drunk was a bit awkward, but Park’s sour reaction was oddly satisfying.

“Hahaha! By the way, Lee, you’re leaving, so let’s be real,” the CEO said, loosened up by the hanwoo and the fact that I was no longer his problem. 

“You two… there’s something going on, right?”

“What?” I said, caught off guard.

“Come on, I’ve got a sixth sense for this! Don’t you all think so?” he pressed, grinning.

“Now that you mention it, there was a vibe when they went on that fieldwork together,” a coworker chimed in, emboldened by the festive mood.

Normally, our company dinners weren’t this lively, but today felt special. 

Plus, with me leaving, they had no reason to hold back.

“…” 

I glanced at Sunha.

“I’m out the door, so I’m fine, but you’re embarrassing Kim. Let’s drop it,” I said, trying to steer the conversation away.

“Pfft, if it’s embarrassing, Kim would deny it. But she’s not saying anything, is she?” the CEO teased, and all eyes turned to Sunha.

I checked on her, and—

“Hoo…” She let out a deep sigh and slumped against my shoulder.

“Hahaha! See? Kim’s saying yes!” the CEO roared, and the staff joined in, egging us on.

It’s supposed to be a good day, but I can’t exactly start a scene, I thought, exasperated. 

“Kim, Kim.”

“Ugh… not ‘Kim,’” she mumbled.

“Alright, Sunha, get up,” I said, shaking her gently.

“…”

“Sir, I’m taking Kim outside to sober up,” I announced, seeking the group’s understanding. 

I slung her arm over my shoulder and helped her to her feet.

As we left, laughter and chatter followed, probably some joke about me escorting her out. 

“Sunha, you okay? Drink some water,” I said, handing her a bottle.

“Oh… thanks…” she murmured, taking a sip.

“Why’d you drink so much tonight? You usually stick to soda at these things,” I noted. 

Sunha always avoided alcohol at company dinners, likely because she was a lightweight and feared slipping up.

But now…

“Jihoon, sit here,” she said, patting the bench beside her.

“Uh, sure,” I said, complying.

She was completely relaxed, a stark contrast to her usual reserved demeanor. 

Is it the hanwoo? 

Or because her brother woke up? 

I wondered. 

Or…

“Jihoon…” 

Her voice, slurred with alcohol, called my name.

I turned, meeting her gaze. 

Her cheeks were flushed, and her eyes locked onto mine. 

“Can I… ask you something?”

“Sure, go ahead,” I said, figuring a chat in the fresh air might help her sober up.

She swayed slightly, then leaned her head against my shoulder. 

“Back then…”

“Back then?”

“When you asked if I’d trust you…”

“Oh, yeah.”

Her hand dropped beside mine. 

“Why did you help me?”

“Huh?”

“You… I was cold to you. You didn’t like me, right?”

“…” 

I fell silent. 

‘She’s not wrong.’

The day I smashed Park Jaejun’s head with a keyboard, I’d confronted Sunha too, venting my frustrations. 

The mod reset her hostility, but the memory lingered. 

Maybe she’d sensed my dislike even before that.

“Honestly, I wouldn’t have liked me either. So why help me?” she pressed.

I stared at the ground for a moment, then smiled faintly. 

“Because… you reminded me of myself.”

“Reminded you…?” she echoed.

“Yeah, the way you were struggling. It felt… familiar.”

“…” 

She lifted her head, studying me intently. 

“How so?”

“Well… I’ve got debt too,” I admitted.

“Debt?”

“Yeah, loan shark debt. My dad borrowed 200 million won and skipped town, leaving me to deal with it.”

“…” 

Her eyes widened, the shock seemingly sobering her up.

“I had no idea…”

“You wouldn’t. Just like I didn’t know your situation,” I said.

“…” 

She looked down, fidgeting with her hands.

After a pause, she spoke again, her voice clearer. 

“Before, you asked me…”

“What?”

“Why I didn’t like you.”

“Oh… yeah.”

“There wasn’t a big reason. I was just… exhausted from my brother’s situation. And you, you always looked like you were carrying the weight of the world at work.”

“…”

“I thought, ‘Why does he act like he’s the only one suffering?’ That’s why… I wasn’t exactly nice to you.”

“I see,” I said, relieved it wasn’t something petty like body odor.

Sunha, still hesitant, glanced at me. 

“I’m sorry… I didn’t know your situation.”

“It’s fine. Like I said, I didn’t know yours either. We’re even,” I reassured her.

“…” 

We exchanged small smiles, a quiet understanding passing between us. 

The distance that had once separated us felt smaller, like we’d connected on a deeper level.

Now I’m actually reluctant to leave, I thought. 

I’d never imagined I’d feel attached to this company, but Sunha had made it possible. 

She was something else.

“Let’s head back,” I said, standing and looking at her.

“Huh?”

“You can’t drink anymore, Sunha. I’ll tell the CEO you’re heading home.”

“Oh, but…” 

She hesitated, her expression uncertain.

I raised an eyebrow, and she spoke cautiously. “It feels… like a waste.”

“A waste?”

“You’re leaving today. I wanted to stay for the whole dinner…”

“Haha, is that it? Not just craving more hanwoo?”

“No, it’s not that!” she huffed, pouting slightly, a rare glimpse of her unguarded side. Drunk Sunha was surprisingly fun.

“Alright, let’s go together,” I said.

“Huh?”

“I’ll take you home. That work? As for the hanwoo… if you’re craving more, I’ll treat you another time.”

“…” 

Her eyes blinked in surprise, then softened into a shy smile. 

“Deal.”

I went back inside to explain to the CEO, who, along with the staff, expressed perfunctory regret. 

I paid double the bill to cover everyone’s meal—enough for them to eat their fill, with the CEO covering any shortfall. 

Then, I took Sunha and headed to her place.

When I offered a taxi, she said her house was nearby and suggested walking. 

So, we strolled through the quiet streets together.

“Honestly, I’m kinda bummed. You’re not?” she asked.

“I guess… a little,” I admitted.

“Hehe, liar. You’re not bummed at all,” she teased.

“You get real chatty when you drink, huh?” I shot back.

“W-What?” she stammered.

“You’re so calm and stoic at work.”

“Well… we’re not at work now, and you’re not a coworker anymore, so…” she trailed off.

“Is that how it works?”

For the first time, we talked freely, our faces bright with genuine amusement. 

Sharing our hardships had lightened the weight between us, making the conversation flow effortlessly.

“But, Jihoon,” she said suddenly.

“Yeah?”

“It’s the last day. No regrets?”

“About what?”

“My chest,” she said bluntly.

“…” 

Her unexpected words left me speechless. 

She glanced at me, her cheeks flushed from the alcohol, a playful smile tugging at her lips.

“Be honest, Jihoon. You’re not subtle. You say it’s fine, but you sneak looks all the time. I know you check out my chest before my face when we talk.”

“…” 

Did I? 

Thinking back, I probably did. 

Her comment stirred a flicker of desire in me. 

Should I go for it? It’s the last day…

As I wavered between restraint and impulse, she spoke again. 

“We’re here.”

“Oh.” 

We’d reached the entrance of a villa building. 

I’d missed my chance.

“Hehe, what’s that look? Forget something?” she teased, noticing my expression.

“Nah, it’s nothing. Get home safe,” I said, shaking my head with a rueful smile.

“…” 

But Sunha didn’t move, standing still and staring at me.

I looked at her, puzzled. 

“About that hanwoo we didn’t finish…” she began.

“Yeah?”

“You owe me next time.”

“Haha, sure thing,” I agreed.

“And…” 

She opened the building’s door, turning back to flash a bright smile. 

“Let’s keep in touch. Got it?”

“…” 

With that, she climbed the stairs and disappeared.

Keep in touch, huh? 

What I’d thought was an ending felt like a new beginning. 

I hadn’t gotten to grope her, which was a shame, but staying in contact meant there’d be other chances.

Smiling to myself, I turned to leave. 

Dropping Sunha off made my resignation feel real. 

Guess it’s time to move, maybe buy a car… I mentally listed the things to prepare before starting as Jeong Harin’s manager.

When I reached my place, a voice called out. 

“Yo, Lee Jihoon.”

“…” 

I froze.

“Hahaha, where you coming from? Work? Another late night?” 

A group of men loitered in front of my villa, their faces rough and arms inked with tattoos. 

They approached, grinning.

Loan sharks.

“Been skipping your driving gigs, huh? Quit your side hustle too. Planning to dodge your debt like your old man?” one sneered.

“Something’s different about you, punk. Wearing lifts or what?” another taunted.

“Hey, Jihoon. You know what happens if you don’t pay back what your dad borrowed, right?”

They’d noticed I’d stopped hustling and started relaxing, probably worried I’d pull a runner like my father. 

Guess it’s about time they showed up, I thought. 

Missing out on Sunha’s chest had left me a bit irritated, and this was the perfect outlet.

“Hey,” I said, my voice low.

“What’d you say, punk? You lost it?” one barked.

“You got a gun or something? Wanna die?” another growled, shoving his face close to mine.

Their intimidation tactics would’ve had the old me trembling and bowing. 

But now?

“…Ha.” 

A laugh escaped me.


The loan sharks faltered, their bravado cracking. 

“What’s so funny?”

“Perfect timing,” I said, smirking. 

“I’ve got a new mod I’ve been itching to test.”

With the company behind me, it was time to cut ties with this sticky, toxic mess once and for all.



 
  Chapter 13: The New Manager


“Hahaha! Has this punk lost his mind? 

Yo, Jihoon, you really wanna disappear without a trace?” one of the thugs sneered.

“No idea what’s got you acting tough, but get a grip. We’re being nice letting you pay off the debt with labor. 

There’s plenty of other ways to collect,” another growled, jabbing his finger into my chest.

Prod, prod.

Their threats were meant to intimidate, but then a third man stepped forward from behind them. 

“Hey, Jihoon.”

“…” 

I recognized him instantly. 

The lower-tier goons changed often, but this guy was a constant. 

Jang Tae Gun, the office manager of the loan shark operation my father had borrowed from. 

Essentially, the boss of these lackeys.

“Got an extra kidney growing or something?” he said, smirking. 

“Or planning to live with one eye? Or maybe you’re ready to die and pay it off with your corpse? 

Why so cocky all of a sudden? 

You used to be so meek and cute.”

Slap, slap 

He patted my cheek with his thick hand, his gesture dripping with menace. 

But one thought crossed my mind: 

‘We’re eye-level now.’

Not long ago, I’d looked up at him, trembling in fear. 

Now? 

He seemed as pathetic as a grade-school bully picking on younger kids. 

I chuckled. 

“Perfect timing. 

Let me ask you something.”

“What…?” he said, his smirk faltering.

“Ever actually killed someone? Harvested their organs?” I asked, my tone casual.

“Ha, that’s what you’re curious about? What, you wanna test if we’re bluffing?” he shot back.

“No, I’m asking. Have you killed anyone or not?”

“…” 

My boldness made his expression harden.

“Hoo.” 

He let out a heavy sigh, turning to his underlings. 

“Yo, this little brat wants to know if we’re capable of killing. Show him.”

At his command, one of the burly thugs stepped forward with a scowl.

“So, you’re saying you have killed,” I said, a grin spreading across my face.

Vrrrrm—

A strange, violet shimmer flickered in my hand.

“What the…?” 

Jang Tae Gun’s eyes widened, and his body trembled as he stared at the eerie light.

***

“Arghhh! What the hell is this?!” one thug screamed.

“Eek! Get away! Get away!” another wailed, scrambling in panic.

The loan sharks fled in all directions, desperate to escape. 

They were trapped in a dark, otherworldly space filled with countless monstrous creatures.

Works like a charm, I thought, glancing at the chaos with a satisfied smirk while checking my mod list.

Crunch!

“Gaaah!” 

A thug’s leg was bitten off by a massive troll, his screams echoing as he writhed in agony. 

The scene felt like it was ripped straight from Berserk.

“Wow, they can even feel the pain,” I muttered, impressed.

The monsters and this shadowy realm weren’t real. It was all an illusion—a [Hallucination Magic] spell from my [Colorful Magic Mod]. 

I could’ve summoned actual monsters to tear them apart, but I wasn’t interested in becoming a murderer. 

That’d make me no better than them.

Let’s check my condition. 

I monitored my body while observing their torment. 

The [Underdream] system had various magic add-on mods, including the [Disease Healing Magic] I often used. 

But [Underdream] also had basic spells, and the mod-added ones tended to be… excessive.

The [Colorful Magic Mod] was no exception. 

Beyond the [Hallucination Magic] I was using now, it included absurdly powerful spells like dropping meteors from the sky, summoning five ancient dragons, or unleashing eternal flames. 

If hallucination magic is this intense, I’d better steer clear of the others, I decided.

Luckily, the loan sharks had shown up at the perfect time to test this mod. 

“Mana drain’s under control too,” I noted, pleased.

The test revealed several things. 

Like in a game, casting spells required mana. 

My body, untrained in any mystical arts, had a base mana pool of 100. 

The [Hallucination Magic] spell demanded 300—impossible under normal circumstances. 

But another mod, [Under Tweak], allowed me to adjust my character’s stats like health, mana, and stamina. 

I’d cranked my mana regeneration to 10,000%.

“Installed it for munchkin playthroughs, but it’s coming in clutch,” I said with a grin. 

