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    Chapter 1: There’s no such thing as a male streamer, right?

    With the rise of single-person streaming platforms, the 21st century had undoubtedly entered the era of major creators. At least, that was what I thought.

    The downfall of traditional streamers.

    In contrast, people were enjoying internet streams from solo creators, and anyone could become a YouTuber, streamer, or DJ in this era.

    “Become famous. Then even if you shit, people will clap for you.”

    This was truly a revolution.

    “I’m going to become a god of internet streaming!”

    When I was in elementary school, my number one career aspiration was to be an internet streamer.

    So, I dedicated myself to this path from that time and went all-in on streaming.

    From ordinary game streams to mukbangs, missions, and random content, I utilized countless types of content and spent ten long years streaming.

    Average viewers: 42

    Total donations: 481,245 won

    Streamer ranking: Domestic (214,821st) International (Not listed)

    “Fuck…”

    My life was ruined.

    I tried harder, even revealed my face, studied 1 million YouTube autobiographies during others’ exam periods, and did every possible thing to succeed in the world of internet streaming, but this was my limit.

    A monthly income of about 400,000 won—a pathetic failure.

    A passerby who doesn’t recognize me when I turn on the camera.

    Is it true that opportunities exist, but only those destined to become streamers actually do?

    “The world is really unfair…”

    If it was just a matter of my skills being lacking, I could understand.

    Successful big-name streamers were all much more entertaining and had better-streaming instincts, so I didn’t have any particular complaints about them.

    However, seeing streamers who were actual gangsters or criminals, or just pretty female streamers who made hundreds of millions a day in donations…

    “Should I tell you about the time I got involved with a criminal twelve times?”

    “Wow~. Oopsie, thank you for the 5 million won donation~. Love you~.”

    It was truly infuriating.

    Of course, not all female streamers are bad. Using one’s body to make money is a skill of internet streaming, and it’s not like they committed any crimes. If there are viewers satisfied with that, it’s actually a nice development.

    But there were always some among the female streamers who were notorious for being “gold-diggers.”

    “Bro, I got swindled by a gold digger and had to take out a loan…”

    “What?!”

    One of my friends ended up being swindled by one of those women and, because of the ‘boyfriend gaslighting,’ ended up taking out loans totaling over 100 million won.

    Though my friend said it was okay because he gained love, once he lost the ability to take out loans, the gold-digger promptly kicked him out.

    Later, it was revealed that this gold-digger earned about 1 billion won in a year through this kind of scam.

    “1 billion won?! I make 400,000 won a month!”

    Moreover, in Korea, where a woman’s tears can become evidence, the case ended with probation instead of the 30-year prison term it deserved.

    I had never been so bitter.

    Some people can live their lives just by exposing themselves, while others can make 1 billion won in a year just by showing a little cleavage.

    Oh, of course, that doesn’t mean I condone crime.

    Even if I were a woman, I wouldn’t engage in such crazy behavior of exploiting others.

    Anyway, the reason I’m telling you this past story is…

    “…So, could you lower the repair cost of my camera?”

    “Yes… I’m having a hard time.”

    In Yongsan Electronics Market.

    Recommended by a close friend, I had bought a camera cheap, but during a recent handstand mission, it broke completely. I had to come back here.

    After inspecting my camera’s condition, the repairman said,

    “90,000 won.”

    “What?!”

    “This is a foreign-made camera. The original cost is about 300,000 won, so this is actually a cheap repair price.”

    The repairman started with 90,000 won. Having been eating only ramen for two months, I started negotiating by sharing my life story and the sad tale of my friend.

    “Sigh… Alright. Since I feel sorry for you, I’ll do it for 70,000 won.”

    “Ah, thank you!”

    I managed to get a 20,000 won discount from the original cost.

    “It will take about two weeks to repair, so give me your address, and I’ll send it by courier. Of course, it’s cash on delivery.”

    “Yes, understood.”

    As a streamer, having a broken camera was quite bad news. But, it was what it was. I had to be content with this for now.

    With a positive mindset, I took the subway back to my basement room where I lived.

    But then, suddenly…

    “…?!”

    I felt a sudden dizziness and headache.

    “Is it because I’ve been eating only ramen lately?”

    At this point, my body was so accustomed to ramen that it felt like noodles were in my veins and broth in my arteries. I brushed off the symptoms as ramen dizziness and entered my room.

    Checking the time, it was 8:49 PM. After a rare outing and with my ramen-only diet, it was a tricky time to start streaming.

    But who was I?

    I’m a streamer. Having spent 70,000 won on camera repair, I had to stream no matter what.

    So.

    [Click Click.]

    First, I turned on the stream. Since the camera was broken, a face-to-face stream was impossible. Given that there were hardly any viewers, I thought ‘They probably don’t care anyway…’

    An average monthly viewership of 42 means that only 1 or 2 people enter and leave daily.

    …Considering that earning 400,000 won seems quite good?

    Anyway.

    “Hello everyone~. Today, I’ll be streaming with just my voice because my camera is broken.”

    The viewer count was, of course, zero. Still, as usual, I greeted everyone and started streaming ‘League of Legends,’ my most played game.

    But as I was selecting a champion…

    [Chat]

    -This guy’s concept is so gross lol

    “What’s up with this troll?”

    For the first time in five minutes after starting the stream, a viewer entered, but their attitude was clearly unpleasant.

    [Chat]

    -If you want to make money by mimicking a man, just get lost, loser

    “Hey, please don’t use foul language. I’m actually a man. If you keep chatting like this, I’ll ban you.”

    This was the first time I had been insulted for mimicking a man. There had been controversies about female YouTubers being revealed as male, but that was only because they deceived people into thinking they were women.

    It was ridiculous that I was getting insults for being a man, not a woman.

    [Chat]

    -Haha is this guy serious?

    -It makes sense that someone is streaming as a man

    -Isn’t he using voice changer software?

    -Haha, the future of Korea is really bright

    Suddenly, the number of viewers increased exponentially.

    “Uh, uh?!”

    [Chat]

    -Is this guy really a man?

    -Wow, but his voice really sounds like a man

    -Could it be a voice changer?

    -Haha haha haha haha haha haha

    For the first time in 10 years of streaming, my chat had a scroll bar.

    ‘Seriously, this kind of thing is causing such a big controversy?’

    I had no idea this would become such a big deal.

    However, I was truly a man. And with 10 years of streaming experience, I knew how to handle it.

    ‘When the tide comes in, you must row the boat.’

    So, chasing the opportunity after 10 years, I said.

    “Ha ha. Hello, everyone. I’m indeed a man.”

    I intended to start with a lively introduction, but…

    My champion was killed!

    [Chat]

    -Haha haha haha haha haha haha haha

    -Haha haha haha haha haha haha haha

    -Omg

    -Not playing the game?

    -Is this guy just pretending?

    -Just stop streaming

    Looking at the chat as my champion died in disbelief, I saw my viewership plummeting rapidly, as if losing interest in my gameplay.

    “Damn it…”

    [Chat]

    -?

    -?

    Why?

    My frustrations were building up from the broken camera, the 70,000 won repair cost, eating ramen for two months, and thinking something was finally going to work out…

    “But why is nothing going right!!”

    [Chat]

    -?!

    -?

    -?

    “Huh?”

    Did I lose my mind because of the sudden rise and fall?

    Feeling regret after the outburst, I thought about how I had ruined the stream.

    In today’s world, streaming with vulgar language was only possible until the 2010s. Now, such content would quickly be labeled as low-quality and a “hako” streamer.

    The life of a 10-year veteran streamer.

    I wondered if today was the end of my streaming career, filled with fear as I looked at the chat again.

    [Chat]

    -Is this guy really a man?!

    -This doesn’t seem fake

    -But can a man really stream?

    -Haha haha haha haha haha haha haha

    -Show your face if you have a camera

    -Buy a camera quickly and show yourself

    -If you show me having sex with popcorn, I’ll donate 1 billion won

    …What’s this?

    Is this a glitch in the viewer count?

    Seeing the viewer numbers rapidly increase beyond two digits to three digits, I was left dumbfounded.

  
    Chapter 2: I got suspended for impersonating a man

    
      Viewer count: 597. 
    

    
      Donations: 192,125 won. 
    

    
      Comment count: Off the charts.
    

    All this, just after three hours of streaming.

    I initially planned for a quick, one-hour stream, but with viewers flooding in, I ended up going until dawn. And this was the result.

    
In just three hours, I earned enough to cover a month’s worth of living expenses.

    “Thank you so much, everyone! It’s getting late, so I’ll be wrapping up the stream now.”

    [Chat window]

    -Already?

    -But you’re a guy, you need your beauty sleep~

    -Yo, Yuba~

     -Are you really a guy, though?

    -Please use a cam next time!

    -This feels kinda empty…

    -I’ve already subbed, so don’t disappear on us, okay?

    “Haha. Don’t worry, I’m not going anywhere. See you all tomorrow!”

    And with that, I ended the stream.

    Still, what’s up with all the male streamers disappearing lately?

    
Sure, it was awesome making a bunch of money.

    
But aside from that, the flood of comments from today asking me to confirm my gender were really stuck in my head.

    
“Male streamer… but like, what’s so special about that?”

    
Why do they keep asking?

    If it had been just a couple of viewers, I could ignore it, but nearly 50 of them were obsessed with it—almost one-seventh of the whole audience!

    
…Seriously, what gives?

    “Guess I’ll think about it tomorrow…”

    It was already past midnight.

    
I hadn’t even eaten dinner since I ran out of instant ramen.

    
Between saving for my camera repair and literally being broke, I couldn’t afford to eat.

    But with the money I just made, tomorrow I’d hit the convenience store and feast!

    
Grinning at the thought, I prayed today wasn’t some crazy dream and drifted off to sleep.

    Being a streamer didn’t mean I could live without any structure.

    
I worked from home, but if I ate and slept whenever I wanted, I’d ruin my routine and end up a mess.

    I’ve learned over the past 10 years that sitting in front of a computer for work all day is hard on the body.

    
So, like clockwork, I got up at 8 AM when my alarm rang.

    
“Ugh… slept well!”

    After a quick wash (gotta save on that water bill), I went for a light jog to fully wake up.

    
If I didn’t move my body, I’d balloon up in no time.

    Back before I went to the military, I was 181 cm tall and weighed 132 kg.

    
Streaming, eating, and sleeping whenever led to that disaster.

    
“Man, if it wasn’t for the buff guys in the military, I’d probably be dead from diabetes by now.”

    Now, I still stood at 181 cm, but weighed 81 kg.

    
I’d lost 50 kg during my time in the military and built up a lot of pure muscle.

    
…Well, I’d been eating instant ramen recently, so my muscles had softened a bit, but still.

    
Thanks to the military, I picked up a habit of working out.

    Of course, I couldn’t afford a gym membership, so I used the equipment at the local park.

    
Not exactly luxurious, but hey, it worked for me.

    ‘I’ll just break a sweat and then get ready for the stream.’

    
I couldn’t help but smirk when I thought about yesterday’s donation haul.

    Pulling myself up on the bar, I worked on keeping my posture straight.

    
Streamers spend a lot of time sitting, so the neck and spine need extra care.