[Disease Healing Magic] only cost 1 mana, so I hadn’t needed [Under Tweak] before, but I’d tweaked the stats for this test. 

Mana was no issue now, though I doubted I’d use these spells unless a war broke out.

“Alright, had enough fun?” 

I said, turning to the loan sharks. 

They were drooling, writhing as if being torn apart by invisible beasts. 

Jang Tae Gun was surrounded by four giants, his joints being ripped apart in a grotesque game.

Snap!

I flicked my fingers.


Whoosh.

The illusions vanished, and we were back in front of my villa.

“W-What…?” one thug stammered, staring at his intact limbs in confusion.

“Mom… ugh, Mom…” another whimpered, still shaken.

Jang Tae Gun was worse off, his eyes rolled back, foaming at the mouth. 

Might’ve broken his mind, I thought.

“Hey,” I said, kicking one of them lightly.

“Eek!” 

He recoiled, crawling backward in terror.

“Take your boss and get lost. Unless you want another taste of that,” I warned. “Show your face again, and I’ll kill you for real. Got it?”

“Y-Yes! Understood!” he squeaked, scrambling to drag his crew away.

The once-rowdy villa entrance fell silent, returning to its usual calm. 

“Time to crash,” I said, yawning as I headed to my apartment. 

Unless they were utterly brain-dead, they wouldn’t bother me again. 

It wasn’t even my debt to begin with.

With that, my tiresome entanglement with the loan sharks was over. 

“Goddamn, that feels good,” I said, grinning as I flopped onto my bed after a shower. 

No more dealing with those repulsive faces.

At least, that’s what I thought at the time.

***

A few days after I quit my job, a man sighed heavily. 

“Ugh, damn it…”

“Yo, ease up on the swearing. We’re working here,” a woman snapped.

“You think I can *not* swear? It’s my last day,” Jang Hyuk Jin retorted, gripping the steering wheel of Jeong Harin’s car.

Jeong Harin scoffed. 

“Maybe you should’ve done your job better.”

“Hey, I did my job fine! I handled everything you asked, even stuff outside my duties!” he protested.

“Then maybe it’s your attitude. You’re kind of… thuggish,” she said.

She didn’t mention that he was an actual thug, turning her gaze to the window. 

Jang Hyuk Jin glanced at her through the rearview mirror, pleading. 

“Come on, Harin. Can’t you talk to the CEO again? We go way back, high school and all!”

“Ugh…” 

The mention of high school nearly made her curse.

*Way back? You half-blackmailed your way into being my manager,* she thought. 

In high school, Jang Hyuk Jin had been part of the “bad crowd.” 

Harin had hung out with them too, for a simple reason: they were the strongest in the small world of high school.

“Don’t you worry? If I get fired and end up jobless, I might get drunk and spill your high school stories online…” he threatened.

“Oh, what’d I do? Laugh and hang out with you guys? You were the ones causing trouble, so why drag me into it?” she shot back.

“Exactly! You don’t want false rumors, right? Just talk to the CEO one more time!”

“Shut up. You think I have that kind of pull? And if you spread lies online, the agency will sue your ass.”

“Damn it…” 

Jang Hyuk Jin muttered. 

He was fuming because he’d been abruptly fired from his role as Harin’s manager. 

A few days ago, KV Entertainment’s CEO had informed him that Harin’s manager was being replaced—effective immediately, with no new position for him.

Who the hell is it? 

Who’s the CEO parachuting in? he wondered, driving recklessly as he pondered his replacement. 

It was rare for a CEO to personally assign an actor’s manager, and it wasn’t like Harin was a top priority for the agency.

“Hey, who do you think it is? My replacement. The CEO’s nephew or something?” he asked.

“No clue. Just drive properly. It’s your last day, so do it right,” Harin snapped, flipping through her script. 

She didn’t care if Jang Hyuk Jin got fired. 

He’d only been her manager because of his veiled threats about her past, so his departure was no loss.

Soon, the car screeched to a stop in front of the filming set. 

“Hoo, we’re here. Your new manager’s at the set, so I’ll hand things over,” Jang Hyuk Jin said.

“Damn it… is this really it for me?” he grumbled.

“What, you thought you’d get an extra life like in a game? Stop whining and find another job,” Harin said coldly.

“You’re so damn heartless. After all the dirty work I did…” he muttered.

“That was your *job*. Why’re you acting wronged now? Hurry up.”

They headed into the filming set, Jang Hyuk Jin trailing behind, still fuming. 

Damn it, I was making bank off Kang Do-Hyun’s payments, he thought. 

Harin was a rising star, and being her manager had come with plenty of perks. 

Losing the gig stung.

As they walked, two crew members passed by, chatting excitedly. 

“Yo, did you see that guy? A rookie actor or something?”

“He’s hot. Total newbie, but my type. Maybe a bit part in this drama?”

“He’s gonna blow up, I’m telling you. My gut’s never wrong.”

“Hey, you’re barely a second-year. People’ll think you’re a veteran director.”

Harin glanced at Jang Hyuk Jin. 

“Any bit parts in today’s shoot? If the crew’s this hyped, he must be good-looking.”

“No idea, damn it. Does that matter? I’m fired,” he snapped.

“Wow, ending your career with artistic flair. Idiot,” she said, rolling her eyes as she moved toward the set.

A newbie… who could it be? Harin wondered. 

If the crew, who saw celebrities daily, were this excited, the guy must be striking. 

Curiosity piqued her interest.

Moments later, she spotted him. 

A man stood alone, surrounded by female crew members who hovered nearby, stealing glances without approaching. 

Their behavior confirmed his appearance was something special.

Then—

“Hey, there you are,” the man said, spotting Harin and waving.

“…Huh?” Harin froze.

“What the…? He looks familiar… an actor?” Jang Hyuk Jin muttered.

The man’s smile hit Harin like a jolt, and she mumbled, “Chocolate Milk…?”

“What? Why’re you talking about chocolate milk—wait, Chocolate Milk… Lee Jihoon?! From Kangseong High?” Jang Hyuk Jin’s eyes widened as he recognized the man.

There was only one person they’d called “Chocolate Milk” back in the day.

Step, step. 

Lee Jihoon strode toward Harin. 

“Long time no see. You heard, right?”

“Heard what?” she said, dazed.

“You didn’t hear? About your manager.”

“No way…” 


Her heart sank.

He flashed a bright grin. 

“That’s me.”

“…” 

The shocking revelation left Harin and Jang Hyuk Jin speechless, their faces frozen in disbelief.



 
  Chapter 14: Handover


“You’re… my new manager?” 

Jeong Harin stammered, her voice tinged with disbelief.

“Yep, nice to see you, right?” 

I replied calmly, a faint smile playing on my lips.

Harin was at a loss for words, her mind reeling from the shock. 

She didn’t know where to begin unraveling the tangle of questions swirling in her head. 

But one thought stood out, raw and instinctive: Was he always this good-looking?

Her rational mind latched onto that question, making her head spin. 

His face hasn’t changed, she thought. 

She recalled seeing him during that recent proxy driving gig and dredged up memories from high school. 

His features were the same—unchanged.

So why didn’t I think he was handsome back then? 

If he’d been merely decent-looking, she could’ve brushed it off. 

But Lee Jihoon’s appearance now rivaled the top male actors she’d worked with. 

It didn’t add up. 

A face like his would’ve had her running errands for him in high school—or maybe even flirting with him herself.

As Harin stood frozen in confusion, Jang Hyuk Jin broke the silence. 

“Whoa, Jihoon! Been a hot minute, man. Remember me?”

“…Who are you again?” 

I said, tilting my head.

“Damn, that stings. It’s me, Hyuk Jin!” he laughed, brushing it off. 

“You’ve changed a lot, dude. Like… something’s different.”

“Yeah?” 

I said, noncommittal.

Hyuk Jin approached with a grin, slinging an arm around my shoulder—then gripped it tightly, his face twisting into a scowl. 

“So, what’s your deal, huh?”

“…” 

I raised an eyebrow.

His friendly tone dropped to a growl as he glared at me. 

“What’s your connection to the CEO? How’d you parachute into this gig? You sucking up to him or what?”

“Ugh, Hyuk Jin, watch your mouth and back off,” Harin snapped, stepping in.

“Hold on. I need to know what kind of big shot this guy is to get me fired,” Hyuk Jin said, shoving Harin aside to focus on me. 

“I lost my job because of you, and I’m pissed.”

To him, I was still the high school loser who ran errands for the cool kids—a nobody. 

Time hadn’t changed that perception. 

Losing his job to someone he saw as beneath him only fueled his rage. 

He leaned in, clearly planning to intimidate me like old times to blow off steam.

But I wasn’t that kid anymore. 

“Haha, really? Serves you right,” I said, laughing.

“…What?” 

His eyes narrowed.

“You haven’t changed a bit, Hyuk Jin,” I said, my tone light, like I was humoring a child. 

“Still living like you’re in high school? Latching onto popular kids, thinking you’re hot stuff because you’re in their orbit?”

“What the hell, you little—!” he roared.

“Pfft, why so mad? Chocolate Milk’s just spitting facts,” Harin chimed in, smirking.

“Shut it, Harin!” Hyuk Jin snapped, shoving me against the wall with a thud.

“Ha, Jihoon, you think things have changed just because time’s passed?” he sneered.

“Oh, they’ve changed a lot, Hyuk Jin,” I replied, unfazed.

“Don’t kid yourself, you loser. Think you’re untouchable now that you’re older? Wrong. I still throw punches when I’m pissed, and you’re done for, you bastard.”

“That’s the thing,” I said, my smile widening.

“What…?” he growled.

“That’s what’s changed.”

As Hyuk Jin raised his fist, I moved. 

Thwack! 

My knee slammed into his stomach.

“Guh!” 

He doubled over, clutching his midsection, his face contorted like he might vomit.

Thwack! 

I drove my knee into his face as he bent forward.

“Argh!” Hyuk Jin collapsed to the ground, blood streaming from his nose.

“What’s going on?”

“Looks like a fight!”

The commotion drew a crowd, their murmurs growing louder.

“You… you bastard!” Hyuk Jin snarled, staggering to his feet, clutching his bleeding nose.

“Hey, Jihoon,” Harin said, stepping closer. 

“You’re my manager, right?”

“Yeah,” I confirmed.

“Then cut it out. If you cause a scene and mess with my work, getting fired won’t be the end of it.”

“…” 

She had a point. 

A manager stirring up trouble at a filming set could spark rumors that’d hurt her career. 

At least, that’d be true in a normal situation.

Not for me.

“Fire me,” I said, grinning.

“What?” 

She blinked, stunned.

“If it’s a problem, go ahead and fire me,” I repeated, my voice brimming with confidence.

Harin stared at me, dumbfounded. 

At that moment—


“You bastard!” Hyuk Jin, back on his feet, charged with a raised fist.

Whoosh! 

I caught him mid-stride, grabbing his arm and flipping him over my shoulder.

Boom! 

He hit the ground hard.

“Gah!” he gasped, writhing.

“Oh, screw this,” Harin muttered, throwing up her hands.

“Wow, that was intense. Who is that guy?” a bystander whispered.

“He’s hot…” another said.

“What’s happening?!” a crew member shouted, rushing over.

“Hey! This is a filming set! No more disturbances—” a staff member barked.

“Sure, call the police,” I said calmly.

“What…?” 

The staff froze, caught off guard.

Without sparing them a glance, I sat on Hyuk Jin’s back with a thud.

“Guh!” he groaned.

“Hyuk Jin,” I said, my tone conversational.

“Get off, you bastard!” he yelled, struggling.

“How many fingers do I need to break before that temper of yours gets fixed?” I asked, grabbing his wrist.

“What? What the hell are you—!” he sputtered.

“Let’s start with one.” I seized his pinky and snapped it backward.

Crack.

“Arghhh!” Hyuk Jin’s scream echoed through the set.

“Eek!” a woman shrieked.

“What the hell?!”

“He broke it…!”

Hyuk Jin’s pinky twisted at an unnatural angle, and he thrashed, howling in pain. 

“Alright, number two?” I said, moving to the next finger.

“Wait! Damn it, wait!” he begged.

I didn’t stop. 

By the time the police arrived, I’d methodically broken all ten of Hyuk Jin’s fingers. 

No one dared intervene. 

Who’d be reckless enough to stop a guy calmly snapping fingers with a smile?

***

“Move aside! Police!” 

The officers arrived faster than expected, but even that short window was enough to finish the job.

“Ugh… that psycho bastard. 

Lee Jihoon’s completely lost it,” Harin muttered, staring at me in disbelief.

“You gonna fire me?” I asked, unfazed.

“What, you expect me to keep you? You’ll probably get arrested, and even if you don’t, you can’t do your job properly now. Or what, you got some ace up your sleeve? You really the CEO’s nephew or something?”

I glanced at Hyuk Jin, a sobbing mess with tears and snot streaming down his face, his hands trembling. 

“Hyuk Jin,” I said.

“Eek!” He flinched, terrified.

“Wanna continue this after your trip to the station?” I asked, smirking.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry! I was wrong! Please, please spare me!” he wailed.

“Haha, who said anything about killing you?” I stretched, feeling refreshed.

Two officers approached. 

“We got a call—… oh, wow,” one gasped, seeing Hyuk Jin’s state.

“You did this, sir?” the other asked.

“Yep,” I admitted.