    “Kekekeke… I’ll treat myself to a convenience store bento after this!”

    
But I couldn’t get too cocky—yesterday’s success could have been a fluke.

    
No room for complacency.

    Just as I was focused on my workout…

    “Hey! Pass the ball!”

    
“Suyeon, dunk it!”

    Looked like some college athletes were out on the basketball court.

    
The girls were drenched in sweat, playing hard.

    
‘Girls… playing basketball? Huh.’

    
Basketball was a pretty rough sport, so it wasn’t every day you saw women going at it like that.

    
The way they fought for the ball was like watching a men’s game.

    “Interesting… maybe I’ll use this for storytime in my next stream.”

    But it was hard not to notice one thing: when they jumped, well… let’s just say the absence of certain male parts made it all the more… bouncy.

    
Too much staring could get me into trouble, so I tried to look away.

    “Pfft… I swear, my dick……”

    Just as I was about to refocus on my workout…

    “Hey! Time out!”

    
“Huh? Why, you scared?”

    
“Shut up, idiot. My bra’s killing me. I’m taking it off for the rest of the game. Hold on.”

    
“Oh, that’s all? Go for it, then.”

    …Wait, did I hear that right?

    
Did she just say she’s taking off her bra?

    “Bra…zi… what? No, no, it must be something else… Bra… Bra… what else starts with ‘Bra’?”

    
The only ‘bra’ I knew was, well… a bra.

    
But no way was she seriously about to take it off in the middle of a basketball court.

    “You good? Let’s go!”

    
      

      Boing, boing.
    

    …What the hell is happening?

    
“Huh?!”

    She didn’t just take off her bra, she took off her shirt too, and now her watermelon-sized… chest was bouncing around as she jogged back to her team.

    …Is this a dream?

    
I slapped myself, wondering if I was seeing things after watching too many videos.

    
Nope, my cheek stung.

    “…Is this real?”

    
I couldn’t believe it, but here I was, watching a group of girls play basketball while slowly stripping off their clothes.

    
This was like a scene from a… well, you know.

    I couldn’t even tell if the bouncing things were basketballs anymore.

    
And yet, even though I knew I shouldn’t stare, I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

    Then, suddenly…

    “…Huh?”

    
“?!”

    I locked eyes with the orange-haired girl who had taken off her top.

    
She froze.

    “Hey, Harim, what are you doing? We’re still playing!”

    
“Wait… isn’t that a guy over there?”

    
“Dude, this is a public park. Why would a guy be here…?”

    What?

    “…Huh?”

    
“Huh?”

    The girls started stopping one by one, looking in my direction.

    
‘Did I just get caught?’

    
I swear I saw beads of sweat—or was it spit?—fall from their faces as they stared.

    
Before they could come closer, I dropped from the pull-up bar and walked away as calmly as possible, not looking back.

    
Just like I hadn’t seen a thing.

    I couldn’t afford to get labeled as a creep and have my streaming career ruined.

    
‘Why is it that they’re the ones stripping, but I’m the one running away…?’


    I couldn’t help but think, ‘I’m being targeted just because I’m a guy!’

    I ran straight home, not even stopping at the convenience store like I’d planned.


    Gasping for air, I slammed the door to my cozy basement apartment behind me.

    “Huff… Huff…”

    This would make for a great story for the stream… except…

    
Could I even tell this story without ending up in jail?

    I mean, I had to be careful, or I’d definitely end up in trouble.

    
But still, as a content creator, I couldn’t help but think about how to spin this into gold for my next stream.

    “Whew… Let’s just start the stream for now.”

    After a quick shower, I turned on my PC, trying to get my mind off what I’d just seen.

    
I needed to focus on my stream, especially since my viewer count had been skyrocketing lately.

    
Letting today’s… incident distract me would be a real crime.

    “Don’t get distracted. Think of it like being possessed by some basketball-loving ghost.”
Yeah, that’s it. I wasn’t thinking straight because I hadn’t watched any… videos in a while.
I found a bit of comfort in that thought and sat down to stream…

    [This account has been suspended for violating streaming regulations.]

    “Huh?”

    
What?

    
Was this a glitch?

    I tried logging in a few more times.

    
Same message.

    [This account has been suspended for violating streaming regulations.]

    What the…

    
“Violated streaming regulations?!”

    What did I even do yesterday? All I did was play games!

    
Unless this country suddenly banned game streams overnight?

    Frustrated, I called the streaming platform’s support line.

    [Hello?]

    
“Hi, this is Yongjun, the streamer of account ~~~. I noticed my account’s been suspended…”

    
[Oh, the guy who pretends to be a man!]

    
“Pretending…? No, no, I’m actually a man.”

    Why does everyone keep calling me a fake male streamer?

    “Seriously, I’m not pretending. I’m a real guy.”

    
[Haha, now you’re even using a voice changer? Kid, you’re young, but you can’t go around committing crimes like that.]

    
“Wait, crimes?”

    
[Anyway, we’ve already reported you, so stop trying to scam people for money. Go to the police station and get your head straight.]

    
“Wait, what? Hello?!”

    The line went dead.

    “I’m… I’m a real guy! And what do you mean by ‘crime’?!”

    Sure, lying about your gender to scam viewers is wrong, but a crime? Really?

    
And did they just say I was reported?

    “No way the police are actually going to show up for this, right?”

    
I mean, what do they think the police in this country do all day?

    I just need to clear up this misunderstanding.

    
Streamers who scam viewers deserve to get suspended, but I’m telling the truth—I’m a real guy.
“Where’s that number…”

    I was about to dial the streaming platform’s support line again when…

    
      

      Wee-woo, wee-woo!
    

    That wasn’t my imagination.

    
Sirens were getting closer… and they were coming my way.

    

  
    Chapter 3 : I’m not impersonating a man, so please release me

    Since it was a semi-basement room, I could immediately check the situation outside when I opened the window.

    Knock knock knock

    “Excuse me! I know you’re inside! There’s a warrant out, so just come out!”

    “If you don’t come out, I’ll have no choice but to force you in.”

    Two female police officers were waiting, roughly knocking on the door as if they were arresting a felon.

    One of them, who seemed to be a junior, was seen secretly taking out a pistol with a holster and loading it.

    “… Are you really going to shoot me?”

    In Korea, even murderers can’t shoot with pistols, right?

    Am I committing a crime worse than that?

    The only misunderstanding I’ve had so far is that I impersonated a man, but no matter how much I thought about it, it didn’t make sense that I would be in trouble for that alone.

    However, the bullet that was fired would probably say, “What’s wrong with my situation?”

    “Come on, get out now!”

    Seeing that she was holding a warrant, it was clear that this was a situation that I couldn’t just ignore.

    So I opened the door and carefully went outside.

    “…Ha!”

    “?”

    But the policewoman who faced me looked at my body for a moment and then suddenly snorted.

    It was as if she had lost her sense of fear.

    “Wow, this is the real deal…”

    “Huh?”

    “Where did you get this illegal procedure done? Did you forcibly cut off the breasts on your chest to commit fraud?”

    “What are you talking about…?”

    The senior policewoman in front of me tapped my well-developed chest muscles,

    I tried to resist, but the junior policewoman behind me pointed her gun at me, so, I had to raise both hands high in the air.

    “Wow, this kid really made this well? How much did it cost?”

    “Huh? Uh… It wasn’t really made with money…”

    “What? So you made this yourself?” 

    “Answer quickly!” 

    “Did you perform the procedure yourself?”

    “No, it wasn’t a procedure, but I indeed made it myself…”

    “Wow, not only did you impersonate a man, you performed an illegal procedure on yourself… This kid is really dangerous.”

    How did this happen?

    I’m under some terrible misunderstanding, and I’m not even allowed to clear it up.

    The two policewomen in front of me were already glaring at me as if they were going to kill me, as if they were dealing with the worst criminals who had been sentenced to death.

    Then, the hand that was touching my chest muscle suddenly lowered down…

    Snap!

    “?! That, that…”

    “Wow, what did you put in your lower body? What is this? A dildo?”

    “No, that’s not it…”

    “Answer correctly! Do you want to have a hole in your lower body?”

    “I’ve been a police officer for 5 years, so I don’t know if it’s the upper body, but you’re the first one to put something in your lower body.”

    A  joke.

    The female police officer who caresses my most important part as a man without hesitation.

    I want to resist but I can’t even move because I don’t want to get a hole in my throat.

    A man’s ‘sex’ is something that a woman can’t control when she touches him.

    …Snap!

    “?! W-what is this?”

    “Senior? What’s going on?”

    “Hey, you really made this well? If someone finds out, they’ll really fuck a man…..”

    “Senior?”

    “…?”

    Did you finally realize it?

    The senior police officer kept caressing my part and became speechless as the feeling of it getting harder and harder.

    The junior police officer behind me wondered what was going on and put the gun right on my forehead.

    “Hey.”

    “Oh, yes. Senior.” “

    Put your gun down for a second.”

    “Did I mishear?”

    “…Fuck, put your gun down for a second!”

    She took out the successor’s pistol and put it back in his pocket,

    …Sook

    She carefully brought the hand that had been rubbing my groin in front of her nose,

    …Sook

    and sniffed at me like a police dog and asked carefully.

    “Excuse me, if it’s not rude, can I check your pants?”

    “……Yes?”

    She suddenly asked me to show her my private place, but I wondered what that meant.

    “Senior. First, let’s take it out.”

    “You fucking stay quiet.”

    I didn’t really have a choice.

    So I had no choice but to say.

    “Let’s just show you instead of lying and getting caught…”

    In the United States, our ally, they say that even if you take a shit, if you tell them to come out, they’ll just cut it off and come out.

    Compared to that, you’re like a fairy… right?

    “…Do whatever you want.”

    “Oh, ok then…”

    Now, I wondered what the hell was going on, but I had no choice but to follow their request 

    I thought she could just look, but her hand went past my pants and into my underwear, fidgeting, fidgeting,

    And clumsily touched my place here and there.

    Then, the senior policewoman who looked at her junior again simply asked.

    “Hey, junior.”

    “Yes, senior.”

    “…These days, there’s no such thing as a soft dildo that becomes hard when touched, right?”

    “Huh? 

    “Oh, senior, if there’s something like that, it’s not a dildo, it’s a real dildo!” 

    “What’s wrong with that!”

    “…Right?”

    Of course, the two female policewomen, who were former violent crime detectives, had been dispatched this time as well, thinking that they were impersonators of men.

    It was a moment when a flash of imagination flashed through their minds.

    “I was really rude!”

    “Please be careful next time…”.

    But for now, an arrest warrant had already been issued.

    I had no choice but to get in a police car and go to the police station as an impersonator, even if it was just for show. 

    But was our local police station serious about this?

    I stepped inside the police station.

    As soon as I did that, I was suddenly guided somewhere and ended up bowing 90 degrees to the police chief herself in her office and receiving an apology.

    The chief was sweating profusely.

    Of course, I was a little angry at first, but it wasn’t that bad, so I quickly decided to forgive her.

    More importantly, I had important work to do quickly.

    “By the way, my innocence has been proven now, right?”

    “Yes! That’s right.”

    “So it wasn’t a violation of the streaming law?” 

    “So my suspended ID can be restored because of that, right?”

    “Violation of the streaming law…? Oh, yes! I’ll check it out right now!”

    My account was suspended due to an unjust false accusation.

    I had to revive my account, which was just starting to grow, as soon as possible.

    Since streaming has always been a flow, if you stop for a few days and then start streaming again, it will be forgotten and you will go back to the old ways.

    “Oh, yeah. It’s me… Oh, yeah… Oh, yeah, this guy’s ID… Oh, yeah… Oh, please hurry up and do it.”

    Anyway, the chief is really working hard.

    Usually, someone of that rank would beat up the kids below him.

    The female chief was doing her best to personally command the situation.

    And then.

    Bang!

    “?!”

    “What?! These guys told you to come?”

    She suddenly slammed the desk because the deal wasn’t going well.

    Did the streaming company contact me to confirm my existence?

    Well, the police are the agency in-charge of Jian, and the company was the one who signed the contract directly with me.

    “These guys… are you ignoring the power of the Republic of Korea, Kim Hee?!”

    ….I think so.

    Something, something seemed to be getting too big.

    “Hey! Immediately request support from other regional police headquarters and completely tear down that streaming company, whatever it is!”

    “Who are these guys to tell a man who can’t even do it to come and go?”

    No, is this something to be that angry about?

    No, before that, you’re going to tear down the streaming company, down to its core?

    “Uh… Chief?”

    “Oh, yes. If you have trouble standing up, you can sit in my chair.”

    “No. That’s not it…”

    The scale was getting too big.

    Thinking about that, I decided to ask cautiously, just in case,

    “Uh… How long would it take for the police to investigate the streaming company?”

    “Huh? Um… I plan on investigating it thoroughly, so it’ll take at least a month.”

    “Huh, a month?! Then, what about the streams in the meantime…?”

    “Streams?” “Well… there’s a streams program run by the company.”

    “Can I use that?”

    The police chief naturally laughed and shook his head when I asked if it was possible to eat inside a house that was almost on fire.

    “Haha. No. If we do it wrong, we could close down in Korea, but that’s not possible.” 

    “Chief. I’ll just go there myself.”

    “Yes, myself… Yes, yes?!”

    Who wants to see someone lose their job?

    It would be over if I just showed my face.

    While listening to the police chief say that they would completely withdraw from Korea for that, I expressed my ambition to go to the company myself.

    The top three streaming sites in Korea.

    Despite being the latest to launch, it is currently the company with the largest number of creators among South Korean streaming platforms.

    Pajijijik,

    The company was already a large company that had expanded overseas in the streaming industry, to the point that it used an entire large building in Gangnam, Seoul as its corporate space.

    Of course, it was also a place that was particularly sensitive to the ‘law’.

    “Do you understand? We are the most successful one-person streaming platform company in ‘Yangji’, not ‘Olji’. We must always maintain this cleanliness.”

    The current CEO of Pajijijik.

    Beautiful hair like black crystal and a young face.

    The rice fields were like shining sapphires.

    A girl with a celebrity-like appearance but who looks too young to be a CEO,

    A CEO of a large corporation who has just become an adult, Kim Juye, is it because of the incident that happened yesterday?

    Today was especially sharp.

    Despite personally educating the managers and those below her, all she could do was sigh,

    “Haa… A ‘woman who got a procedure done like a man’ streamed on our platform… Why did she go up even though she streamed for 3 hours?”

    It was ridiculous.

    That precious man is streaming.

    Of course, it was a lie, but the administrator who didn’t stop it until the end and the viewers who even sponsored her all seemed like fools.

    No, if you have a mind, you should be able to tell it’s fake just by looking at it.

    Today, the corrupt police tried to take advantage of our company by nitpicking and saying it’s real again.

    “It’s probably fake anyway, so why are they asking me to release him from his spit…”

    He sighed and patted his back on the soft chairman’s chair.

    But he didn’t have time to cool his heated head.

    “T-T, CEO! We’re in big trouble!” “What? Did the police show up?”

    “Uh… That’s right, a police car came. The person who got out of it.”

    “Why? What? Or the police chief?” “No, that’s not it. He’s the self-proclaimed male streamer we suspended yesterday.” “What?”

    If he had been just a little late yesterday, he would have sent the entire company into hiding.

    To the fact that such a nemesis came to visit on his own.

    “Tell that punk to wait right there!”

    “Yes? Oh, yes!”

    Even though he was a CEO of a large corporation, the young man in his early 20s, still full of energy, was walking down to the first-floor lobby with the baseball bat right next to him.

    [TL NOTE : It might be a little bit confusing to keep up with our MC Gender Pronoun in this chapter as a lot of time “He” was mentioned as “She”]

  
    Chapter 4: The concept is really well captured

    In this world, men were like ‘unicorns’, so to speak.

    A mystical creature.

    Of course, unlike real unicorns, this one existed, but anyway, it was a unicorn.

    Because the probability of seeing one was so rare that you’d wonder if it even existed.

    In this world where the ratio of men to women is almost 10,000:1, men were an incredibly valuable ‘human resource’ regardless of the era.

    They were always beings that had to be protected at the national level.

    They lived almost exclusively in the house, ate as they pleased, slept as they pleased, and pooped as they pleased, so their lifestyle was naturally a mess.

    Even in this 21st century with advanced medicine, the average lifespan is under 40 years… 

    Despite that, if one actually encountered a man, women would instinctively size him up from head to toe.

    That was the creature called ‘man’.

    “Ha! But a man like that is streaming on our platform?”

    Who would believe that unless they’re crazy?

    It was like going to a zoo and instead of a horse, seeing a unicorn running around.  

    Why bother verifying such obvious nonsense?  

    Anyone could see it was a lie at first glance.

    And it was illegal to stream with a male concept without permission from the government.

    They pretended to be the gender that should be protected and tried to make a profit without paying any screening or fees.

    That act was a large-scale crime on the level of making sexually exploitative videos targeting children.

    To put it simply, child pornography was almost streamed on our platform.

    “It’s fortunate that there’s no cam… If that were the case, they would have closed the platform or fallen into the darkest of the dark…!”

    Let’s just take a look at what kind of kid he is.

    Thinking like that, Jooye put his baseball cap on one shoulder and went straight down to the lobby on the first floor.

    -Ding.

    “Hey! Come out now!”

    After stepping off the elevator, she started walking to confront that damned woman.   

    “…Ha!”  

    Did she even go through surgery to pull off this scam?  

    Did she seriously think she could fool people into thinking she was a man with that?  


    It was obvious she modeled her appearance after actresses in movies or adult videos who dressed as men.  

    But didn’t she realize that even they were ‘manufactured men,’ brought to life with CGI or heavy makeup?  

    There’s no way such a thing could exist in real life.  

    Men are either fat or scrawny.  

    Yet, that crazy otaku freak seemed to think men in the real world actually looked like that.  

    “Secretary, move aside. Hey! You messed with the wrong person. You really think I’d fall for that cheap trick?”  

    The window-side table was crowded with people.  

    It was obvious they were gawking at this ridiculous disguise, amazed by the spectacle.  

    Why were they all blushing over a fake man?  

    ‘I’ll have to give them some serious education later.’  

    Shuddering at the lowly reactions of her employees, who were panting like vulgar bitches, Juyee approached the table.  

    Then, without hesitation, she swung the baseball bat straight at the head of that woman pretending to be a man as she turned to face her

    “Oh, are you the CEO?” 

    “……Huh?”

    …..I was about to swing it.

    Look at this angle.

    Look over that angle.

    Doesn’t she really look like a man?

    “Qui, the quality is amazing…!? At this level, it wouldn’t be bad if I dug up a separate shady channel and raised her?”

    The sharp nose,

    the deep, manly voice, and even the overall appearance.

    His talent for stimulating female instincts and making her panties wet made Jooye’s lower stomach thump with the overwhelming smell of money.

    “If you help us get the rights to stream the cross-dressing woman… maybe, this kid could become our company’s exclusive big creator!”

     Yes, if you think about it in the long run, that would actually be more beneficial to the company’s development.

    Yesterday’s enemy is today’s colleague, right?

    Kim Jooye, who changed course and handed over the baseball batting to the secretary next to her and naturally sat down to greet the cross-dressing woman.

    After that, what,

    Naturally, she gave lessons with the intention of raising a person from the position of ‘Gap’…

    “CEO, the police station said they would lift the suspension if I handed this over to them, so I’d like to ask you a favor.” 

    “…? What is this?”

    She was delighted at the thought of raising a young sprout.

    The cross-dressing woman handed her a document.

    She wondered what it was because she said it was printed directly at the police station…

    “Yes. I’m a real man. If the misunderstanding has been cleared up, please restore my original account.” 

    “Uh, uh, uh??”

    Male ID,

    A national security document that you can never receive if you’re not a man.

    Kim Jooye received it directly from the man himself.

    So a real man.

    The fact that she actually witnessed a living being that had something to put in, not a hole to put in between her legs.

    “I’ll beat that bastard!”

    “Smash his head with a baseball bat!”

    “I’ll make you a total idiot!”

    “Jan, I’ll raise him.”

    Soon, she realized what she was trying to do to such a human natural monument,

    “Fuck.” “…Huh?”

    “T-CEO!” “How did you faint!”

    Did she want to deny the current reality right away?

    Kim Jooye collapsed while foaming from her mouth.

    “Yongjun, I’m really sorry for today.”

    It was the evening after sending the collapsed CEO to the hospital.

    The CEO’s secretary, who drove me in a fancy sedan right in front of my semi-basement room, was bowing down and apologizing to me over and over again.

    Even though it was burdensome and I said it was okay,

    “I will take responsibility for this later, even if I have to come and kneel to you while being completely naked, so if you could be generous and forgive me, I would be so grateful.”

    The secretary apologized again and again, sweating profusely, and politely left.

    Of course, the suspended account had already been lifted.

    “It was a really crazy day…”

    I went to the police station, and I visited my platform company for the first time. It was really a tiring day.

    However, it was currently around 7 PM.

    There was no better time to ‘stream’.

    “Ah, I’m logged in.”

    First, I felt relieved to see that I had successfully accessed the unsuspended account.

    And,

    [Chat window]

    -Oh, the suspension was lifted?

    -Yooha

    -Bangha, Oh, the suspension has been lifted

    -Ah, the ten thousand won by my sponsor almost got separated from the air 

    -hahaha

    -Let’s roll 

    -You still haven’t fixed the cam?

    I was relieved for the second time that the effect of the last time’s spike was still there since the stream started.

    “Whew, at least it’s fortunate if there are about 300 viewers from the start, right?”

    Still, if it had been like it was, I was planning to stream from morning to night and gather a lot of viewers….

    “Ugh, why are you suddenly telling me to take off my male ID?”

    For a moment, I forgot that I had turned on the stream and sighed because of personal matters.

    [Chat]

    -Male ID? What do you mean?

    -Let’s see the slur

     -What’s going on?

    -Are you really being dragged to the police station? 

    -hahaha

    Viewers who are curious about today’s work.

    Watching them, I thought that slur was one of the main contents of my stream.

    “Oh, well, it’s nothing…”

    As a Hako streamer with 10 years of experience, I started to wittily tell the story of what happened today.