“Come with us, both of you.”

“Nah, I’m good,” I said.

“…What?” 

The officers froze, their faces blank with confusion.

I muttered under my breath, “Enemy Reset, activate.”

Ding! 

A mod activation alert flashed before my eyes. 

The result?

“Well, I suppose there’s no need to take you to the station for something like this. 

Sorry for the trouble,” one officer said.

“This guy’s hurt, though. Did you call an ambulance?” the other asked.

“He’ll manage. His legs work fine,” I replied.

“…Right. Okay, we’re done here,” they said, turning to leave.

The crowd dispersed as if nothing had happened, and Hyuk Jin, still whimpering, turned to Harin. 

“H-Harin, I… I need a hospital. The handover…”

“Ugh, whatever. Just go. You’re such a loser to the end,” she snapped.

Sobbing, Hyuk Jin stumbled into a taxi and disappeared.

“…” 

Silence settled over the scene.

I faced Harin with a grin. 

“So, Chocolate Milk… or, Jihoon. You’ve changed a lot, huh?”

“Time’s passed,” I said simply.

“No, I mean, you’re way different even from when I saw you driving that one time,” she said, eyeing me suspiciously.

The reset clears hostility, but it doesn’t erase the sense of something being off, I noted. 

Maybe it was more noticeable since we hadn’t seen each other in a while. 

My coworkers, who saw me daily, never picked up on the changes.

“Anyway, one last question,” she said.

“Shoot.”

“What’s your deal? Why are you my manager? What’s your angle?”

“Angle? I just needed a job,” I said, shrugging.

“A proxy driver doesn’t just become my manager out of nowhere. You knew it was me, didn’t you?” She stepped closer, glaring.

Some things never change, I thought, amused. I’d just thrown a grown man to the ground and snapped his fingers like twigs, yet here she was, staring me down without a hint of fear. 

She’d been like this in high school too—never backing down, even with the toughest guys. 

It’s why she fit in so well with them.

I smirked, recalling those days, and answered, “Being a manager means I get to stick close to you, right?”

“What…?” 

Her eyes widened.

“I’m a fan,” I said, my voice earnest. “I just wanted to be near you.”

“…” 

My bold declaration left her speechless, her mind clearly racing.

Then, with a small laugh, she poked my chest. 

“What, you took this job to hit on me?”

“…” 

I didn’t respond.

“Heh, unbelievable. You think I’m the type to fall for every pretty face?” she teased.

“Think what you want,” I said, brushing it off.

“Your face says you’re totally busted,” she laughed, misreading my intent.

Explaining felt like too much effort, so I nodded vaguely. 

Harin strode past me, beckoning with a wave. 

“Whatever. I don’t date subordinates, so drop the fantasies and keep up. You’d better work hard from day one, Manager Lee.”


“…” 

That princess attitude hadn’t changed a bit since high school.

Well, watching her change will be part of the fun, I thought, wondering how I’d play this. 

With a grin, I followed her lead.

My long-awaited role as Jeong Harin’s manager had officially begun.



 
  Chapter 15: Jeong Harin’s Dream


Jang Hyuk Jin was hospitalized, courtesy of me snapping all ten of his fingers with surgical precision. 

“Damn it, I need to find a job ASAP, and now this crap happens…” he muttered, lying in his hospital bed, seething with injustice.

Rrring. 

His smartphone buzzed.

“Huh? Oh, shit!” 

He fumbled to check the caller ID, wincing as his broken fingers struggled to grip the phone. 

After some awkward maneuvering, he managed to answer. 

“H-Hello?!”

[Yo, Manager Jang. Heard you got sacked?] The voice was smooth, almost amused.

“Y-Yeah… I was about to call you. Things got a bit messy,” Hyuk Jin said, his tone cautious.

[Messy? What, you win an award or something?] the caller teased.

“No, it’s… I had an accident. I’m in the hospital.”

[Oh, you’re hurt? Well, whatever. You know why I’m calling, right?]

“Yes…” 

Hyuk Jin’s eyes flicked to the name on the screen: Kang Do Hyun.

Kang Do Hyun was the male lead in the drama Jeong Harin was currently filming—a famous actor with a notorious reputation in the industry for womanizing. 

Hyuk Jin hesitated, then spoke. 

“Uh, Do Hyun-ssi.”

[Yeah, what’s up?]

“…How about one last piece of premium info? Interested?” 

[Haha, you’ve been holding out on me? Alright, I’m curious. Spill it.]

Hyuk Jin was jobless, his hands useless for the foreseeable future. He needed cash, and fast. 

“I’ll give you the full scoop… but you gotta make it worth my while.”

[We’ll see how good it is first,] Kang Do Hyun replied, his voice dripping with intrigue.

And so, Hyuk Jin began dishing dirt on Jeong Harin.

***

There were two reasons I became Jeong Harin’s manager.

First, it gave me access to her inner world—details and insights you couldn’t get from public sources. 

Being her manager meant I could observe her up close, gathering far more than the average person could.

Second, it let me witness her emotional shifts firsthand. 

If I simply leaked a scandal about her through my connections, I wouldn’t be there to see her reaction. 

That’d be boring. I wanted to be right beside her, watching every flicker of feeling play out.

That’s why I took the job.

“Cut!” the director called.

“Ugh… Jihoon, water,” Harin demanded, slumping in her chair.

“Here.” 

I handed her a bottle.

Being a manager was more multifaceted than I’d expected. 

I managed Harin’s schedule, ensured she had water, blankets, and cushions during shoots, and kept her on track with filming sequences and wait times. 

I also handled her reputation, which meant schmoozing with crew members and directors to keep her image pristine.

Not much different from my old job, I reflected. 

At that dead-end company, being an assistant manager meant doing every miscellaneous task thrown my way. 

Harin’s manager gig wasn’t too far off. 

The main difference?

“Let me help with that,” I offered a crew member.

“Oh, Manager Lee! Thank you!” they chirped.

“Why don’t you act, Manager? You’ve got the face for it,” another said.

“Yeah, your agency should pitch you for a role!” a third added.

“Eh, I’ve got camera fright,” I lied smoothly.

“Wow, really?”

“Such a shame. You’re totally actor material.”

“Right?” Harin interjected, smirking.

Unlike my old job, people here were nice. 

Thanks to my mod-enhanced, leveled-up looks, I was treated with warmth and respect. 

Guess I overdid the customization a bit, I thought, chuckling. 

I’d tried to be subtle, but apparently not.

Still, the good looks made the job easier. 

People’s opinions of me soared just because of my face. 

No need to bash anyone’s head with a keyboard—everyone was friendly. 

It was a peaceful workplace.

My first day as a manager was spent adjusting to the role, and it turned out to be pretty fun. 

Screech. 

After the shoot, I drove Harin home in her car.

“We’re here,” I said, pulling up to her building.

“Ugh, alright. Good work. Don’t be late tomorrow,” she said, barely glancing at me as she slid out of the car.

I got out too—it wasn’t my car, after all. 

But—

“…What the hell?” Harin stopped short.

“What?” I asked, feigning innocence.

“Why are you coming this way?” she demanded as I followed her to the elevator.

She glared at me, her tired eyes narrowing. 

“What kind of stunt are you pulling, you creep?”

Clearly, she’d misunderstood. 

With a flourish, I pressed the elevator’s 7th-floor button.

“…7th floor?” she said, confused.

“What else? I’m going home. You gonna tell me I can’t?” I said, smirking.

“…” 

Her jaw dropped, and then realization hit. 

“Wait… you live in this building?”


“Yep, just moved in,” I said casually.

“And on the 7th floor…?”

“Place was open, so I took it.”

“You crazy bastard!” she exploded, clutching her collar and backing away. “What’s your deal?! 

Fine, maybe being my manager is some weird joke, but moving in next door?!”

Her reaction was even more dramatic than I’d hoped, and I couldn’t help but grin. 

The elevator dinged, arriving at the 7th floor. 

“Not getting off?” I asked.

“…” 

She stood there, fuming.

“Suit yourself. I’m heading in,” I said, stepping out.

The 7th floor of this upscale officetel had only two units. 

I strolled to one, punched in the code, and the door clicked open. 

Beep.

“…You actually moved here?” Harin said, incredulous, peeking at my keypad.

“Why’re you spying on my code? Want me to report you?” I teased.

“I’m the one who should be reporting you!” she shot back, glaring.

Ignoring her, I stepped inside. 

“Wow, it’s so empty. No furniture?” she said, holding the door open and peering in. 

“No wonder I didn’t notice you moved in.”

“…” 

I glanced around. 

Empty? 

It’s clean and nice. 

All I’d brought from my old place were clothes and my computer, but I was satisfied. 

Furniture could come later. 

Escaping that moldy, cramped studio was bliss enough.

“Hey,” Harin said, her voice sharp as she stood in the doorway. 

“I’m saying this again: don’t get any weird ideas. You think I’m gonna swoon just because you’re good-looking?”

“Never crossed my mind,” I said, deadpan.

“Bullshit. Your intentions are obvious. Try anything funny, and…” 

She trailed off, her threat hanging in the air.

What’s she gonna do? I thought, amused. 

Her defensiveness only made me want to mess with her more, but I held back. 

I wasn’t about to stoop to anything sleazy like a sex crime.

“Acting all high and mighty when you probably threw yourself at every guy back in the day,” I muttered.

“…What did you just say?!” she snapped, her face flushing. 

“You’re done!”

“Alright, get out. You’re the one breaking the law here—this is my house. Leave before I call the cops for trespassing,” I said, shooing her.

“Hey! You—ugh, just try anything weird!” she yelled as I pushed her out and slammed the door.

Clunk.

Beep.

“Hoo… finally quiet,” I sighed.

I had patients waiting at the Korea National University Hospital lobby, and Harin’s tantrum had eaten up precious time. 

“Alright, let’s go. Was it a broadcasting exec today?” I muttered, prepping for the teleport.

***

“Goddamn, Lee Jihoon’s a total lunatic, isn’t he?” 

Harin muttered, standing in front of my door, glaring at it as if it had personally offended her. 

“Parachuting in as my manager and moving in next door? What is he, some alien heartthrob from a drama?”

She recalled a popular drama where the male lead, a manager, conveniently lived next to the female lead. 

The good-looks part even matched. 

Shaking her head violently, she snapped herself out of it. 

“I’m losing it, getting all delusional over Chocolate Milk of all people…”

No matter how handsome he was, he was just a manager. 

She had no idea how he’d afforded a unit in this upscale officetel, but still. 

I’m not letting some nobody like him take my precious purity, she thought. 

Her grand dream was to marry a rich, handsome third-generation chaebol and live as a lady of luxury. 

With that goal in mind, she marched to her apartment, scanning her surroundings for anything suspicious before locking the door and shooting one last glare at my unit.

Clunk!

The next morning—

“…” 

Harin trudged out, looking exhausted.

“You’re here? Hop in,” I said, engine already running.

“Ugh, this is nice. No worrying about you being late,” she grumbled, sliding into the car.

“You look tired. Didn’t sleep?” I asked.

“…Hard to sleep with a wolf living next door,” she muttered.

“That level of self-obsession is a disease,” I quipped.

“…” 

She shot me a look but said nothing.

And so, my second day as Harin’s manager began.

What’s this guy’s deal? 

Harin wondered, stealing glances at me as I drove. 

At first, she’d assumed I was just another guy trying to charm her. 

Maybe I’d caught feelings when I drove her as a proxy driver. 

Harin was a rising star, fresh off a leading role in a hit movie, with looks that turned heads. 

Plenty of men—actors, directors, even corporate types through her agency—had tried their luck with her. 

I wasn’t unique in that regard.

But… 

This kind of lunatic is a first. 

She’d dealt with all sorts of advances, but none had gone so far as to become her manager and move in next door. 

Wait a second… A thought struck her. 

Is he trying to ruin me?

My good looks had skewed her initial assumptions toward flirtation, but what if my real motive was revenge? 

High school hadn’t exactly been a friendly chapter for us. 

But if it’s revenge, why not just leak something to the media or post online? 

Why go through the hassle of being my manager?

Revenge didn’t add up either. 

There were simpler ways to screw her over, and she didn’t recall tormenting me that badly—just making me run errands. 

What’s he really after?

Lost in thought, Harin barely glanced at her script, her eyes fixed on the back of my head as I drove. 

Despite her suspicions, the day’s work went smoothly. 

The shoot progressed without a hitch, and I handled my manager duties diligently.

Then, in the afternoon—

“Director,” Harin said, approaching the director.

“Yeah? Oh, Harin-ssi. What’s up?” he replied.

“Can we use a stand-in for this scene?” she asked.

“…What? A stand-in?” 

The director’s face fell.

The scene was a pivotal moment in the drama: a kiss between the male and female leads. 

Harin was suggesting a stand-in for that. 

“Come on, Harin-ssi, you can’t use a stand-in for a kiss scene! It’s the part viewers are dying for!” the director protested.

“I didn’t even know there was a kiss scene. If a stand-in’s not possible, can we just fake it?” she pressed.

“Ugh, Harin-ssi, you’re an actor. Can’t you just do it?” he pleaded.

Harin didn’t budge. 

This drama’s riding my popularity for ratings anyway, she thought. 

She knew her worth and wasn’t afraid to push boundaries. 

Becoming a legendary actor wasn’t her goal, so she could afford to be stubborn.