    I was pointed a gun at by a policewoman, received an apology from the police chief, and knocked out the platform CEO.

    How could this not be fun?

    “…That’s why it happened.”

    After finishing the slur, I checked the chat again.

    I was curious about how everyone would react.

    But.

    [Chat]

    -Why is this surprising?

    -Isn’t it obvious?

    -Heung’s voice is nice…

    -It’s even more ridiculous that he didn’t get shot and ended up safe

    -Why are you telling me this story as if it were some kind of amazing story?

    Unexpectedly, the viewers’ reactions were so indifferent.

    As if what I experienced today was normal.

    “Hey, everyone… You’re surprisingly not surprised? I thought you’d be surprised.”

    [Chat window] 

    -Why are you surprised by this? LOL

    -You did that to a man, but it seems like the MSG didn’t work out too well

    -Oppa, shouldn’t you release ASMR separately?

    -I want to try squeezing a dick like a policewoman

    -Yongjun, it would have been much more fun if you just made it 18+ and got angry and made a group gangbang story.

    No, you’re taking this for granted?

    No matter what, doesn’t it make sense?

    But if you go that far, I felt a strange sense of discomfort when the police came to arrest me, even though I was just impersonating a man.

    “What? Why do you think I’m the only one who thinks this is weird?”

    [Chat window]

    -What the hell is the concept?

    -Seriously, this kid is watching because of the voice

    -Oh, stop it, fix the cam – Let’s play LoL

    Anyway, it’s on air right now.

    Thinking about it alone like this would only ruin the atmosphere of the stream.

    That’s why I said to myself, let’s think about it later. Since I don’t have a cam, I have no choice but to do the most popular game stream today….

    Magical Girl Kungkung donated 10,000 won.

    I was going to do it.

    Suddenly, a donation of 10,000 won came out.

    And then I heard an AI voice.

    “No, you idiots, you can tell just by looking at it that it’s a gender-reversal other-worldly possession concept. There are quite a few kids who do this kind of stream these days, so just explain the world in a sensible way.”

    “Con… concept?”

    A concept?

    Are these people thinking that I’m a guy who flew into a gender-reversal world right now?

    Am I really a man?

    No, before that, what is the world of gender reversal?

    The question marks in my head grew even more.

    But since I did receive the 10,000 won sponsorship,

    “Oh my! Thank you for the 10,000 won sponsorship, Magical Girl Kungkung! Nice!”

    [Chat window]

    -Oh

    -Oh

    -Right

    -Oh, that was the concept, lol

    -Not a YouTuber, but the concept is ok

    -But, yep, it’s refreshing

    -Oh, hurry up and explain the worldview to anyone 

    -haha

    -Oh, you really don’t know that it’s a world where the genders are reversed, and you’re just a guy who’s been dawdling around, and you want to make him squirt pregnancy juice right away, 

    -dog

    -Get out

    I wasn’t sure what was going on, but they were giving me money and explanations, so I immediately bowed deeply in front of my camera-less screen and listened closely.  

    .

  
    Chapter 5 : The Gender-Reversal Stream Begins!

    So basically, this world flipped the roles of men and women, and also the ratio of men is super low, right?”

    [Chat Window]  

    – 🤯  

    – FYI, the ratio is like 1000:1 or something.  

    – Dude, you’re basically a walking human dildo lolol  

    – Big turn-on  

    – Lmao people are actually making sex jokes at this guy 😂  

    – Yeah, we know it’s just a concept~ If it’s real, I’ll just off myself 🤷‍♂️  

    – The isekai concept is spot on  

    It wasn’t April Fool’s… unfortunately. 

    And when I thought back to the weird stuff that went down yesterday and today, I had no choice but to believe the world had changed!  

    Turns out, I had warped—reincarnated?—into a world that looked a lot like Earth, but wasn’t, after eating nothing but instant ramen for two months straight.

    In this new world, men were rare, and the roles of men and women had totally swapped.  

    ‘Hmm… maybe this isn’t so bad after all.’  

    [Chat Window]  

    – Yo, why so quiet?  

    – I bet he’s in shock after realizing the world changed lol 

    – The concept is so lit, though 💀 

    – This is what we call a proper gender-flipped isekai, people 😆

    – Anyway, let’s play some LoL already  

    – Omg, shut up, LoL girl, you’re insane 

    – Normalize the chat please, I’m begging you  

    Men are precious.  

    This part was a huge bonus for me.  

    Thanks to that, even though they still thought I was a woman pretending to be a man, my viewers were eating it up.  

    I didn’t have a camera, so my viewership was capped at triple digits for now, but maybe, just maybe…  

    ‘Once I get a camera and show off my male certificate, the viewer count could skyrocket to four digits!’  

    Right now, if I were in a zoo, I wouldn’t be just any popular animal like a tiger or a lion—I’d be a freakin’ panda, the one that makes people cry when it’s gone.  

    Since I’m stuck in this gender-swapped isekai world anyway, why not take advantage of my greatest asset—being a ‘man’—and dominate the streaming scene like I always dreamed of as a kid?  

    “So, to put it simply, just being a man in this world gives you a competitive edge, right?”  

    [Chat Window]  

    – Yep  

    – More than just a competitive edge, dude… 

    – Btw, your voice is *super* manly, ngl  

    – Yo, Yongjun oppa, once you level up, you should collab with other Vtubers in the same concept  

    – Lolol, he’s not even a Vtuber, but no one else is doing this gender-swapped world concept 

    – Can we just play some LoL?  

    – Bruh, why is LoL girl still like this? 

    It took me two whole days to figure out the world had changed.  

    I decided to keep doing my regular gaming stream today, but tomorrow, I’d start developing some new content based on this whole gender-flipped thing.  

    *LoL-crazy girl* donated 10,000 won!  

    “Play some LoL already, you psycho streamer.”

    “Ayyo! Thanks so much for the 10,000 won, *LoL-crazy girl*! Alright, LoL stream coming right up~!”  

    [Chat Window]  

    – Let’s goooo, LoL time  

    – Finally LoL  

    – Knew it was gonna end up as a LoL stream 

    – But hey… you’re having fun, right? 

    – Damn, these LoL girls are nuts 

    – LoL. Girls. That’s it. 

    – Let’s play~  

    Well, if my viewers want to see some LoL, then it’s LoL they’ll get. 

    I bowed in front of the non-existent camera and kicked off the stream.  

    Viewership: 692. 

    Donations: 214,230 won.

    Comments: Around 2,000, give or take.  

    “Man, what a ride…”

    Thinking back on last night’s stream, I couldn’t stop grinning, even though it was the next morning.  

    I mean, I made over 200,000 won in a single day.

    That’s enough to ditch instant ramen and start eating out at legit restaurants every day!  

    But as I was doing my morning pull-up routine, my thoughts drifted.  

    “I need new content…”  

    Since I was in this gender-swapped world, I needed to come up with something that would really hook the female audience.  

    Just doing game streams wasn’t enough anymore. 

    Honestly, my gaming skills weren’t that great, and let’s be real: in a world where being a man is a big deal, a cam-less gaming stream was like putting pearls on a pig. 

    Sure, it wasn’t bad, but it felt like I wasn’t reaching my full potential.  

    ‘Even if my cam gets fixed… the game would still take up most of the screen, and I wouldn’t be able to show off my *manly charms*.’  

    I needed a stream that really showcased my manliness, but I couldn’t think of anything off the top of my head.  

    As I sighed, debating whether to check out other Vtubers in the gender-flipped genre, a soft voice interrupted my thoughts.  

    “Uh, excuse me…”  

    “Hm?”  

    While I was hanging from the pull-up bar in full stretch mode, a shy, orange-haired college girl with twin pigtails came up to me, nervously holding a bottle of water.  

    “Uh, who are you?”  

    “Oh… you don’t remember? We made eye contact for a second at the basketball court that one time…”  

    “…! Oh, right! The girl from the basketball court.”  

    “Hehe, yeah! That’s me. Hi!”  

    How could I forget?  

    You don’t easily forget someone bouncing around the basketball court with their bra half-off, jiggling everywhere.  

    That sight was… yeah, memorable. 

    Especially for certain parts of me.  

    But why did she come find me all of a sudden? 

    ‘Wait, is she gonna sue me for invading her privacy or something?’  

    That would be bad.  

    So, I hopped down from the pull-up bar and gave her my attention.  

    “I, I thought you might be thirsty, so I made some tea! W-Would you like some?”  

    “…Tea?”  

    “Eek?! You’re right, why would a guy like you drink tea when you could have soda or chocolate milk instead? I’m so sorry!”  

    “No, no, it’s fine! I don’t usually drink tea, but if you’re offering, I’ll have some!”  

    “R-Really? Oh my gosh!”  

    She was a lot shyer than I expected for someone with that body.  

    At first, she was trembling like a scared hamster, but when I thanked her, she started bouncing up and down, and, well, other things were bouncing too…  

    ‘*Gulp*… maybe this gender-flipped world isn’t so bad.’  

    She handed me a cup of what looked like barley tea.  

    “Hehe, actually, I’m a candidate for the Korean national basketball team, so I’ve been practicing since this morning!”  

    “Wow, really? That’s impressive.”  

    “Hehe, thanks!”  

    I handed back the empty cup, but she jumped a little when our hands touched and nervously stared back at me.  

    “Oh, by the way, my name is Yoo Harim.”  

    “Ah, I’m Lee Yongjun. Nice to meet you.”  

    “Oh, Yongjun? Haha, that’s funny, you have the same name as this streamer I’ve been watching recently.”  

    “…What?”  

    “Uh, nothing! Haha, forget I said anything!”  

    She seemed a bit too nervous for just sitting across from a guy.  

    Probably because men are rare in this world.  

    She was sweating bullets and poured herself a cup of tea from the same pot.  

    And then… 

    Sluuurp!

    Sluuurp! 

    ‘Wow, she’s really into that tea…’  

    Sssllrrp! Sssllrrp!

    ‘Okay, maybe I shouldn’t have taken that drink…’  

    She was really getting into it, slurping up the last drop from the cup like it was the best tea ever.  

    “Uh… you really like barley tea, huh?”  

    “Huh?! Oh, yeah, totally! I can’t live without it!”  

    “I see… that explains a lot.”  

    “H-hahh…!”  

    Then, like she snapped back to reality, she averted her gaze, embarrassed.

    Anyway, I figured my workout was done, so I stood up, ready to head back and prepare for the stream. 

    But then…  

    “W-Wait!”  

    “Yes?”  

    “Uh, um… Yongjun, do you have something on your mind lately? Like, something bothering you?”  

    “Something bothering me?”  

    Wow, was she a psychic or something? 

    Or maybe it was written all over my face. 

    She seemed genuinely concerned.  

    “Well, actually…”  

    “Yes! Yes!”  

    “I’ve been thinking… how can I entertain people better? Like, how can I make things more fun?”  

    “…Wait. A guy is trying to entertain *women*? Not the other

     way around? A guy? Entertaining women?”  

    “Yeah, that’s what I’ve been trying to figure out.”  

    I left out the fact that I was a streamer. I didn’t want to drop that bomb on her just yet.  

    She tilted her head, looking confused for a moment, then shrugged.  

    “Why would you even worry about that?”  

    “Huh?”  

    “I mean, you’re a guy. Just talking to a girl is entertaining enough. What girl with a uterus wouldn’t enjoy a guy paying attention to her? Not enjoying it would be the weird part!”  

    “…Is that so?”  

    Is this really how the gender-flipped world works?  

    Maybe I’m just overthinking everything. 

    Harim made it sound so simple.  

    And then, a genius idea hit me.  

    “…Yes! That’s it! Harim, thank you so much! I’m going to get going now!”  

    “A guy thanking me? N-No, thank you! I feel like I’ve just lived out a dream…! I mean, thanks for chatting!”  

    I parted ways with Harim and rushed back to my tiny apartment to start my stream.  

    “Hey everyone, what’s up?”  

    [Chat Window]  

    – Yooha!  

    – Stream time! 

    – Are we playing LoL today?  

    – LoL stream, let’s gooo  

    – Omg, when are you fixing your cam already?!  

    – Not like you’ll show your face even if it’s fixed, right? lolol  

    – Yongjun oppa, seriously, at least make a Vtuber avatar or something!

    – Can we get rid of the LoL girl crew already?  

    As usual, the chat was mostly comments about the camera.

    But I couldn’t do anything about that since it was still being repaired. 

    Instead, I decided to try out the new content idea that had just popped into my head.  

    “So, everyone, today I’m trying something a little different. Instead of a gaming stream, we’re going to try out some new content.”  

    [Chat Window]  

    – New content?  

    – Bro, just play LoL already  

    – What’s this about?  

    “I’m introducing a new segment called ‘Q&A Chatting Time’ with the viewers.”  

    [Chat Window]  

    – Q&A?  

    – What, are you just filling air time by talking?  

    – Oppa, just shut up and play LoL already

    – Can we get rid of the LoL crazies, please? 

    – How is this ‘content’ exactly?  

    Sure, just talking wouldn’t cut it for the chat, I knew that. 

    But I had a spicy twist.  

    “Of course, I’m not just talking.”  

    [Chat Window]  

    – Then what?  

    – I’m dying here, spill the tea

    – The stream’s about to die lol  

    “For every 3,000 won donation…”  

    – ?  

    – 3,000 won? 

    – You want us to pay up?  

    “I’ll answer any question. Any question at all!”  

    – ?!  

    – !!  

    – What?  

    – Woah, okay…  

    – Yo, let’s gooooo!  

    – Oppa, line ‘em up, let’s get those questions in 

    – Here we goooo~  

    – I’m charging my card, hold up 

    – Bruh, I’m so ready for this  

    And just like that, the god of content smiled upon me.  

    At 3,000 won per question, it seemed like a decent price.  

    Little did I know, I was about to sell myself for much more than that…  

  
    Chapter 6 : Oppa, Do you want to drive me crazy

    ‘WasabiOverloadSushi’ has donated 3,000 won.  

    Oh boy, here we go.  

    I eagerly activated the voice donation to see what the first question would be.  

    – “Oppa, what kind of underwear are you wearing today?”

    [Chat window] 

    – O  

    – O  

    – O  

    – Wow, they went straight for it  

    – Of course, the classic question  

    – “OPanMu?” (Oppa Panty What?)  

    – I’m getting impatient, hurry up  

    – Come on, answer quickly!  

    Hmm… this is giving me flashbacks to a certain artist’s stream back in my original world. 

    Well, this kind of question is hardly surprising, so I wasn’t too bothered by it.  

    “I’m wearing white today.”  

    [Chat window]  

    – Nice  

    – That’s the good stuff  

    – White? Classic  

    – That’s what we wanted to hear  

    – I want to stain that white with all kinds of colors  

    – Big upvote  

    – Super big upvote  

    – Yo, y’all are wild, get out of here  

    On streaming platforms, this kind of question is nothing out of the ordinary.  

    I’ve seen top streamers deal with way worse, so I was prepared for this.  

    ‘GangnamHongdaeBuildingOwner’ has donated 30,000 won.  

    [Chat window] 

    – O  

    – O  

    – O, 30K?!  

    – Isn’t this against the rules?  

    – What kind of question are they going to ask for that much? 

    “Ayyy!! Big shoutout to GangnamHongdaeBuildingOwner! Thanks for the 30,000 won donation!!”  

    Boom, jackpot!  

    A 30,000 won donation right off the bat?  

    The biggest donation I’d ever received was 10,000 won two days ago, and that record just got shattered.  

    At 3,000 won per question, that meant this person had 10 questions lined up.  

    But hey, if they want 10 questions for 30,000 won, I’m more than happy to answer!  

    “Hold on a sec, GangnamHongdaeBuildingOwner. I’ll create a private chat for you so you can ask your questions.”  

    [Chat window]

    – Wow, you do private chats too?  

    – This is legit the best stream  

    – How does this streamer even profit from this?   

    – Wait for me, I’m loading 100K into my account 

    I quickly set up a Discord room and invited GangnamHongdaeBuildingOwner into the private chat.  

    [Discord] 

    – GangnamHongdaeBuildingOwner, hello?  

    – Hi, yeah, hello.  

    – You have 10 questions, so feel free to ask anything.  

    – ?! Wait, I only wanted to ask one question for 30,000 won. Is that okay?

    “…Huh?”  

    Wait, what? Only one question?  

    I made a whole private chat expecting them to use all 10 questions, but nope, they only wanted to ask one for 30K.  

    ‘What on earth could it be?’  

    Not that I minded, since I’d have more time to move on to the next donation, but… what kind of question costs 30,000 won?

    [Discord] 

    – May I ask what your question is?  

    – Hehe, it’s nothing crazy, really…  

    I cautiously asked.  

    – Oppa, do you, uh… watch adult videos?  

    “…What?”  

    That’s it?  

    I was expecting something spicier for a 30,000 won question, but this was about as innocent as the “what underwear are you wearing?” question.  

    ‘This? For 30K…?’  

    Maybe GangnamHongdaeBuildingOwner was just super shy. This could’ve easily been a 3,000 won question.  

    [Chat window] 

    – O!  

    – ?!  

    – Whoa!  

    – This is it!  

    – They’re gonna get banned for sure  

    – This is beyond wild  

    – Only 30K for this? I thought it’d be more!  

    “Everyone, calm down for a second.”  

    The chat was spiraling out of control, like a runaway train.  

    They were all pretending to be shocked, but as a streamer, I could tell they were eagerly waiting for my response.  

    ‘Even though I’m supposedly a girl pretending to be a guy, they’re still reacting like this?’  

    This world, man, it’s hard to figure out.  

    But whether it’s 30K or 300K, as a streamer, I have a duty to satisfy my viewers who donate.  

    “GangnamHongdaeBuildingOwner!”  

    [Discord]  

    …!  

    [Chat window]  

    – Welp, goodbye  

    – This dude’s not even getting arrested yet, and that’s a miracle 

    – And thus, the brave hero perished…  

    “Well, I mean, I’m a human too. Of course, I watch adult videos!”  

    [Chat window]  

    – ?!  

    – ?!?!  

    – What?  

    “FYI, I try to watch them every two days, if I have time!”  

    [Chat window]  

    – !!!  

    – !!!!  

    – Oppa, nooooooo!!!  

    – The man, the myth, the legend!  

    – Sex! Sex! Sex!  

    – This is what being a man is all about!  

    – Someone fix his camera so we can SEE him!!!  

    – Sex, sex, sex!  

    – I swear, I need to have sex right now!  

    Why are they so hyped over something this small?  

    Well, if they’re having fun, then I guess I’ve done my job.  

    Just as I started to relax a little…  

    ‘GangnamHongdaeBuildingOwner’ has donated another 30,000 won.  

    ‘Wait, again?!’  

    [Chat window]  

    – Big spender back at it again!  

    – Is this person a real building owner?  

    – So much money, man!  

    – Yo, stop donating, I was about to donate next!   

    – Is there even anything else to ask at this point?  

    Another 30,000 won from GangnamHongdaeBuildingOwner.  

    What else could they be curious about?  

    “GangnamHongdaeBuildingOwner, just type your next question into Discord whenever 

    you’re ready.”  

    I opened the private chat window to check their question.  

    [Discord]  

    – Uh… can I really ask anything?  

    For someone who just donated 30K, they were still super nervous.  

    What could they possibly be so scared to ask?  

    But whatever it was, if it was too much, I could always refund them.  

    “Sure, anything is fine. If it’s too weird, I’ll just refund the donation.”  

    I gave them the go-ahead, trying to stay calm.  

    – Okay, um… so… Oppa, do you prefer big boobs or small boobs?  

    “…What?”  

    They were this shy, and the question was just about preferences?  

    It was a little spicy, sure, but nowhere near as bad as I expected.  

    I was honestly confused by why they were so nervous over this.  

    [Chat window]  

    – Wow…  

    – Really crossing the line now, huh?  

    – Dude, leave  

    – Why are you asking a guy about his preferences?  

    – This just got awkward…  

    – You trying to get sued?  

    The chat reaction was harsher this time.  

    While everyone was cool with the adult video question, this one seemed to hit a sore spot.  

    It was like they suddenly turned into moral police.  

    ‘Come on, guys, it’s not that serious.’  

    I didn’t want GangnamHongdaeBuildingOwner to feel bad and leave the stream.  

    This question wasn’t offensive to me, so I decided to handle it with humor.  

    I took a deep breath and said,  

    “Preferences, huh…?”

    [Chat window]  

    – Oppa, don’t answer!  

    – Dude, just ignore it  

    – Sue them, seriously!  

    – You want to lose your buildings over a question like this? 

    “Both.”  

    [Chat window]  

    – ?  

    – ???  

    – ????  

    – What?  

    “Huh? I like both, as long as they’re nice.”  

    [Chat window]  

    – OMG  

    – Oppaaaaaa!!!  

    – Dude, what even is this stream?!  

    – Oppa, you’re killing me!!!  

    – Is this a porn stream now?   

    – Okay, I’ve… I’ve had enough  

    – This. Is. What. Men. Are.  

    I answered casually, but the chat completely exploded.  

    Comments started flying so fast, the chat lagged and almost crashed.  

    And then…  

    (Audio donation) ‘HeungChoco’ has donated 10,000 won.  

    “Oppa… what do I do? I think I’m getting wet…”  

    (Video donation) ‘VividBarBam’ has donated 10,000 won.  

    – Sex! Sex! Sex on the beach!  

    More than half of my screen was covered in donations, and my stream was spiraling into utter chaos.

    “What the—?! Everyone, calm down! Where’s the mod—oh, right. I don’t have a mod yet, do I?”

    [Chat window]  

    – “I live in the era of Yongjun.”  

    – “Yongjun? Is he your friend or something?”  

    – “Oppa, why don’t you come over to my place and, you know, take care of everyone here?”  

    – “Oppa, just give me your address, I’ll send you a camera, you bastard.”  

    – “From today on, you’re my personal ASMR king.”  

    – “Watch, this guy’s gonna turn out to be a chubby girl in real life, and it’s gonna be hilarious.”  

    – “Shut up, you crazy chick!”  

    – “Bet he’s just a fat girl pretending to be a guy, LOL.”  

    – “Our oppa isn’t a girl, you idiots!”  