“Fine, let’s take a break! Everyone, gather up,” the director sighed, exasperated.

“Make the right call,” Harin said coolly, ignoring his glare as she walked over to me.

“Kiss scene? Why’re you refusing it?” I asked, handing her a drink.

“Ugh, you think I’m crazy enough to film a kiss scene? Let the whole country see me locking lips with some guy on a drama?” she scoffed.

“…” 

I blinked, stunned. Isn’t that just part of being an actor? I thought. 

Actors bared their souls—and sometimes their bodies—for their roles. 

Harin’s stance baffled me. This must be a sensitive spot for her.

It felt like I’d stumbled onto something important, maybe a core part of who she was. 

Eager to dig deeper—after all, this was why I’d become her manager—I pressed further. 

“What’s the big deal with a kiss? It’s not like it’s your first time.”

“Never done it,” she said flatly.

“…What?” I stared, incredulous.

“So don’t go spreading rumors. If weird gossip starts, I’ll sue you,” she warned, her eyes narrowing.

Never kissed anyone? 

I couldn’t believe it. 

In an era where people were having their first experiences younger and younger, Harin—in my memory—was a carefree party girl who hung out with the wild crowd. 

I’d assumed she’d been with plenty of guys, no hesitation.

“You’re not lying? Come on, you’ve at least dated someone. And they didn’t try anything?” 

I whispered, leaning in.

She sighed, clearly annoyed. 

“You know what my dream is?”

“No clue,” I said.

“To marry a rich, handsome third-generation chaebol and live like a queen. That’s my dream,” she declared.

“…” 

I was floored.

“While other kids were studying for exams, getting degrees, or earning certifications, I was perfecting my looks, building my career, and keeping my purity intact. I’m a luxury brand,” she said, her voice resolute.

The pieces clicked. 

She’s avoided men—even kissing—to maintain her ‘value’ for this chaebol fantasy. 

Most would dismiss such a dream as a pipe dream, but Harin had pursued it with unwavering conviction since childhood. 

In a way, she was the most determined person I’d ever met.

That’s some juicy intel, I thought, a sly smile creeping onto my face. 

This was the kind of insight I couldn’t have gotten without being her manager.

Just then—

“Harin-ssi?” 

A man approached us.

We turned to see Kang Do Hyun, the drama’s male lead and a well-known actor. 

He glanced at me briefly before focusing on Harin. 

“Wow, this must be the new manager? Aspiring actor, huh?”

“Lee Jihoon. Just a manager, not an actor,” I said, bowing politely.

“Haha, nice to meet you. Anyway, Harin-ssi,” he said, turning back to her.

“Yes, sunbae-nim?” she replied, her tone formal.

“I heard you want a stand-in for the kiss scene. Is… there a problem with me?” he asked, his voice smooth but probing.

“No, it’s not about you, sunbae-nim. Just personal reasons,” she said, her response cold and mechanical.

He’s pretty blatant, Harin thought. 

She’d dealt with plenty of men in the industry trying to get close, and Kang Do Hyun was one of them. 

She drew a firm line to keep him at bay.

“Good to know. The director asked me to talk to you. If it’s not a big issue, maybe just go for it? Unless…” 

He glanced at me again. 

“…your boyfriend’s watching the drama?”

“No, that’s not it. Sorry, sunbae-nim,” she said firmly.

“Alright, I’ll explain to the director,” he said, backing off.

As he walked away, Kang Do Hyun turned to glance at Harin, his friendly smile fading. 

She’s going this far? he thought, clicking his tongue. 

Jeong Harin was the hottest actress right now, with looks that ranked among the industry’s best. 

That only made him want her more. 

The more she resists, the more I want her.

In the acting world, it wasn’t uncommon for leads to develop real feelings while filming romances. 

Kang Do Hyun had used that to his advantage, bedding plenty of actresses—sometimes with flirty charm, other times by suggesting they “rehearse” intimate scenes. 

But Harin was the most guarded woman he’d ever encountered. 

She doesn’t even care about pissing off the director.

Refusing a kiss scene was rare for a lead actress. 

It wasn’t a dealbreaker issue, but it could tarnish her reputation in the industry. 

She’s that confident, he realized. With her beauty, acting chops, and a recent blockbuster movie topping OTT charts for weeks, she had the clout to act recklessly.

Frustrated but determined, Kang Do Hyun pulled out his phone and made a call.


Rrring…

Click.

[Hello?] The voice was familiar—Jang Hyuk Jin, Harin’s former manager.

“Hey, Hyuk Jin-ssi,” Kang Do Hyun said. “That info you mentioned? I’m buying. How much do you need?”

To Kang Do Hyun, Jeong Harin was now a game he was determined to win, no matter the cost or the means.



 
  Chapter 16: You’re Screwed


In the end, the drama’s climactic kiss scene used a stand-in, just as Jeong Harin demanded. 

She’s that serious about her purity, I thought, watching her on set, lost in contemplation. 

Even at the risk of clashing with the director, she was determined to protect it.

To be honest, I became Harin’s manager for revenge. 

Compared to victims of serious school bullying, my experience wasn’t extreme. 

Still, Harin was the reason I’d been reduced to a humiliated errand boy in high school, enduring a shameful adolescence. 

“Ooh, Chocolate Milk! Under five minutes today? You’re getting better—I love to see it!”

“I trained him well, didn’t I, Harin? Pretty impressive, right?”  

“Why’re you butting in when I’m praising Chocolate Milk? Stay in your lane.”

With her stunning looks, Harin had sat at the top of the high school hierarchy. 

Every guy craved her attention, and the immature ones flexed their strength to get it. 

Harin’s role was mostly ordering me around, but the real pain came from the guys trying to impress her. 

They made my life hell, and she was the root cause. 

I wanted to see her suffer in kind.

Maybe I could use a mod to take her virginity… If her purity was so precious, I could strip it away and then activate [Enemy Reset]. 

No consequences. She’d lose what she valued most, and it’d be a fitting payback. 

…But if I use Reset, she might not care, I realized. 

Like Kim Sunha, she might brush it off as no big deal, telling me to keep quiet. 

That wasn’t the outcome I wanted. 

And without Reset, it’s just rape. 

I needed something else—something smarter.

As I mulled this over, watching Harin’s shoot, a voice interrupted. 

“Jihoon-ssi, right? Harin-ssi’s manager?”

I turned to see Kang Do Hyun approaching. 

“Yes?” I said.

“I was pretty close with your predecessor, Jang Hyuk Jin,” he said, his smile warm. 

“Thought I’d get to know you too. That cool?”

He extended his hand, his expression friendly. 

But my gut screamed fake. 

What’s this guy’s deal? 

His earlier behavior and now this approach suggested he wanted something—likely from Harin. 

I shook his hand, playing along. 

Then he leaned in. 

“To be honest… I’m interested in Harin-ssi.”

“…” 

I stayed silent, letting him reveal his cards.

“She’s got this iron wall up, though. I’d love to take her on a date, but it’s not easy,” he said, chuckling.

“If she’s not into it, shouldn’t you back off?” I said, keeping my tone neutral.

“Haha, you’re right, but I’m a romantic. Gotta keep knocking on the door, you know? Ten times, at least.” 

His handsome actor face made it sound almost charming. 

Without that face, he’d just be a stalker.

His stated goal was to get close to Harin, but something about his vibe didn’t add up. 

“Got a favor to ask me?” I said, cutting to the chase.

He blinked, surprised, then grinned. 

“You’re sharp, Jihoon-ssi. Bet you’re great at your job.”

“So, what’s the favor?” I pressed.

“…” 

He paused, then leaned closer, his voice low so only I could hear. 

“I’d like to make a deal with you, Manager.”

“…” 

My instincts were spot-on. 

Beneath the polished exterior, this guy was slimy.

***

“Hey, where’d you go? The shoot’s done,” Harin snapped as I returned.

“Bathroom break,” I said.

“Do that during my scenes!” she huffed. 

I’d stepped away to call Yoo Hyunwoo, my contact, after talking to Kang Do Hyun. 

Now, I drove Harin back to our officetel. “Hoo, good thing today’s schedule wrapped early,” she said, stretching as she got out of the car.

We rode the elevator together, and I casually brought up the earlier encounter. 

“That actor from before—Kang Do Hyun, right?”

“Why do you care?” she said, her tone wary.

“Just wondering if you’re close.”

She smirked, teasing. 

“What, you jealous?”

“…” 

I didn’t bite.

“Cute, but wake up. I’m not into Kang Do Hyun, and you’re not my type either.”

“You’ve got a real talent for pissing people off,” I said, shaking my head.

“Don’t push too hard. Even a hot guy gets creepy when he’s clingy. You’re already stressing me out living next door,” she shot back.

I let it slide. 

I’d get more useful info from Yoo Hyunwoo than from her. 

As we reached our floor, she hesitated. 

“Hey, Jihoon. Since we finished early, maybe—”

Rrring.

My phone cut her off.

“Yes, Yoo-ssi,” I answered, waving to Harin as I headed into my apartment. 

She glared, clearly annoyed, then stormed into her place.

[Kang Do Hyun’s background check is complete,] Yoo Hyunwoo said.

“Fast as always,” I replied.


[Haha, happy to help. I sent the report to your email. Let me know if you need anything else.]

“Thanks,” I said, hanging up. 

Korea’s top firm doesn’t mess around with intel.

I sat at my PC and opened the email. 

“Hoo… this guy’s not just slimy,” I muttered, scanning the report. 

Kang Do Hyun was notorious for scandals, but that was public knowledge. 

The real dirt was in the details Yoo had dug up.

No published scandals, but a laundry list of female celebrities he’s been involved with. 

The report included photos of him with various actresses in private settings—dates, late-night meetups. 

What caught my eye, though, was what happened to some of them afterward.

“Suicide…?” 

I read, my brow furrowing. 

Several articles detailed actresses who’d struggled with depression, often blamed on online hate, before taking their own lives. 

The common thread? 

They’d all rejected Kang Do Hyun’s advances. 

Their deaths came months or years after his pursuit.

“…” 

I leaned back, processing. 

This could be useful.

I recalled Kang Do Hyun’s earlier proposal: 

“It’s simple. Just sell me any info on Harin-ssi I don’t already know.” 

“…”  

“Haha, don’t get the wrong idea. I’d never do anything bad.”  

“…” 

“And… I already have info I could use for bad things. If you work with me, I won’t need to use it.”

His blatant pitch to me, her manager, suggested he was confident. 

He didn’t fear me ratting him out to Harin or the agency. 

I zeroed in on his mention of “info for bad things.” 

Likely, his plan was to use me as a pawn to get closer to Harin, maybe charm her into being his. 

If that failed…

He’d probably try to ruin her, like those other actresses.

“Not bad,” I said, a grin spreading as I pieced together the possibilities. 

I pulled out the business card Kang Do Hyun had given me and dialed the number.

Rrring.

Click.

[Hello, Kang Do Hyun speaking.]

“Hey, it’s Lee Jihoon. Harin’s manager.”

[Oh, Manager! You called! Does that mean you’re in on my offer?] 

His voice was brimming with excitement.

I smirked. 

“Nah, I’m passing.”

[…What?] 

The enthusiasm vanished.

“Harin’s not just my client—she’s my friend. I’m not into dirty deals,” I said, my tone firm.

[…] 

Silence stretched on the other end.

Then, a colder voice came through. 

[…Tch, if you’d played along, things could’ve stayed smooth.]

“…”

[Guess it’s up to Harin now. Alright, take care.]

Click.

He hung up.

Slimy bastard’s predictable, I thought. If he wasn’t an actor, he’d be a conman or worse. 

He treated pretty actresses like prizes in a game, stopping at nothing to win. 

And if he couldn’t have his prize? 

He’d smash it to pieces, as the suicides of those actresses suggested.

That left one likely move for him now.

I stood, walked to Harin’s door, and pressed the intercom.

[Ding-dong.]

[Who—ugh, what do you want? …Hang on.]

Her voice crackled through, and soon the door creaked open—just a sliver, her head peeking out cautiously. 

“What’s this about? Don’t try anything weird. I’ve got a gas gun by the door.”


“Ugh, let’s make this quick, Harin,” I said, cutting through her suspicion.

“…What?” 

Her glare softened into confusion.

I looked her dead in the eyes, my face blank. 

“You’re screwed.”



 
  Chapter 17: Rejection and Controversy






“You expect me to believe that?” Jeong Harin said, her voice laced with skepticism.

I was in her apartment, laying out the situation in detail. 

My blunt “you’re screwed” had apparently been persuasive enough to get her to let me in. 

That, and maybe the fact that my place lacked spare chairs.

“Believe it or not, that’s on you,” I said, shrugging.

“…” 

She sat on her living room sofa, arms crossed, as I told her about Kang Do Hyun—leaving out the part about the actresses who’d died after crossing him. 

I explained his proposal to me, my rejection, and the likelihood that if he couldn’t have her, he’d try to ruin her.

“Ugh, that sounds like nonsense,” Harin said after a moment of thought, brushing it off. 

“How’s Kang Do Hyun supposed to ruin me? He’s just an actor. What power does some random actor have?”

“Maybe,” I said, tilting my head. 

“But are you that confident?”

“What…?” 

Her eyes narrowed.

“You haven’t exactly lived a saintly life, have you?”

“…” 

Her expression hardened.

She forced a laugh, trying to play it cool. 

“What, because I made you run errands? Or hung out with the kids who bullied you? Come on, that’s nothing—”

“It doesn’t matter what you actually did, Harin,” I cut in. 

“All it takes is proof you were a delinquent. 

You’re an actress—you know how much people love tearing others down.”

My words hit home, and she bit her lip, her face tightening. 

With a huff, she turned away, arms still crossed. 

“Whatever. Your story’s not even solid. Kang Do Hyun’s some scheming creep? I don’t buy it. Honestly, you’re the suspicious one.”

She shot me a sidelong glare. 

“What’s your game? Trying to scare me? Using Kang Do Hyun as an excuse to pull something?”

“…” 

She really doesn’t want to face reality, I thought. 

I’d only spent a day around Kang Do Hyun, but his slimy nature was obvious. 

There’s no way Harin, with her industry experience, hadn’t noticed it too.

Rrring.

Her phone broke the tense silence.

“…” 

We both froze.

Harin grabbed it, checked the caller ID, and her face stiffened. 

She answered, her voice clipped. 

“…Yes, this is Jeong Harin. Yes… Okay.” 

A pause. 

“Ugh, fine. I’ll head over now. But it’s just a quick talk.”

She hung up, her shoulders trembling as she bowed her head. 

I had a guess who it was but asked anyway. “Who was that?”

“…” 

She didn’t answer.

“Kang Do Hyun?”

“…” 

Her silence confirmed it.

She looked up, her eyes uneasy. 

“What do you want from me?”

“Me?” I raised an eyebrow.

“Yeah. You’re telling me this because you’ve got a plan, right? What is it? What do you want?”

She’d clearly misunderstood my intentions. 

I chuckled. “Nothing, really.”

“What?! Don’t bullshit me! You think I’m clueless? You’ve got something going on—that’s why you suddenly became my manager and moved in next door! And now Kang Do Hyun’s pulling this, and you’re saying it’s nothing?!”

“Kang Do Hyun’s a coincidence. And like you said, I’m your manager.”

“What…?” She blinked, confused.

“My actress is about to get screwed over. As her manager, I’m just giving you a heads-up. That’s it.”

“…” 

She stared at me, her expression a mix of doubt and frustration, trying to gauge if I was lying. 

Finally, she clicked her tongue. 

“Tch, whatever. Just drive.”

“I’m off the clock,” I said, smirking.

“You bastard! You came here on your own two feet, didn’t you? Shut up and get ready!” she snapped, clearly pissed.

Her frazzled state was almost amusing. 

I didn’t know what Kang Do Hyun had said on the phone, but it had her spooked. 

With a grin, I followed her to the parking lot, savoring her reaction.

***

Screech.

“Here?” I asked, pulling up.

“Yeah,” Harin said.

“A hotel?”

“The hotel café, you perv. What, you hoping it’s a room? If it was, I’d have said no from the start,” she shot back, her bold tone betrayed by the tension in her face.

What was she thinking? 

Worried about her career crashing if a scandal broke? 

Makes sense. 

If she’s forced out of acting, her dream of marrying a chaebol goes up in smoke.

She seemed to be wrestling with two options: give in to Kang Do Hyun to dodge the crisis, or hold fast to her purity despite his threats. 

Either way, it was prime entertainment for me.

“Wait, Harin,” I said, stopping her as she moved to get out.


“What?” she said, glaring, her foot halfway out the door.

I held out something to her. 

“Take this.”

“…A necklace?” Her eyes widened.

“Wear it.”

“…You’re hitting on me now? What, scared I’ll get taken by him?” she scoffed.

“Think what you want,” I said, unfazed.

The necklace was an item from [Underdream], acquired through a mod. 

A gold chain with a delicate emblem, centered by a sparkling gem. 

“Looks expensive… You’re seriously proposing here?” she said, half-joking.

“Harin, it’s a necklace, not a ring. Chill. It’s a good-luck charm. Put it on.”

“I’m Christian, asshole,” she muttered.

“The Lord will understand.”

Her quip about proposing wasn’t entirely off. 

In [Underdream], this necklace was modeled after one used to propose to companion NPCs. 

But that wasn’t my goal here. 

“…” 

Harin studied it, then snatched it from my hand. 

“Wait here till I’m back.”

With that, she strode confidently into the hotel. 

Let’s see how this plays out, I thought, leaning back in the driver’s seat.

The necklace was a [Companion Designation Necklace]. 

In [Underdream], you’re normally limited to one companion. 

This mod lets you designate an NPC as a companion by giving them the necklace, allowing multiple companions. 

But that wasn’t why I gave it to Harin.

“Wow… really a virgin? Never even kissed?” 

I muttered, pulling up Harin’s status tab through the companion system, my jaw dropping. 

Her claims were true.

***

[Jeong Harin] 

[Human] 

[Actress]

– Virginity: Intact  

– Kisses: 0.0  

– Fellatio: 0.0  

– Vaginal Intercourse: 0.0  

– Anal Sex: 0.0  

– Sumata: 0.0  

– Paizuri: 0.0  

– Pregnancy: 0.0  

– Childbirth: 0.0  

– Masturbation: 1327.9  

Why did a companion’s status include such metrics? 

Blame [Underdream]’s storied tradition—the [Adult Mode]. 

It’s weird seeing this applied to a real person, I thought. 

In Adult Mode, losing a battle to monsters or hostile NPCs triggers a [Rape Event]. 

Alternatively, dialogue choices can lead to consensual [Sex Events]. 

The status tracks every act in excruciating detail.

“Over a thousand times masturbating… Is that normal? Or low?” 

I wondered, keeping an eye on the status. 

If any of Harin’s metrics changed during her meeting with Kang Do Hyun, it’d mean she’d given up her purity. 

Shame I can’t watch it live, but seeing her humiliated when she gets back will be worth it. 

Plus, the status would catch any lies about “nothing happening.” 

I settled in, eagerly awaiting the outcome.

Clunk. 

Slide.

“Huh…?” 

I blinked as Harin climbed back into the car without a word.

“What? Why’re you back so soon?” I said, glancing at her status.

***

[Jeong Harin] 

[Human] 

[Actress]

– Virginity: Intact  

She just… came back? 

Astonishingly, it seemed she’d only talked to him.

“What’s with that look? You thought I’d sleep with him or something?” she snapped.

“No, just… you’re back fast,” I said, caught off guard.

For once, her usual delusional confidence was spot-on. 

“So, what’d he say?” I asked, curious about their conversation.

“…” 

Harin crossed her arms, staring out the window with a sullen expression. 

“You were right,” she admitted quietly.

“About what?”

“That bastard… he threatened me with my high school days. Had photos too—don’t know where he got them.” 

She paused, then glared at me. 

“Wait, was it you? Did you feed him info?”

“If I did, I wouldn’t have warned you,” I pointed out.

“Ugh, yeah… true. Then who?” she muttered, frowning.

“There’s another manager besides me,” I hinted.

“What…?” Her eyes widened as it clicked. 

“That scumbag Jang Hyuk Jin?!”

If Kang Do Hyun had approached me for info, he’d likely done the same with her former manager. 

It wasn’t hard to piece together. 

But something else puzzled me. 

“So, he threatened you,” I said.

“Yeah.”

“…And you agreed to sleep with him?”

“Are you insane?!” 

Thud! 

She kicked the back of my seat, fuming. 

“My purity’s worth a fortune! You think I’d sell it to that pervert for a quick fling? Am I brain-dead?!”

“…” 

So, she’d told Kang Do Hyun to screw off.

“You… really turned him down?” I asked, still processing.

“Ugh, what? Relieved I kept my virginity? Worried some other guy would take it? Sorry, but you’re not getting my first time—or even my first kiss. Not in a million years. So give it up, Manager ,” she sneered.

“No, that’s not what I meant. Can you… handle the fallout?”

“…” 

She fell silent.

She didn’t know what had happened to the actresses who’d rejected Kang Do Hyun, but as someone in the industry, she’d know how devastating a single scandal could be.

“Whatever, just drive,” she muttered.

“Alright,” I said, starting the car.

Harin had brushed off Kang Do Hyun’s threats. 

A few days later, as he’d warned, her school bullying scandal exploded across every news outlet.

***

[I’m so sorry, Teacher…!]

“No, it’s not your fault, CEO,” I said calmly.

[Still, for something like this to happen just days after you started as her manager…!]

I was on the phone with Han Kyu Sung, the CEO of KV Entertainment, discussing the bullying controversy. 

[We’re doing everything we can to quash the scandal. Please, don’t worry…]

He seemed to genuinely believe I was a devoted fan of Harin’s, determined to fix this mess. 

I glanced at her. In the corner of my barren living room—no furniture, just empty space—she sat curled up, knees to her chest, head buried.

Since the scandal broke, her schedule had been wiped clean. 

No ads, no variety shows, no radio gigs. 

Even the drama she’d been filming had just wrapped its final shoot. 

Harin was, effectively, unemployed.

[So, Teacher, please just hold on a little longer. I promise I’ll—]


“No, CEO,” I interrupted, stepping away to a room where Harin couldn’t hear. 

On the balcony, I took in the city view and grinned. 

“Just fire Harin.”

[…What?] 

His voice crackled with shock through the speaker.



 
  Chapter 18: The Manager and the Fallen Actress






Jeong Harin dreamt. 

The dream was a patchwork of real events, stitched together in her subconscious. 

“Harin-ssi, it’s simple. Just go on a few dates with me. I want to get to know you.”

“…If it’s just coffee, I’m fine with that.”  

“Haha, come on, we’re adults. You think dates are just about coffee?” 

In the dream, Harin grabbed the glass of water in front of her and splashed it across Kang Do Hyun’s face. 

Splash!  

“Screw you,” she spat. 

“You filthy bastard. If you’re gonna try something, just do it. What, your brain’s controlled by your dick? You’re not even a damn fungus.”  

She stormed out of the café. 

The dream shifted, jumping to the aftermath of her school bullying scandal.  

“Harin! How much of this is true? Explain yourself!” 

“The ad agency called. They’re demanding penalties per the contract.” 

In the dream, she was berated by countless voices. 

Then came the final blow:  

“Harin-ssi, I’m sorry, but with the penalty issues… we’ll have to end our contract here. We’ll cover the penalties on our end.”

KV Entertainment, her agency, cut her loose. 

Just two weeks after she’d walked out on Kang Do Hyun, Harin was adrift, a deserted island in a vast, uncaring sea. 

No one came looking. No one cared.  

“Bastards…”  

But she wasn’t entirely alone. 

The internet’s vengeful spirits seized the chance to tear her apart.  

– Physiognomy is science lol  

– Creepy af, she played all pure and innocent in that movie?? 

– High school classmate here—she was a notorious slut lol  

 
└ For real??? 


  └ Yup, slept with all the delinquents in those photos lol  

 
└ Chills lolol what a tramp  


– Her face screams plastic surgery. Honestly, her popularity was overblown anyway.  

In her dream, these faceless phantoms danced around her, reveling in her downfall. 

Their joy fed on her misery. 

Then, one final comment loomed before her eyes:  

– Bet she’ll lay low for six months and come back shamelessly lol  

And below it:  

Just go kill yourself already.

***

“Gah!”

Harin jolted awake, gasping for air.  

“Haa… haa…” 

Her face was blank, her hair disheveled from sleep, her pajamas damp with sweat. 

A nightmare.  

“What a shitty dream,” she thought, too drained to even curse out loud.  

Guess I read too many comments yesterday.  

A month had passed since her bullying scandal broke, yet new articles kept surfacing, and anonymous online communities were relentless in their attacks. 

Yesterday, against her better judgment, she’d started reading the comments. 

She knew she shouldn’t, but human nature isn’t so easily controlled. 

What began as a glance turned into hours of scrolling through vitriol until dawn, culminating in that nightmare.  

“You up? Early for you,” a familiar voice said nearby.  

Lee Jihoon. 

He approached with two steaming mugs of coffee.  

Harin wasn’t surprised. 

She was in his apartment, after all.  

“…You ever gonna buy a sofa? Sleeping on the floor sucks—I woke up because it’s so damn uncomfortable,” she grumbled.  

“Then sleep at your place. You’ve got a fancy bed, but you chose my bare floor,” he shot back.  

“…” 

She couldn’t argue.  

Being alone in her apartment made her spiral into dark thoughts. 

Her place was too lavish, a cruel mirror of her current despair. 

Jihoon’s empty, furniture-less apartment, on the other hand, was oddly comforting. 

Its barrenness soothed her.  

“Here, coffee,” he said, offering a mug.  

“…” 

Harin took it, sipped the warm liquid, and glanced at him. 

“You’re not looking for a new job?”  

“Job? I’ve got one. Your manager.”  

“Idiot… I got dropped by the agency ages ago, and you’re still playing manager?”  

After the scandal, Harin had to pay penalties to several ad agencies, which led to her being let go by KV Entertainment. 

Yet, bizarrely, Jihoon kept acting as her manager.  

“Alright, wash up and rest. I’m heading out,” he said.  

“Where?” she asked.  

“You know—hustling for gigs.”  

“Waste of time. You think someone’s gonna fall for you and hand you a job?”  

“Talking smack means you’re doing okay. I’ll be back,” he said, slipping into a sharp suit and heading out.  

Click. 

Beep. 

The door locked behind him.  

Harin set the mug down and stood. 