    – “If he’s a girl, it’ll be the biggest plot twist ever.”

    There were so many viewers now, I couldn’t handle it all alone.  

    Maybe I underestimated this gender-flipped world.  

    How on earth was I supposed to calm this down?

    And then…  

    [The stream has been temporarily suspended due to server instability. We apologize for the inconvenience.]

    “…What?”

    My stream just… crashed.

  
    Chapter 7 : Please accept my apology!

    Average viewer count: 598. 

    Total donations: 849,120 won. 

    Streamer ranking: Domestic (12,812th), 

    International (3,294,727th).

    Two days had passed since my stream crashed due to the server issue.


    In just a week, I’d made enough money to have a permanent grin plastered on my face, especially after seeing that my average viewer count had hit triple digits.

    But as much as I was thrilled, I also reflected on the chaos of the last stream.

    ‘I underestimated this gender-flipped world… There was no way to stop the flood of crazed viewers that night.’


    If the stream hadn’t crashed, who knows what kind of mayhem would’ve broken loose afterward.


    A streamer who can’t control their viewers? That’s embarrassing.

    So, I decided to put the Q&A content on hold until I could upgrade my computer setup and get a chat moderator.

    I was thinking about this, waiting for the day my camera would be fixed, when I returned home after my morning workout.

    “Oh, Mr. Yongjun, you’re here…?!”

    “Huh? Oh, it’s you, the secretary from the other day?”

    It had been three days since the representative’s secretary had personally driven me home in that fancy car.


    And now, here she was again, waiting for me outside my place.


    What could she want this time?

    I wiped the sweat from my face and walked over to her.


    But she turned her head, looking flustered, and stammered, “W-Well, you see, the president mentioned wanting to personally apologize to you for what happened the other day.”

    “Oh, you mean for that wrongful ban?”

    “Yes, yes! That. I came to ask if you’d be free to come with me today.”

    They sent someone all the way here to ask me this in person? Couldn’t they have just called?


    Sure, I was still a little annoyed about the ban, but this felt like overkill.

    “Is the president doing better now?”

    “Oh, yes. Thankfully, after some rest, they’ve fully recovered.”

    “…Right.”


    Listening to her, you’d think the president had just narrowly survived some life-threatening event.


    Even in this gender-flipped world, that’s a bit much.


    Maybe the president really wanted to meet me.

    “Alright, I’ll go. Let me just shower and get ready.”

    “…! Y-Yes! I’ll wait right here for you!”

    “You don’t have to stand outside… You could wait in the car.”

    “No, I’ll wait right here!”


    Apparently, she considered it an honor to stand and wait for a man, even though she looked like she might pass out from dehydration.


    So, to save her, I rushed through a military-style quick shower and hopped into the car as fast as possible.

    I was headed to the headquarters of the streaming platform I worked for, PaJiJiJik.


    The building was just as impressive as the last time I visited.


    The last time I was here, I was too focused on getting my account unbanned to take it all in, but the place looked like a luxury hotel.

    “Why’s it so empty today?” I asked.

    “Oh, we cleared out the building so you wouldn’t be inconvenienced.”

    “…What?”

    They cleared the entire building? Like I was some kind of delivery package they needed to handle with care.


    It seemed like a joke, but the secretary didn’t crack a smile.

    ‘No way they’d clear out the whole company just because I’m visiting, right?’

    We took the elevator to the top floor, which led to a room covered in plush cushions, with a breathtaking view of Seoul’s Gangnam district.


    And the first thing I saw was…

    “I’m so sorry!!”

    The president of the company was doing a handstand bow, and because of her position, her black skirt flipped up, revealing a very snug thong.


    But despite the awkward view, she was sincerely apologizing.

    I swallowed nervously.


    “P-President! You don’t have to do that! Please, calm down!”

    Right, this person is the president of the company.


    She already looked so young, almost like a teenager, and this was making me feel like I was committing some kind of crime.


    I quickly helped her out of the bow, trying to stop her from shaking.

    Once she was back on her feet, she said, “You’re really… really a man…”

    “Huh?”

    “Oh! I haven’t introduced myself yet. I’m Kim Juye, the president of PaJiJiJik, where you stream.”

    “Nice to meet you, President Kim. I’m streamer Lee Yongjun.”

    She looked way younger than me, but since she was technically my superior, I extended my hand for a handshake.


    She smiled awkwardly but seemed confused, staring at my hand like it was some sort of strange object.

    “Are you going to hit me with this hand?”

    “What? No! It’s a handshake! A hand! Shake!”

    “Oh… a handshake? With a man?!”

    “…Is that a problem?”

    “No, no! I’d be honored!”


    She finally grasped my hand and shook it vigorously, her face lighting up like she’d just won the lottery.

    “This… this is the smell of a man’s hand… sniff, sniff.”

    “President, how about we sit and talk?”

    “O-Oh, yes! You’re right, please sit here.”


    She guided me to a table where she handed me what looked like a very expensive coffee and cautiously began speaking again.

    “Mr. Yongjun, you’re the first man to ever stream on our platform.”

    “Oh, really?”

    “Yes. Other platforms like PaprikaTV and our partner, MiTube, have male streamers, but you’re the first on PaJiJiJik.”

    So men really were rare here.


    I thought there’d be at least a few other male streamers on such a big platform, but I guess not.


    ‘Does this mean I’ll be the only guy at future streamer events…?’


    And if I get my camera fixed and reveal my face, I might actually hit 1,000 viewers, right?

    As I was grinning at the thought, President Juye continued, “So, what do you say about signing an exclusive contract with us?”

    “An exclusive contract?”

    “Yes! We’ve seen how serious you are about streaming, even setting up a basement studio for your streams. We’d love to have you exclusively on PaJiJiJik.”

    A basement studio…?


    ‘How serious…?’


    It almost sounded like she thought my streaming career was just a hobby.

    “There are many government policies that support men, but we admire your drive to stream, Mr. Yongjun, and we want to partner with you long-term.”

    “Government policies for men…?”

    “Yes! You should be receiving at least 100 million won a year just for being a man. But clearly, you want more. So, we’d like to offer you this deal!”

    Wait… Men get 100 million won a year just for existing?


    I didn’t know that.


    But then again, I’ve only been in this world for a week.


    I should visit a government office soon to check.

    While I was lost in thought, the president dropped a bombshell.


    “We’ll offer a 9:1 split.”

    “What?! 9:1?!”

    “Regular streamers get a 6:4 split, pros get 7:3, and even the biggest names only get 8:2. But for you, we’ll offer 9:1 right from your next payout.”

    Forget about the government office; this is way more important.


    A 9:1 split?!


    That’s practically a gift. Even the biggest names in the industry don’t get deals this sweet.

    And PaJiJiJik isn’t just any platform.


    It’s the biggest in the country and operates in the US, China, Russia, Japan, and France.


    This exclusive contract is a golden opportunity.

    “Alright. Let’s sign the exclusive contract.”

    “…! It’ll be for one year. Is that okay?”

    “Yes, of course.”

    “But you’ll have to stream at least 20 hours a week. If you don’t, we can’t uphold the contract.”

    “No problem. That’s easy.”


    Streaming 20 hours a week? I could hit that in two days.

    What started as a simple apology turned into an amazing business deal, and before I knew it, we were laughing and shaking hands like old friends.

    “Thank you! We’ll be in touch soon.”

    “Looking forward to it. See you then.”

    Everything was wrapped up nicely, so I headed out, ready to go home and start streaming again.


    But just as I was about to leave…

    
      Ring, ring!
    

    The president’s phone rang.
She was suddenly all business again, speaking with a calm, professional tone.

    “Yes, Director? …Oh, about the commercial shoot? We’ve already invested in that project. Did something happen?”

    She was handling the situation smoothly, but just as I turned to leave, I heard her shout.

    “What?!”

    “President?”

    “That… that crazy actress just raised her price by ten times?!”

    Apparently, a top-tier cross-dressing actress had suddenly demanded ten times her original payment.

    
In a flash, President Kim Juye went from a composed CEO to an enraged young woman, kicking her desk in frustration.

    “That FUCKING BITCH! If she wanted to renegotiate, she should’ve done it before the shoot!”

  
    Chapter 8 : Why do we need a Male Actor

    CEO Kim Juye was sitting at her desk, letting out a deep sigh, looking like her soul had left her body. 

    She was clearly frustrated, her expression heavy with annoyance. Ignoring her seemed a bit heartless.

    “Ughhhh…”

    “Uh, CEO?”

    “Huh? Oh, Yongjun, you’re still here?”

    She was completely deflated like all her energy had drained out. 

    After our recent 9:1 contract deal, we’d grown closer, so I figured I could ask.

    “I was wondering if you were dealing with something difficult. If so, I could listen if you want.”

    “Wha… what?!”

    Offering to lend an ear didn’t seem like a big deal to me. 

    But her eyes widened as if I’d just said something unbelievable.

    “A… a man… offering to listen to my troubles?!”

    “…Uh, am I bothering you? If so…”

    “No, no! It’s amazing! I’d love that! Please, help me out, I’m so stressed!”

    She must have been going through a lot. 

    Before I could get up to leave, she grabbed my hand tightly. 

    Despite being the CEO of a major company, she had only just graduated from high school and was still new to the adult world.

    “I’m seriously so frustrated!”

    Like a child who had been holding it in for too long, she opened up completely.

    “We signed an exclusive sponsorship deal for the new Coca-Cola commercial!”

    “Coca-Cola? Oh, yeah! I saw something about that in the news recently. 

    A 50th-anniversary project or something, right?”

    “Yeah, that’s the one! We were sure it would be a huge hit, so we invested a ton of money, and we’re almost done with the commercial… but then!”

    And then, as if the whole project had been ruined at the last moment…

    “One crazy woman decided to demand a massive pay raise in the middle of filming! She’s asking for ten times the original fee!”

    “Ten times?!”

    “Yeah…”

    “How much did she ask for?”

    “The original fee was 10 million won, and now she wants 100 million!”

    “100 million won?!”

    A single commercial shoot for 100 million won?! 

    From what I’d heard, she was a rising star, but this was way too much.

    “Seriously! I don’t care how well her recent drama and movie did, how does she just decide her worth has increased tenfold overnight? 

    Does she think she’s Son Yejin or something?!”

    Recalling the situation made CEO Juye angry all over again, causing her to jump up and down in frustration.

    “Can’t you just hire another actor?”

    I tried to suggest a solution, but it didn’t seem like it would work.

    “No… We selected her through a highly competitive audition process. No one else could handle this role like she can.”  

    “Plus, she’s a ‘male role specialist’ actor, so finding a replacement is practically impossible due to the rarity.”

    CEO Juye and her assistant both seemed resigned to the fact that this actress was their only option.

    “A male role specialist… I guess that’s a thing in this world.”

    It made sense, considering this was a world where impersonating a man could land you in jail.

    It wasn’t surprising that there would be specialized male role actors, who were rare and in high demand.

    Still, I couldn’t help but wonder: what kind of performance was worth that much?

    I was curious about the commercial script, but as an outsider, I didn’t have the authority to see it.

    “Yongjun, look at this! She’s only doing this much, and she’s asking for 100 million won! Isn’t that insane?!”