She folded the blanket she’d spread on the floor and tucked it into a corner. 

Glancing at the front door, she hesitated, then slipped into Jihoon’s room.  


The room was sparse—a desk, a PC, a single bed. 

That was it. In that stark, humble space, Harin threw herself onto his bed. 

Flop! 

“…” 

The cheap mattress had a familiar softness, and the faint scent of a man—Jihoon—filled her senses.  

“Idiot…” she muttered, wedging his blanket between her legs and hugging his pillow tightly. 

She buried her face in it.  

“Such an idiot… No one’s gonna give him work. Total moron…” 

Her words sounded like complaints, but they carried the weight of self-reproach.  

Yet, she felt at peace. 

His scent, the soft bed—it cleared the gloom that had weighed on her since morning.  

“Idiot, idiot… Even if you get a gig, nothing’s gonna change…”  

She couldn’t understand it. 

Why did he stay by her side after the agency dropped her? 

Why was he still scrambling for work for her when even she had given up? 

To Harin, he seemed foolish, pathetic.  

“Goddamn moron…”  

But she’d never tell him to leave. 

No matter how much it stung her pride or made her feel small, she couldn’t bring herself to say, 

Quit being my manager and move on. 

If he left, no one would be left by Actress Jeong Harin’s side.  

“Ugh, such a dumbass…”  

For now, while Jihoon was out, Harin surrendered herself to his bed, soaking in its comfort.

***

“Let’s see… is my princess resting well?” I muttered, stopped at a traffic light while driving Harin’s car. 

I pulled up her status.  

“Hmm… went up again.”  

[Jeong Harin] 

[Human] 

[Actress] 

– Virginity: Intact  

– Kisses: 0.0  

– Fellatio: 0.0  

– Vaginal Intercourse: 0.0  

– Anal Sex: 0.0  

– Sumata: 0.0  

– Paizuri: 0.0  

– Pregnancy: 0.0  

– Childbirth: 0.0  

– Masturbation: 1389.2  

Checking Harin’s status had become a habit, especially given her depressed state. 

As expected, her “masturbation count” had ticked up by one.  

“It was around 1320 before… How many times a day is she doing this?”  

Over a month had passed since Harin’s fall from grace, and her masturbation stat had climbed steadily, almost daily. 

She’s probably bored with nothing to do, I reasoned. 

At least it means she’s mentally stable.  

I’d had my fill of her despair over the past month. 

If she sank further and did something drastic like take her own life, it’d leave a bad taste in my mouth.  

“Alright, time to hunt for some gigs,” I said, refocusing.  

I’d told Harin I was out looking for work, and I meant it. 

As her manager, I was genuinely pitching her to companies and meeting with reporters to try to quell the scandal. 

But I did it as plain old Manager Lee Jihoon, no mods involved.  

I could use a mod to bury the scandal in a snap, but that’s not what I want. 

Sure, I’d enjoyed watching Harin’s despair, but that didn’t erase my resentment from high school. 

I didn’t expect her to hold onto her virginity against Kang Do Hyun, but this is fun too.  

Kang Do Hyun had set the stage, and I was just playing my part. 

For now, I’d keep my role as “Harin’s only ally.”  

“Sorry, but Jeong Harin is a tough sell. The bullying scandal’s still too hot,” a producer told me.  

“Got it,” I replied, moving on.  

I spent the afternoon diligently pitching Harin to various companies. 

As expected, no one bit. 

But that was fine. 

This was more of a hobby anyway.  

After a full day, I headed home.  

Beep, beep, beep. 

Click.  

“Oh,” I said, stepping inside.  

“Huh? The blanket… You washed it?” 

I asked, noticing the neatly folded bedding.  

“Ugh, I had nothing else to do! And your blanket stinks! Smells like an old man! I didn’t want that smell on me, so I washed it!” 

Harin snapped, flustered.  

“Didn’t say anything. Thanks,” I said, brushing it off.  

“…” 

She shot me a glare, then scurried to my room. 

A quick glance showed her expertly making my bed. 

Once done, she returned to the living room as if nothing had happened.  

“All set?” I asked.  

“Yeah…” she mumbled.  

“Let’s eat then. I got food.”  

“…”  

“Tteokbokki. Come on,” I said, setting it on the table—a new addition since Harin started crashing at my place.  

“Tastes bad. You’re eating so slowly,” I teased, noticing her picking at it.  

“…It’ll make me fat. I’m an actress. And you, a so-called manager, buy high-carb, high-sodium tteokbokki?” she grumbled.  

“Funny, coming from the girl who devoured it in high school. Work’s gonna be tough to come by for a while, so eat up while you can.”  

“…” 

Her hand froze mid-bite, and she fell silent.  

What was she thinking? 

Debating whether to finish the tteokbokki? 

As I watched her, she spoke up.  

“Hey…”  

“What?”  

“Why… why are you still my manager?”  

“Huh? Out of nowhere?”  

“Ugh, it’s weird! You’re barely getting paid, and who knows if I’ll ever act again. Why… why do you keep clinging to this manager gig?!”  

Her eyes, slightly misty, locked onto mine. 

I paused, considering my response.  

What’s the best way to play this? 

A brief silence hung between us. 

When I didn’t answer, Harin spoke again, her voice softer.  

“Hey…”  

“Yeah?”  

“I…” 

She looked down, avoiding my gaze, and mumbled, “What if I quit acting… and just live normally?”  

“What…?”  

“My acting career’s already screwed, and seducing a chaebol for a trophy wife life seems impossible now. So… maybe…” She glanced at me. 

“Get a regular job, date normally, marry normally. I’ve been thinking about that.”  

“…” 

She was talking about abandoning everything to become an ordinary person.  

That won’t do. 

Even as a scandal-ridden actress, Harin’s beauty was top-tier in the industry. 

With looks like hers, she could still snag a wealthy heir if she tried. 

I can’t let her have a happy ending like that.

I wanted Harin to lose her precious virginity in a moment of crushing despair. 

That’s what mattered most to her. 

For that, she needed to stay in the acting game.  

“Harin,” I said, catching her attention.  

“Y-Yeah…?”  

“You asked why I’m still your manager.”  

“…Right.”  

I leaned in, crafting a believable lie. 

“I told you—I’m your fan.”  

“…”  

“I think you’re amazing as an actress. That’s why I’m rooting for you, why I’m sticking around as your manager.”  

“R-Really…?”  

“Yeah. No matter what happens, I’ll be by your side. So don’t give up on acting. You’re destined to be a successful actress.”  

That level of flattery should do the trick. 

Her sudden talk of quitting likely stemmed from the public’s hate and her current misery. 

Boosting her ego would keep her in the game.  

Bang!

“Hey, why’re you leaving? You didn’t finish!” I called as she stood abruptly.  

“I’m done! I’ll get fat! I’m resting in the room, so don’t bother me!”  

Clunk!

Click. 

She stormed into the guest room and locked the door.  

“…” 

I blinked, caught off guard.  

But then I smiled, glancing at the door. 

She was smiling just a tiny bit.  

She wouldn’t quit acting. 

She’ll rebuild her career, guard her virginity, and aim for that chaebol wife dream. 

And when she’s brimming with hope, I’ll crush it. 

Your virginity won’t be sold to a chaebol, Harin. It’ll be taken by this lowly manager.  

Feeling a rush of satisfaction, I popped a piece of tteokbokki into my mouth.

***

Harin leaned against the locked guest room door, her breath uneven.  

“Hoo, hah…” 

A faint laugh escaped her lips.  

Her cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but the curve of her lips betrayed uncontainable joy. 

Jihoon’s words echoed in her mind: “No matter what happens, I’ll be by your side…”

“Ugh… that idiot… spouting cheesy crap without hesitation…”  

Slide.

She sank to the floor, a dreamy smile spreading across her face. 

Her heart raced, but it wasn’t unpleasant. 

The morning’s gloom washed away, replaced by a lightness she hadn’t felt in weeks.  

As she basked in the moment, her phone rang. 

Rrring.  

“…”  

“Ugh, ruining my vibe…” 

Still savoring the sweetness of Jihoon’s words, she grudgingly checked the screen.  

Her expression froze. 

The caller ID read: “Fucking Bastard.”  

It used to be “Actor Kang Do Hyun.”  

She didn’t need to think hard to know why he was calling.  

“That prick…”  

Just when she was savoring a rare moment of warmth, the person she most wanted to strangle interrupted. 

Glaring at the screen, she answered.  

“What.”  

[Harin-ssi? How’ve you been?] 

His voice was smooth, infuriatingly casual.  

“Are you stupid? Don’t you watch the news?”  

[Haha, sounds like you’re holding up. Good to hear.]  

“Cut the crap. Get to the point.”  


[…] 

Silence lingered on the line.  

Then, as she demanded, Kang Do Hyun got to business.  

[Let’s meet again. This time, we’ll talk properly.]  

“…”
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[Harin-ssi, don’t you want to make a comeback as an actress?]  

Kang Do Hyun’s reason for calling was straightforward.  

[It’s not too late. Things haven’t even really started yet.]  

After subjecting Harin to a month of plummeting terror, he was now trying to sweet-talk her back.  

[Let’s meet today. I’ll send the location after this call. Think it over carefully. I’ll make sure you reclaim your former glory.]  

“…”  

The call ended, and Harin was certain. 

This bastard’s only goal was her body—nothing more.  

“…”  

Leaning against the guest room door, she sank into thought, replaying his words: “Things haven’t even really started yet.” 

In other words, if she refused him again, he’d ensure her fall was irreversible.  

Harin thought of the countless industry who’d vanished before her. 

Caught in scandals, battered by relentless hate and mockery, they lost work, their faces too recognizable for normal jobs. 

Driven to poverty, some chose to end their lives.  

“…”  

Their stories felt like a roadmap for her own future.  

Grit…  

“That filthy bastard…” she muttered, grinding her teeth.  

She stood, stormed out of the room, and found Jihoon still at the dining table, eating the leftover tteokbokki. 

Avoiding his gaze, she said, “Drive me.”  

“…What? At this hour?”  

“Yeah! You’re still my manager, aren’t you?”  

“…” 

Jihoon stared at her for a moment, then got up. 

“Alright, let’s go. Where to?”  

“…”  

His easy agreement, paired with a warm smile, made her heart twinge. 

Moments later, they pulled up to the destination.  

Screech.  

“What is this place… a club?” Jihoon asked, raising an eyebrow.  

“…Kang Do Hyun called me,” Harin admitted, finally revealing what she’d kept quiet about.  

“What…?”  

“He contacted me again. That’s all you need to know.”  

“…” 

Her cold response silenced him. His lack of follow-up questions only heightened her unease.  

Slide.  

“Wait for me until I’m back. Got it?” she said, opening the door.  

“Yeah,” he replied.  

“…”  

Harin touched the necklace Jihoon had given her, then stepped out. 

Step, step.

She marched toward the club’s entrance. 

A guard blocked her path but quickly recognized her.  

“Jeong Harin-ssi? This way, please.”  

“…”  

Kang Do Hyun had clearly made arrangements. 

The guard led her inside.  

Jihoon watched her disappear into the club, his eyes narrowing. 

Kang Do Hyun contacted her out of the blue, huh? 

Her expression gave him a good guess at the reason—likely another round of threats.  

A club instead of a hotel this time, he thought, smirking. 

After Harin rejected him at the hotel, Jihoon had assumed Kang Do Hyun had given up. 

Apparently, the bullying scandal was just a prelude, a way to soften her up.  

He’s calling her here to pressure her into giving in before things get worse. 

Kang Do Hyun seemed determined tonight. 

And Harin, showing up willingly…  

“I won’t get to take her myself, which is a shame, but her expression should be worth seeing,” Jihoon mused.  

Ding! 

He opened Harin’s status window, settling in to watch the show unfold.

***

“Yo, Harin-ssi! You made it!”  

The club’s pounding music and dim lighting set a gritty tone. 

In the most sinister corner—a VIP room reeking of sleaze—Kang Do Hyun greeted her.  

He’s not even pretending anymore, Harin thought. 

The blatant choice of venue screamed that he saw her as nothing more than prey.  

“Sit, come on. We’re here to talk, right?” he said, patting the seat beside him.  

“…Didn’t know you had company,” Harin replied, eyeing the other men in the room and the women draped over them.  

“Haha, just my friends. No need to worry,” he said dismissively.  

“…”  

The men didn’t look like “friends” by any stretch. 

Kang Do Hyun, the only one without a woman at his side, tapped the empty spot next to him, motioning for her to sit.  

“…”  

“Good girl. Finally listening,” he said as she sat, keeping some distance.  

He slid closer, trying to drape an arm over her shoulder. 

Smack! 

“Back off,” she snapped, swatting his hand away. 

“I’m here to hear you out, not play along.”  

“…” 

Kang Do Hyun stared at her, a faint smile curling his lips.  


“Hoo…” 

He sighed, pulling his hand back. 

“Fine, have a drink then.”  

He pushed a champagne glass toward her, already filled as if prepared in advance.  

“I didn’t come to drink,” she said, her tone sharp.  

“Haha, come on, just one. We’re here to talk, right? Or… you don’t want to talk?” he pressed, his voice carrying a veiled threat.  

“…Tch.” 

Harin clicked her tongue and picked up the glass.  

Kang Do Hyun’s smile widened, a predatory glint in his eyes. 