    …Well, I guess I’m seeing it now.

    “C-CEO! Isn’t it a bit much to show Yongjun the script so casually…?”

    “It’s fine! We’re already in this exclusive contract together, so what’s the big deal?”

    “Oh, can I really see this?”

    “Yes, of course!”

    I could tell she had a lot bottled up. 

    With a frustrated huff, she handed me the script as if she were sharing an unjust burden.

    The script was simple, focusing more on visuals than dialogue, with rough storyboard sketches showing the flow of the commercial. 

    As I flipped through the pages, I reached the key scene, clearly marked with stars, where the male actor (the specialist) would appear.

    “Scene 4: A man sits at a table, takes a sip of Coca-Cola, and says, ‘Ah, refreshing!’”

    End of scene.

    That was it.

    The male actor’s entire role was to sip a drink and say one line.

    ‘…And this costs a million won?’

    “Yongjun, doesn’t that sound ridiculous to you?”

    “Uh, yeah, it’s definitely a bit much.”

    The role barely lasted a second. 

    I wasn’t familiar with how commercials worked, but even to me, this seemed way overpriced.

    “If it were a seasoned male role specialist, maybe I’d get it! Then I’d gladly pay 100 million—or even 500 million!”

    “…Excuse me?”

    “But this is a rookie actor! Acting like this so early in her career is just bad manners! She’s got no respect for the industry!”

    Apparently, CEO Juye’s frustration wasn’t just about the money—it was also about the rookie actor’s arrogance. 

    She seemed to think that if it were a veteran actor, the high price would make sense.

    “Uh… It’s just one second of footage, though. Isn’t this price high no matter who the actor is?”

    “Not at all! For a seasoned male role actor, a million is a bargain!”

    “…For a single second?”

    “It’s not just a second! It’s a whole second!”

    She spoke as if my confusion was absurd, as if I didn’t understand the importance of that precious second. 

    Was this the true nature of a male-starved world? No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t wrap my head around it.

    I was so baffled that, in an attempt to lighten the mood, I grabbed a nearby water bottle, mimicking the script.

    I took a big swig, wiped my mouth, and said:

    “Ah, refreshing!”

    Then, still holding the bottle, I added, “I just can’t see how that’s worth a million won.”

    CEO Juye and her assistant stared at me in silence, their eyes wide and mouths slightly agape.

    Had I gone too far?

    The room grew heavy with silence. I stood up, ready to apologize for overstepping, but before I could speak, CEO Juye grabbed my hands.

    “Yongjun!”

    She gripped my hands tightly, looking at me with wide eyes.

    “This is it!”

    She pressed my hands against her chest, practically pleading for me to understand.

    “Do you feel that? The beating of my heart?!”

    “Uh, well… I mean… sure…”

    I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to feel, but her enthusiasm was palpable. I cautiously nodded.

    “I’ll extend the exclusive 9:1 contract to two years—no, three years!”

    “What… what now?!”

    “And that commercial… Yongjun, you should star in it.”

    She had just dropped an absolutely insane proposal.

  
    Chapter 9 : The only advantage that I have is that I am a Man

    Director Yoo Junha couldn’t believe his eyes. 

    “A cross-dressing actress… is that what this is?” 

    The person standing in front of him, with a solid, muscular build, looked every bit like a real man. 

    But that was impossible. The idea of a man walking onto a commercial set of his own accord was pure fiction—something you’d see only in movies or comics. 

    So, logically, this must be a woman dressed as a man, right?

    “W… Wow! CEO Kim Juye, this is impressive. 

    In such a short time, you managed to bring in another cross-dressing actress besides Suyeon.”

    “Cross-dressing actress?” 

    “Yes! Just look at them. 

    The voice, the build, the overall presence—this person is an ideal man! Even if they’re not the best actor, they can pull off this role just with their appearance.” 

    With that assumption, Director Yoo Junha treated Yongjun like a cross-dressing woman. 

    But then—

    “Uh, Director?” 

    “Yes?” 

    “I’m not a cross-dressing woman. I’m an actual man.” 

    The deep, resonant voice—impossible for a woman to mimic—made Director Yoo weak in the knees. 

    She collapsed to the floor, overwhelmed with shock. 

    Even after more than ten years in the industry, she’d never encountered anything like this. And it wasn’t just him. 

    The rest of the crew was just as stunned. 

    Only CEO Kim Juye, who already knew Yongjun’s secret, was smiling smugly, standing confidently.

    “A… a real man?” 

    Suhyeon, a male role specialist actor, was breathless, having just come face-to-face with an actual man—an opponent more formidable than she had ever imagined.

    ‘Isn’t this all a bit much?’ I thought to myself, feeling like the final boss of a comic book series. 

    Whenever I glanced around, the crew quickly averted their eyes, their faces flushed. 

    They looked at me, then quickly looked away, trembling. 

    The one who seemed most shaken was the director, by far.

    “W-we’re filming… with a man in the commercial?!” 

    “Yes, that’s why I brought him here specially,” CEO Kim Juye replied.

    Director Yoo Junha couldn’t even stand on her own two feet at first after learning the truth. 

    Out of concern, I reached out a hand to help her up, but she was so overwhelmed that she fainted, her head hitting the ground. 

    When she finally came to, she listened to CEO Kim’s explanation while sweating buckets.

    “H-how can we film a commercial with a man? Won’t we all end up in jail for this?”

    “If that’s your concern, we’ve worked out all the legal details with Yongjun, and there’s even a bonus to ensure there are no complications.”

    “No complications? You just said ‘probably’! You said ‘probably,’ didn’t you?!”

    Despite the assurance of a 99% chance of success, Director Yoo was still freaking out over the 1% risk. 

    Kim Juye calmly leaned in and spoke as if she had anticipated this reaction.

    “Director, when will you ever get another opportunity like this?”

    “What opportunity?”

    “The chance to film a commercial with a real man.”

    “…!!”

    “If we pull this off, your name will go down in history. Are you really going to back out because you’re scared of dying?” 

    Kim Juye’s words slithered into Director Yoo’s ears like a cunning snake. 

    Because, deep down, she knew Kim Juye was right. 

    In all of human history, how many advertisements or films had ever featured a real man? 

    Maybe in the massive markets of the U.S. or China, but in Korea? Not a single one.

    In other words, the title of ‘first-ever in Korea’ was still up for grabs.

    “…Gulp!”

    Director Yoo Junha had always dreamed of becoming a director, vowing to die with a camera in her hands. 

    For her, this situation was quickly shifting from a crisis to an opportunity—one she couldn’t afford to miss.

    Meanwhile, over in the corner…

    “Hello. My name is Seong Suhyeon.”

    A woman with bright red hair approached me, extending her hand for a handshake with a friendly smile.

    Her eyes, sparkling like the Milky Way, looked directly at me as she introduced herself.

    “Oh, hi. I’m Yongjun.”

    “Hmm~.”

    I took her hand and shook it since it would’ve been awkward not to. 

    Plus, she was the first person here to approach me instead of avoiding me.

    I smiled back, trying to be polite, but then—

    “The more I look at you, the less manly you seem…”

    She stared at me, scanning me up and down like a product on display, then nodded to herself. 

    Confused, I decided to stay quiet for the moment.

    “Yongjun, right? What do you do in your free time?”

    “My free time?”

    “Yeah. I mean, you seem different from most men who stay at home. The more I look at you, the more you intrigue me.”

    It was odd for someone to express interest so openly, especially to someone they just met. 

    Feeling slightly embarrassed, I decided to answer her question.

    “I’m a creator.”

    “A creator? Oh, like a streamer?”

    “Yes, that’s right.”

    “Ah, I see. I was wondering how that little CEO managed to bring someone like you in. So, you’re a creator under, Pajijijik huh?”

    “Little CEO…?”

    Did I hear that right? Her tone seemed off—almost disrespectful. 

    When she called CEO Juye a “little kid,” I noticed a flicker of anger on Juye’s usually calm face.

    That’s when I realized: that to Suhyeon, we were just obstacles, standing in her way of raising her asking price.

    Yet, despite that, she still seemed to have some strange affection for me, maybe because I was a man.

    “Yongjun, why don’t you join me?”

    “…What do you mean?”

    “Ha, as you probably know, I’m Korea’s rising superstar. 

    My latest drama *She Who Holds the Stars* and the movie *Escape from Room 7* both starred me as the male lead.”

    “Right…”

    “And they were huge hits, thanks to my incredible male performance.”

    Her confidence in her male role abilities was obvious. 

    It was something she clearly took a lot of pride in. 

    But still, her next words were a bit too much.

    “I was going to raise my rate, but that brat of a CEO did something unexpected—bringing in a real man to play the role. 

    Can you believe how unfair that is?”

    Suhyeon’s recent successes had clearly inflated her ego. 

    She looked down on CEO Juye, and I was starting to lose any good impression I might’ve had of her.

    “That’s why I’m making you an offer.”

    She leaned in and lowered her voice.

    “Let’s team up and screw over the director and the CEO. 

    If we play our cards right, we’re not talking about one billion. 

    We could walk away with ten billion! No, a hundred billion!”

    Her proposal was audacious—she wanted us to betray the very people we were working with.

    ‘She’s stunningly beautiful, but… what a shame.’

    I may have lived in a dingy basement apartment, surviving on instant ramen, but I had never thought money was more important than people. 

    Money could always be earned, but people? They were irreplaceable.

    If my old orphanage director had heard Suhyeon’s proposal, she probably would’ve smacked her upside the head.

    So, I shook my head and said,

    “Suhyeon.”

    “Yes?”

    “Don’t live like that.”

    “…What?”

    I turned my back on her and started walking towards CEO Juye and Director Yoo, who seemed to have finished their conversation. 

    I didn’t mean it maliciously. 

    I just felt sorry for her.

    But to Suhyeon, Korea’s rising superstar, being rejected outright by a man who seemed to disregard her importance felt like an unimaginable insult.

    What was this burning sensation? 

    Whatever it was, it wasn’t a good feeling. 

    It was far worse than being ignored by other women. 

    It was… an anger she had never felt before.

    “…Hah!”

    She scoffed in disbelief.

    Clenching her teeth, Suhyeon shot a glance at me as I prepared for the shoot. 

    The look on her face was pure resentment, like a villain in a drama who, if she couldn’t have something, would rather destroy it.

    ‘Let’s see how well a rookie like you can act compared to me.’

    She sneered to herself, thinking about how the entire set would beg her to be the model once they realized how “incompetent” I was. 

    ‘Just wait. 

    I’ll make sure you never get a chance to work in this industry again.’

  
    Chapter 10: A Man Who Drinks Well

    What is the most important thing for an actor? 

    Is it the face? 

    The figure? 

    Or maybe their connections? 

    When you ask this question, most people will answer “appearance” first. 

    After all, to stand in front of people, you have to look the part at least. 

    Of course, this kind of appearance-based thinking is common among actors. 

    The world prefers beautiful, handsome, sexy, and stylish people. 

    No one likes something unattractive or overweight, unless they’re pretending to for sympathy. 

    Alright, so let’s say you have the looks to become an actor. 

    What comes next? 

    Even if you’re born with stunning looks, when it comes to achieving success, it’s all about something that only comes through hard work: 

    Acting. 