Gulp, gulp. 

Harin downed the champagne in one go.  

Clink.

“Pour another,” she demanded, setting the glass down.  

“Wow, Harin-ssi, you can drink! Ready to talk now, huh?” He grinned, eagerly refilling her glass.  

Ten minutes, and the effects should kick in, he thought, already painfully aroused. 

The talk of “conversation” was a lie.  

She came here, so she’s already planning to give in. 

Why else would she show up? 

To skip the tedious dance, he’d spiked her drink.  

RMC Pharmaceuticals’ new aphrodisiac—the world’s first to induce genuine arousal. 

Not a knockout drug, but one that’d make her beg for him.  

Can’t wait to see that attitude of yours crumble.  

Pour, pour. 

Imagining Harin drooling and pleading for him, Kang Do Hyun happily poured more of the expensive champagne. 

Slowly, his hand crept closer to her.  

“Let’s toast, Harin-ssi,” he said, raising his glass. 

“To us getting along better.”  

“Toast?”  

“Yeah, to celebrate our new understanding.” 

He flashed a charming smile, clinking his glass toward hers.  

“…” 

Harin stared at her full glass, then—  

“Kyaa!”  

“Do Hyun-ssi!”  

“…”  

“Like my style of toasting? Satisfied?”  

*Drip, drip, drip…*  

Harin dumped the champagne over his head.  

Clink! 

“Pfft! Hahaha! God, that felt good!” she laughed, wiping her mouth. 

“Take that, you pervert. You think I came here to negotiate? Hah, feels like a decade’s worth of stress just melted away.”  

“…” 

Kang Do Hyun sat silently, soaked, his expression unreadable.  

Giggling, Harin stood.  

“Hold it, missy. Where do you think you’re going?” 

One of his cronies blocked her path.  

“Move,” she growled, glaring at the hulking man.  

He smirked, finding her defiance cute, and placed a hand on her shoulder. 

“You think you can pull that stunt on Do Hyun-ssi and just—”  

“Urghhh!”  

Thud.  

“Pig, get out of my way.”  

The man convulsed and collapsed, unmoving. 

Zzzzt.

A small taser in Harin’s hand crackled with electricity.  

The room’s occupants stared in shock. 

Harin grinned, flipping them off. 

“By the way, my friend’s dad is a police chief. 

If I’m not out of here in fifteen minutes, the SWAT team’s coming. 

So, deal with it, you vermin. I’m out.”  

“…”  

“What a crazy bitch…”  

Screech. 

Slam.  

Harin strutted out of the VIP room, head held high.  

“…”  

“Do Hyun-ssi… you okay?”  

Kang Do Hyun hadn’t moved since the champagne hit him. 

But as Harin left, he lifted his head, a venomous smile spreading.  

“Hah, that damn bitch…”  

“No good, huh?”  

“Yeah. Forget taking her.”  

Fury consumed him. 

Like the women who’d rejected him before, he’d make her suffer—then destroy her completely.

***

Jihoon reclined in the driver’s seat, monitoring Harin’s status. 

Five minutes had passed since she entered.  

Maybe thirty minutes until she’s taken? he thought, anticipating her loss of virginity.  

Slide!  

The passenger door flew open, and Harin climbed in.  

“What the…”  

“What do you mean, what?! Drive!”  

“Huh…?”  

“Go, I said! Start the car! Are you deaf?!”  

“Uh, okay…”  

Confused by her return after just five minutes, Jihoon started the engine.  

“…”  

“You okay?” he asked, noticing her trembling.  

Her quick return was odd, but her terrified expression raised more questions.  

“Hey, Jihoon…”  

“Yeah?”  

She curled up, still shaking, and whispered, “Give me your hand…”  

“I’m driving.”  

“Drive with one hand! You can do that, can’t you?”  

“It’s dangerous…”  

Despite his words, Jihoon offered his right hand. 

Harin laced her fingers with his, gripping tightly.  

“…”  

“…”  

Her trembling stopped.  

“What the hell happened in there?” Jihoon asked, his voice tinged with concern. 

Her holding his hand was unimaginable.  

Staring out the window, still clutching him, she murmured, “Just… stay like this. I’m scared.”  

“Scared?”  

“Yeah. I gave him a piece of my mind.”  

Her shaking had ceased, but her heart still pounded with fear. 

Holding Jihoon’s hand, she channeled that terror into a steadier rhythm.  

They drove home in silence, her hand in his. 

Soon, they reached the officetel.  

“…”  

“Hey, we’re here. Still scared?” Jihoon asked as they entered his apartment.  

For the past month, Harin had been living there, so it felt natural for them to head inside together. 

But she lingered at the entrance, still gripping his hand.  

What’s with her? 

Jihoon thought. 

Her hand felt hotter than before.  

“Haa… haa…” Her breathing grew ragged.  

Sensing something was off, Jihoon approached. 

“Hey! You okay? Are you sick?!”  

He tilted her chin up, revealing her flushed face and hazy eyes.  

Oh, no… 

“Your face… you’re burning up. Is it a fever? You sure you’re okay?”  

This isn’t good…  

His firm hand on her forehead, his scent up close, his striking face—everything sent her heart into overdrive.  

I can’t hold back anymore…  

The desire she’d suppressed, soothed only by solitary relief, had swollen to a breaking point.  

“We need to get you to the ER. Let’s go back downstairs. Can you walk?”  

“…”  

His worried, gentle voice and kind actions shattered her fragile restraint.  

“It’s all your fault…!”  

“What…?”  

“Because of you…! All because you’re so damn good to me…!”  

Cling.  

Harin wrapped her arms around Jihoon’s waist, pressing herself against his solid frame, letting her pent-up desire flood out.  

“Mmph…?!”  


“Hnng…!”  

Without hesitation, she claimed his lips.  

“Haa, hnng…! Haa, chup…!”  

She didn’t stop, her tongue entwining with his, greedily savoring him.  

It was Harin’s first kiss—and the start of a primal, beastly first experience.
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“Hnng… chup… haa, chup…”  

The wet, lewd sounds of tongues intertwining fogged Harin’s mind. 

This is… a kiss… it’s incredible…  

Jihoon’s intoxicating scent had been stoking a fire in her lower belly, and now, clinging to his firm, masculine frame, her thighs were soaked, dripping with arousal. 

She wanted to stay like this all day.  

But Jihoon pulled back, breaking the kiss, and gently pushed her shoulders. 

“Did you just… kiss me?” he asked, his face a mix of confusion and disbelief.  

“What, I’m not allowed to kiss?” she snapped.  

“No, but… your first kiss…”  

“Shut up, shut up! Just stick out your tongue! This is all your fault… You keep seducing me!”  

“When did I—!”  

“Argh, shut it!”  

Every second spent talking was a second stolen from tasting his lips. 

Her nerves frayed, Harin’s eyes burned with primal need as she shoved him back.  

Thud!  

“Mmff!”  

“Haa… hnng, chup… haa, more… chup… keep going…”  

She pinned him to the floor at the entrance, diving back into his lips. 

It’s driving me insane… it’s so good… 

Her first kiss, yet she wasn’t clueless—she knew about kissing, about sex, in theory. 

But nothing prepared her for how *good* it felt.  

“Hnng, haa… chup…” 

If kissing feels this amazing…  

Something blunt and heavy pressed against her belly, its shape unmistakable. 

As she devoured his lips and tongue, her thigh grazed the hard outline of his erection. 

If we go all the way… 

The thought alone sent a dizzying thrill through her, the heat of his arousal making her core clench. 

You’ve always pissed me off…  

Her hand drifted down, stroking his thigh as she reflected. 

Taking care of me… making me feel things… smelling so damn provocative… and never once touching me! 

For a month, living in his apartment amid her scandal, Harin’s heart had raced at every glimpse of him. 

The faint sweat after a day’s work, the gleam of his collarbone fresh from a shower, the flex of his forearm when he handed her something—each sparked an unbearable lust.  

But she’d held back. 

Her virginity was her treasure, meant to be preserved. 

She’d stifled her urges with masturbation, but… 

Living with a woman like me, and he never made a move!  

Now, she didn’t care. 

Jihoon had crossed a line, and she wanted to punish him. 

Right here, right now. 

Strip off their clothes, tangle their bodies in a sticky, heated mess of flesh and fluids.  

I want it inside… I need it inside…

Her belly burned, guiding her hand to his belt.  

“Haa… haa…”  

“Hey, are you… in your right mind?” Jihoon asked, his voice strained.  

“Shut up, shut up…! Argh! Just… pull it out already!”  

Before he could respond—

Click. 

Ziiip!

—Harin undid his belt and yanked down his zipper. 

She tugged his underwear aside, and—  

Thwap.  

“…”  

Jihoon’s massive, erect cock sprang free, towering with power. 

Even to her inexperienced eyes, it was enormous.  

Gulp…  

A thick, musky scent hit her, sending shivers through her. 

Twitch, twitch.  

“…”  

“Harin, snap out of it. Do you even realize what you’re doing? Don’t chaebols care about virginity?”  

“…”  

His words barely registered. 

The scent of his arousal had already pushed her over the edge, a light orgasm rippling through her.  

“Haa… hnng…!”  

“Ugh… you…!”  

Like a woman possessed, Harin took his cock into her mouth.  

“Hnng…! Slurp…! Suck…! Slurp…!”  

The musky scent flooded her senses, drowning her mind. 

It felt like she was losing herself, but she couldn’t stop.  

“Haa… hnng… haa…”  

She licked it like ice cream, savoring every inch, taking it deep into her throat. 

The act alone sent jolts of pleasure through her core, her body trembling.  

As she lost herself in it—  

“Ugh…! Harin…! I’m…”  

“Hnng… suck, slurp…”  

Jihoon groaned, his cock twitching. 

His thick hands gently cradled her head. 

Instinctively, she knew he was close and plunged his length deeper into her throat.  

“Arghhh…!”  

Spurt!  


“Hnng…!”  

A hot, heavy flood of cum poured into her throat.  

Gulp… gulp. 

She swallowed it all. 

It’s… incredible…

Twitch, twitch…  

Jihoon was the one who came, but the fact that the man she desired had filled her mouth sent waves of pleasure through her.  

“Haa…”  

“Haa, haa…”  

“Your cum… it’s all over my mouth…”  

“Sorry… this is my first time too…”  

“…First time?”  

“Yeah… never had time for women.”  

“…”  

First time. 

The words sparked an uncontainable joy deep within her. 

If we have sex today… I’ll be his first.  

Firsts are unforgettable, aren’t they? 

With that thought, Harin discarded any notion of stopping.  

Swish.

“Hey, what are you—”  

“Get it up again… hurry…”  

Stroke, stroke, stroke.  

Her clumsy hands worked his softening cock, coaxing it back to life. 

She stripped off her top, tossing it aside, and unhooked her bra, letting it fall.  

Thud, thud.  

“…”  

“Well? Heh, turned on? Bet it’s your first time seeing a woman’s breasts too.”  

“Uh… in person, yeah…”  

“Pretty big, right? Don’t you want to touch them? Come on…”  

She guided his hands to her chest. Damn… pale skin, soft pink nipples… insanely hot.  

Grab.  

Jihoon’s hands squeezed her breasts.  

“Hnng…!”  

A delicate moan escaped her lips.  

“Ahh… it’s hard again…!”  

His once-soft cock stood rigid once more.  

“Haa… hurry… hurry…”  

Harin frantically shed her bottoms, pulling her panties down to her ankles, leaving them tangled. Her soaked, pink pussy glistened before him.  

“Hey, Harin, are you serious?”  

“…”  

As she positioned his cock at her entrance, Jihoon grabbed her arm. 

“You don’t seem yourself. You sure you won’t regret this?”  

“…”  

Her frantic movements paused.  

“I don’t know…” she murmured, her voice thick.  

Her eyes, clouded with lust, met his as she leaned closer, her heavy breasts pressing softly against his chest. 

Her pussy rubbed against the tip of his cock, making wet, obscene sounds.  

Schlick, schlick. 

“Hnng… you know my virginity’s precious, right? I’m giving it to you…”  

“…”  

“So take responsibility…”  

“Responsibility?”  

“Take responsibility… I’ll let you fill me up… hnng…! So you have to take care of me…!”  

“A manager like me, taking care of you? You know my salary.”  

“I don’t care, damn it… I’ll work too… hnng… So… can I put it in? Huh? I’m putting it in… we’re having sex…?”  

“…”  

Schlick, schlick. 

Slide…  

“Haaang…! It’s amazing…! It’s so big, filling me up…!”  

Savoring the pleasure of her first penetration, Harin slowly lowered herself onto his cock. 

Her slick folds parted, letting him glide in.  

Then—Rip…!

“Argh…! It hurts…!”  

Her hymen tore.  

“It hurts…! Haaang…! But it feels so good…! Incredible…!”  

The overwhelming pleasure melted her mind. 

Drooling, entranced, she moved her hips.  

Schlick, schlick, schlick. 

“Hnng, haa…! Haang…! So good…! What is this…!”  

Despite the pain of her first time, she rocked her hips frantically, the pleasure overpowering everything.  

Then—Flash!  

A radiant sensation washed over her.  

“Haa…! Haaang…! What…! What’s happening…!”  

Schlick-schlick-schlick-schlick! 

The pain vanished, leaving only mind-shattering pleasure flooding her brain.

***

“Hoo… finally done…”  

“Ugh… ughh…”  

I gazed at Harin, sprawled on the floor, drenched in her own fluids. 

Never thought my first time would be getting ravaged by a woman.  

When Harin, in a frenzy, took her own virginity by impaling herself on me, she’d winced in pain. 

I cast a healing spell to ease it. 

Once the pain was gone, she went wild, milking me four times.  

“…”  

“Zzz…”  

No contraception, and I’d filled her womb four times. 

Exhausted from countless orgasms, Harin passed out, snoring softly.  

“Didn’t expect her to throw away her virginity like that…”  

Her sudden kiss had thrown me off. 

Her first kiss was supposed to be a bargaining chip for a chaebol marriage. 

Yet she didn’t stop there—she initiated sex herself.  

“This is a problem…”  

My original plan was different. I’d intended to stay by her side as her only ally while she was shunned by the world. 

When she grew dependent, I’d hint at leaving. 

If she begged me to stay, I’d demand her virginity as the price.  

“Completely blindsided…”  

I never imagined she’d pounce on me. 

Something was off, though. 

Her ragged breathing, her lust-crazed eyes… it was like she’d been drugged, straight out of a story.  

Only thing I can guess is Kang Do Hyun did something. 

Regardless, the outcome was the same: I took her, and she took me. 

My goal of claiming her virginity was achieved—just in an unexpected way.  

“…”  

“Mnya… hmn…”  

I looked at her, sleeping soundly, covered in fluids, and chuckled. 

“Guess it doesn’t matter.”  

My old grudge had faded naturally after gaining cheat mods and making a fortune. 

With a lighter heart, I felt almost benevolent.  

Since it’s come to this, time to tidy things up. 


I carried Harin to the bedroom, laying her on the bed. 

She’s the one who took my virginity, after all.  

She did say to take responsibility.  

After a shower, I sat at my PC, pulling up news articles. 

“Let’s start by burying the scandal.”



 
  
    Chapter 21: The Dutiful Manager





I woke up at my usual time, but the sensations coursing through my body were anything but ordinary.  

“Hnng… slurp… haa… suck…”  

Lewd sounds filled the morning air. 

A heavy weight pressed against me, and soft, yielding flesh squished against my lower abdomen. 

Through bleary eyes, I saw a glistening, arousal-soaked ass and pussy twitching before me.  

“…Harin, again?”  

“Hnng… suck… haa… Oh, you’re awake?”  

At my voice, Harin glanced back, meeting my eyes as if nothing was amiss. 

Her cheeks were flushed with excitement, her gaze hazy.  

Three days in a row now.  

Morning blowjobs had become her daily ritual.  

“Hey, move over. I’ve got to head out early for work,” I said.  

“Hnng, suck, hnng… slurp…”  

“Hey, hey…! Ugh, you’re not even listening?!”  

Ignoring me, Harin devoured my cock with single-minded focus. 

Ever since that day she lost control and ravished me, she’d been insatiable, craving sex and oral almost daily.  

If I don’t do something, she’ll keep this up forever.  

With no other choice, I grabbed her enticing ass with both hands.  

“Haaang♡ …Haa! Haaang━♡ Your tongue… it feels so good…!”  

Twitch, twitch. 

As I plunged my tongue into her slick, dripping folds, her pussy quivered with delight.  

“Hnng…! Slurp…! Sluuurp…!”  

She resumed sucking me off. 

Moments later—  

“Ah…! I can’t take it anymore…!”  

“What have you even been holding back?” I muttered.  

“Haa, haa…! Hurry…!”  

Ignoring me, Harin spun around, aligning her pussy with my cock. 

Her lust-drunk eyes locked onto mine as she leaned in for a kiss.  

“Hnng… chup… haa… chup…”  

Our tongues tangled, now practiced in their dance. 

She sucked my lips greedily, gripping my hardened cock and guiding it to her entrance.  

Time to take control.  

I sat up, flipping her onto her back.  

“Haang… so rough…♡”  

Flop. 

Pinned to the bed, Harin flashed a sultry smile, wrapping her arms around my neck. 

Instinctively, she shifted her hips to the perfect angle, her legs locking around my waist, urging me to thrust.  

I drove my cock into her slick heat in one swift motion.  

Slide!  

“Haaaang♡ It’s here━♡ Hnng…! So good♡ Ah, ngh…! Haang…!”  

Schlick, schlick, schlick! 

“Ugh…! How the hell did a slut like you stay a virgin so long?”  

“I don’t know…! Hnng♡ If I’d known it’d feel this good…! Ngh…♡ I’d have fucked you back in school…♡”  

*Schlick, schlick, schlick!*  

Her pussy clenched around me, milking my cock with every thrust. 

We writhed on the bed, biting, sucking, pounding, and squeezing in a frenzied tangle.  

Soon—  

“Ugh…! I’m gonna cum…!”  

As pleasure pushed me to the edge, my cock twitched. 

Harin, as always, locked her legs tighter, pulling me close.  

“Cum♡ Fill me up♡ Ngh♡ Hnng…♡ Hurry…!”  

At her command, I buried myself deep, unloading everything I’d pent up overnight into her womb.  

Spurt!  

“Agh…! Ngh…! Haaaang…!”  

***

“Where are you going? Can’t you just stay?”  

“I told you, I’ve got stuff to do this morning.”  

“Then what stuff? There’s no work anyway.”  

After a sticky morning romp, we showered together, and I got dressed. 

Harin lounged on the bed, watching me.  

“Wait… you’re not meeting another woman, are you…?”  

“…”  

“You…! Argh! I gave you my virginity, and you’re sneaking off to see someone else?!”  

“How do you always jump to the wildest conclusions and miss the truth?”  

“Then what is it?! My bullying scandal’s gotten worse, so I can’t even step outside, let alone get work! What could you possibly have to do?!”  

“Well, you’re not wrong.”  

The day Harin pounced on me, she’d told me she’d met Kang Do Hyun, dumped champagne on his head, and walked out. 

In retaliation, he’d doubled down, mobilizing articles, news, and even YouTubers to amplify her scandal. 

They spread lies—claims she’d driven a bullied student to suicide, or that she’d been into drugs and prostitution in school—backed by fabricated evidence.  

At this rate, she’ll never return to the industry. 

That was Kang Do Hyun’s MO. 

Those who rejected him were buried under scandals and hate, driven to suicide by his psychopathic games.  

But—  

“Harin.”  

“What? Proposing? Gonna marry me?”  

“You’ll be back to work soon.”  

“What…?”  

Her sulky expression shifted to confusion.  


“How…?”  

“Just wait and watch. That’s what I’m heading out for. Stay here and behave.”  

“…”  

She stared at me, silent. 

Then, with a skeptical pout, she said, “Can’t we just stay home and fuck all day? I’d like that better.”  

“…I’ll be back.”  

“Ugh~! I’m serious! You’re really going?! You heartless jerk!”  

Thwap!  

A pillow hit my back as I left. 

Can’t blame her for doubting.  

No celebrity had ever recovered from a scandal this severe. 

Even if the truth came out, people would plug their ears, cover their eyes, and keep throwing stones, reveling in the downfall. 

Public opinion rarely shifted unless the target took their own life.  

But—  

“Time to change the tide.”  

Unfazed by the impossible, I grinned and moved forward.

***

“Hah, pfft… heh…”  

“Another article today?”  

“Yeah, this time it’s a pregnancy rumor. Heh, Reporter Yoon’s got a knack for sleazy stuff.”  

In a van heading to a schedule, Kang Do Hyun scrolled through articles on his tablet, chuckling. 

The screen displayed a fresh piece on Harin’s school bullying scandal.  

What a pervert, his manager thought, glancing at him through the rearview mirror. 

Years of working for Kang Do Hyun hadn’t dulled the disgust at his twisted tendencies. 

Of course, he’d never voiced it.  

Then, still snickering, Kang Do Hyun kicked the driver’s seat. 

“Hey, how long do you think this’ll last? A month?”  

“Dunno. But Jeong Harin seemed pretty tough. Maybe she’ll just ignore it and retire?”  

“Hah, you don’t get it.”  

Kang Do Hyun’s smile turned sinister. 

“Girls like Harin, who refuse to bow, are the most fragile inside.”  

“Really?”  

“Heh, bet she’s holed up at home, drowning in depression. Wanna bet? Guess when she’ll off herself.”  

“Come on, Do Hyun. Why bet on something like that?”  

“…” 

His expression iced over.  

The manager, feeling a chill, forced a smile. 

“Haha, not saying no… just not confident.”  

“Pfft, fine. But let’s do it. Guess right, and I’ll buy you a new car.”  

“What?! For real?!”  

“When have I ever lied? So, when do you think she’ll do it?”  

“Ugh… gotta think carefully…”  

The manager gripped the wheel, mulling it over. 

Kang Do Hyun was scum, but he never reneged on bets like this. 

A new car was on the line. 

Feels wrong, but screw it. 

My life’s what matters.  

After a moment, he decided. 

“Alright! Three months! No, two! I bet two months!”  

“…”  

“…Do Hyun?”  

Normally, Kang Do Hyun would’ve laughed by now, but he was silent. 

The manager checked the mirror and saw him staring blankly at the tablet.  

“What the hell…?”  

“What’s up? Something wrong?”  

“…”  

No answer. 

Kang Do Hyun wordlessly turned on the van’s TV, flipping channels.  

[Actress Jeong Harin, recently embroiled in a school bullying scandal, is once again drawing attention with unexpected news.]  

“News…?”  

“Shut up.”  

“…”  

The anchor’s voice continued, detailing Harin’s story.  

Another fabricated scandal? 

The manager wondered what lies Kang Do Hyun had fed the media this time, listening closely.  

Then—  

[…Last week, Jeong Harin temporarily halted activities due to allegations of school bullying. However, this morning (May 21), renowned Hollywood director Beckett Raines announced he’s cast her in his upcoming film.]  

“What?!”  

“Hollywood?! What the hell is this?!”  

Both the manager and Kang Do Hyun couldn’t believe their ears.  

Hollywood—the epicenter of global pop culture and film. 

And Beckett Raines, a legendary director, had cast Jeong Harin?  

“…”  

“…”  

They stared at the TV, stunned.  

“This makes no sense…” Kang Do Hyun muttered. 

“What did that bitch do to get cast by Raines…?”  

“…She suck him off or something?”  

“You idiot!! You think Hollywood works like that?!”  

“…”  

It was unthinkable. 

In Korea, a local actor landing a Hollywood role was major news, splashed across every outlet.  

And it had happened to Jeong Harin, the woman drowning in a bullying scandal.  

“…This won’t bury it, will it?”  

“…”  

The manager glanced cautiously at Kang Do Hyun, who ground his teeth, glaring at the screen. Then, forcing a smile, he said, “No way it’ll die down.”  

“Right?”  

“Damn it, this is Korea. They’ll tear her apart for this. Say she’s embarrassing the country. This changes nothing.”  

“…”  

But both knew one thing: Jeong Harin won’t die.  

Kang Do Hyun’s grand plan had unraveled.  

“Ugh… damn it…”  

His hopes of her demise shattered, he clenched his fists, cursing under his breath.

***

“What?! Whatwhatwhat?! How did I get cast?! I had no idea!”  

The moment I got home, Harin launched herself at me, clinging tight, her voice brimming with confusion. 

“Was it you…? What did you do?”  

“I told you I was busy this morning.”  

“Lee Jihoon, you crazy bastard…! What are you?! How the hell did you land me a gig with Beckett Raines?!”  

“You said to take responsibility, so I manned up and made it happen.”  

“…”  

She stared at me, still wrapped around me, then stepped back.  

“Goddamn, you’re amazing…”  

Rip! 

She yanked off her top.  

Flop! Flop! 

Her bra followed.  

Jiggle.  

“Hey, hey! Why are you stripping?!”  

“Shut up! Who’s the one seducing me?! You’re done for…! I’m riding you all night!”  

“You just want to, don’t you…?”  

“Come here! Always doing sweet stuff—how am I supposed to resist?!”  

Her eyes wild, Harin pounced, grinding on me relentlessly.  

“Ahn♡ Hnng…! I came again…!”  

*…*  

She hit climax five times before collapsing, exhausted, at dawn. 

Somehow, she seemed more thrilled about the sex than the casting.  

After our sticky marathon, I lay beside her sleeping, naked form, scrolling through my phone. 

Countless articles about her casting flooded the screen.  

This alone won’t bury the scandal.  

People love watching the famous and wealthy fall. 

Even a bombshell like this wouldn’t stop them from tearing into their prey.  

[Jeong Harin in Hollywood lololol]  

What, she’s just gonna be a bed-scene toy, right?  

Bet Raines cast her for that lolol  

Oh, so we’re watching Harin get railed by a Black guy??*  

Now we know why she got cast lolol  

Even good news was twisted into ammunition to tear her down. 

A single positive headline wouldn’t silence the controversy.  

One final piece was needed.  

The next day—  

“I am a victim of Jeong Harin’s school bullying.”  

I turned the tide further, revealing the last puzzle piece to flip the narrative.  


Click! Click!  

Cameras flashed, microphones crowded, and reporters gathered to hear me. 

With the Hollywood news breaking, attention on Harin was at its peak.  

“Today, I stand here to separate truth from lies in the stories surrounding Actress Jeong Harin.”  

I smiled at the cameras.
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