    For an actor, it is both the beginning and the end—the single most important skill to master. 

    “And this man is supposed to be capable of acting?” 

    Suhyeon scoffed as she watched Yongjun sitting awkwardly at the table, where a Coca-Cola bottle was placed. 

    “He has no idea what he’s doing.” 

    Sure, men were fascinating. 

    In a world where the ratio between men and women was skewed, men were like a cheat code. 

    The moment a woman earned a “cross-dressing” certification, she could skyrocket to stardom, highlighting the extreme gender imbalance. 

    Even Suhyeon, who now harbored an intense grudge against Yongjun, couldn’t deny feeling a primal attraction. 

    But what good was it if the model was attractive? 

    He was probably a total amateur at acting. 

    This wasn’t some photoshoot where you just capture pretty pictures. 

    It was a food commercial, a Coca-Cola ad, to sell the drink, not the man holding it. 

    “Being a man will actually work against you.” 

    Yongjun’s presence might distract from the product itself. 

    Sure, women might find him attractive, but they’d be more focused on the man holding the bottle rather than the soda. 

    Coca-Cola might get a brief boost from his looks, but the product would soon be forgotten. 

    Men are fragile creatures—most can barely step outside without suffering from anxiety. 

    Even if there’s an exception, how strong could their thought processes be? 

    When it came to acting, a man could only manage something like, 

    “Wow. This. Tastes. Great.” 

    “Pfft!” 

    Suhyeon couldn’t help but burst into laughter at the thought of Yongjun delivering his lines like a clunky AI translator. 

    She had shown up at the commercial shoot on a whim, tempted by the promise of a two-year extension on her exclusive contract. 

    At first, she thought it’d be a fun story to share during her next livestream. 

    But she hadn’t expected the product they were advertising to be the famous American brand’s flagship—Coca-Cola’s 50th-anniversary special. 

    “Now I’m nervous…” 

    “Yongjun, take a deep breath! The shoot hasn’t started yet!” 

    “Yongjun, just do what you did when we practiced at my office!” 

    “Ah, yes…” 

    Maybe my anxiety was too obvious. 

    Both Director Yoo and CEO Juye were shouting at me to relax as I sat at the table in front of the Coca-Cola bottle. 

    Meanwhile, Suhyeon was staring at me with disdain, like she found me laughable.

    ‘Maybe she’s mad at me?’ 

    It was probably because I rejected her offer to team up earlier. 

    But I couldn’t focus on that right now. I had more important things to worry about. 

    “Alright, we’re ready to start! Yongjun, are you good to go?” 

    “Yes, I’m ready!” 

    “Great! Start whenever you’re ready!” 

    With my confirmation, the shoot began. 

    The atmosphere grew heavier as if the entire world’s eyes were now on me. 

    My breathing felt shaky, my palms started sweating, and my limbs began to tremble slightly. 

    A familiar feeling—just like the moments before I turned on my stream in my tiny basement apartment. 

    My favorite time of day.

    *Click.*

    I naturally opened the Coca-Cola bottle. 

    Yongjun followed the script perfectly, popping off the bottle cap without any hesitation. 

    Director Yoo clenched her fists in excitement. 

    ‘Wow, I didn’t think a man could remember more than ten words… He’s amazing!’ 

    But the real test was about to begin. 

    In a beverage commercial, the most critical part is the drinking scene. 

    If the actor grimaced or spit it out, all the previous footage would be wasted. 

    ‘Can Yongjun handle it?’ 

    Watching Yongjun lift the Coca-Cola to his lips, Director Yoo gripped her hands nervously. 

    Suhyeon, meanwhile, had already written him off.

     As someone who had extensively studied male roles to earn her “male-role certification,” she’d decided the performance was over. 

    ‘Not everyone can act out drinking something.’ 

    Especially not liquids. 

    Solid food might attract attention just by its appearance, but drinks don’t have that luxury. 

    Beverage companies spend millions on designing bottles and logos to make the liquid look appealing. 

    Without the container, it’s just colored water. 

    That’s why they need actors to make the drink look delicious. 

    ‘There’s a reason why beverage commercials are so common—it’s because drinks are hard to make look appetizing.’ 

    Experienced actors often deprive themselves of water the day before a shoot to make the drinking look more refreshing. 

    It’s a difficult skill to master, and yet here was a man who had probably never prepared like that. 

    ‘It’s going to look so forced.’ 

    Suhyeon shook her head, already confident in her victory. 

    But then— 

    
      Gulp. Gulp. 
    

    “?!”

    “Oh my…!” 

    “…Huh?”

    What… what just happened?

    It felt like a tidal wave of refreshment had crashed over her body. 

    The deep, resonant sound of his drinking hit the ears of every woman in the room like a powerful tremor. 

    As Yongjun drank, his body moved in perfect rhythm. 

    The scene was on a completely different level from what he had shown CEO Juye in the office. 

    It was as if the entire crew had been transported onto a deserted island in the middle of a storm. 

    “Where… where are we?”

    “Is this a shipwreck…?”

    Yes, a shipwreck. 

    And they had been stranded for days without food or water, battling the heat. But the worst part was the thirst. 

    Their throats burned with desperation, so dry they felt like they could drink the entire sea. 

    Then, they saw it—the Coca-Cola in Yongjun’s hand, looking more refreshing than any water. 

    ‘I felt like I was inside the commercial!’ 

    When Director Yoo came back to reality, she was drenched in sweat. 

    “There are geniuses in this world… but this is something else entirely.” 

    An absolute talent. 

    How could someone be born a man, yet also act so well? 

    The phrase “life isn’t fair” was clearly invented for people like Yongjun. 

    Director Yoo had no other way to explain it. 

    ‘It’s only a 30-second commercial, not a full movie! 

    But in those few seconds, he pulled the audience completely into the world of the ad… How is that even possible?!’ 

    But the most shocked of all wasn’t Director Yoo or CEO Juye—it was Suhyeon herself. 

    ‘How… is this possible?’ 

    A man…? 

    If you’re born a man, shouldn’t that be the extent of your talent? 

    But as she watched him drink the Coca-Cola, Suhyeon had no choice but to admit it. She had been beaten. 

    No matter how skilled she was as a cross-dressing actress, she couldn’t compete with a real man. 

    As that realization hit her, tears started to fall. 

    “…Suhyeon?” 

    “Hic… Hic…” 

    Her 10 long years as an extra, enduring hardship to finally rise to stardom, felt like it had all crumbled. 

    She thought her arrogant behavior was justified after all the pain she’d endured. 

    But now, her pride had been shattered. 

    The emotions she had kept bottled up for so long were now pouring out as tears. 

    She felt relieved, angry, and… free. 

    For the first time, everything seemed a little brighter. 

    “Suhyeon, why don’t you take a break in the bathroom?” 

    “…Okay, unnie.” 

    Not wanting the crew to see, Director Yoo quickly ushered Suhyeon off the set before anyone noticed. 

    Then, she signaled to the crew. 

    “Cut! That’s a wrap! You nailed it, Yongjun!” 

    The signal for the end of the shoot was met with applause. 

    Yongjun finally lifted the Coca-Cola bottle from his lips, relieved. 

    “Phew… Did it go well?” 

    “You were incredible, Yongjun!” 

    CEO Juye came running over, unable to contain her excitement. 

    She was already planning to offer Yongjun company shares and whatever else was necessary to lock him into a lifelong exclusive contract. 

    But as she watched him flash a V-sign in her direction, she couldn’t help but ask the one question burning in her mind. 

    “Yongjun, I just have to ask… How did you drink so well? Did you practice?” 

    Thinking back to the perfect drinking scene, she couldn’t believe he was a beginner. 

    “Oh, that?” 

    Yongjun chuckled, shaking his head. 

    It’s no wonder he did it so well. 

    After all, he’d been a streamer for ten years. 

    Mukbang (eating streams) 

    were part of his regular content. 

    He’d even once passed out after eating a gigantic spicy ramen challenge, ending up in the hospital.

    Compared to that, a soda commercial was nothing.

    ‘At least it wasn’t painful this time.’ 

    It had been… too easy.

  
    Chapter 11 : The bonus is quite generous

    “Yongjun, I was really touched!”

    “I’m glad you liked it.”

    “It wasn’t just good! I was literally soaked from head to toe!”

    “…Really?”

    After the commercial shoot ended.

    Apparently, the CF turned out better than expected, and Director Yujunha was literally drenched.

    Breathing heavily, she looked like she was about to lose her mind.

    Seeing how dangerous she seemed, I couldn’t help but give a wry smile.

    ‘Scary…’

    “Hoo! Hoo! Yongjun, do you have time after this?”

    “Yes, time?”

    “We have to celebrate! Is there anything you’d like to eat? 

    “Since you’re a guy, how about tanghulu? 

    “Malatang?” 

    “I’ll pile on cheese like a mountain, so let’s go together!” 

    “Oh, and do you like alcohol?” 

    “I really want to have a drink…”

    Then Director Yujunha, having finished all her work, invited me to the after-party.

    “Yongjun, don’t be like that, come with us~.”

    “Yeah~. I heard you stream online, expanding your connections in this area wouldn’t hurt~.”

    “Let’s drink and go to a motel… Drink! Let’s go drink!”

    “…slurp.”

    Even the filming crew stopped packing their equipment and ran over to beg me to join them.

    Well, if someone was buying me food, I’d be more than grateful.

    “Then, should we?”

    “…!”

    “!!”

    “Se-…!”

    “Quiet!”

    They looked at me like cats staring down at a mouse caught in a trap.

    Some of the crew members momentarily lost control of their lust, but thanks to their colleagues’ quick intervention, the situation was barely kept in check.

    Unaware of all this, I was excited at the thought of finally eating meat.

    ‘At a time like this, it’s gotta be samgyeopsal and soju, not malatang, right?’

    Moreover, getting both food and alcohol?

    As you know, the average price of soju at a restaurant is 5,000 won.

    It’s over twice as expensive compared to the 2,000 won convenience store price.

    So even when I ate out, I hardly ever ordered alcohol because it felt like a waste, but I guess since these were filming crew members, they were quite generous.

    “How about soju and samgyeopsal instead of malatang or something?”

    “?! Sa-samgyeopsal with soju…?”

    “At a samgyeopsal place, there’s no cheese or toppings, but there should be some vegetables, right?”

    “…? Vegetables are good. You’ve gotta wrap them in ‘barbeque ,’ don’t you?”

    “barbeque ?!”

    “A man… making me… barbeque ?”

    I gladly accepted their offer.

    But when I mentioned wrapping barbeque  at the samgyeopsal place, the filming set suddenly fell silent.

    “A man… making barbeque ?”

    “So… he’s saying he’s going to wrap me in barbeque  and eat me?”

    Huff! Huff!

    Everyone seemed to be breathing heavily.

    Their skin was a bit red, and they were sweating like buckets, probably from the intensity of the shoot.

    ‘I should make them a barbeque  later, as a gesture of thanks for their hard work.’

    Even so, everyone, including Director Yujunha, seemed to have heart-shaped pupils at the thought of eating.

    Well, I was also excited about finally getting some protein.

    But then it happened.

    “Sorry, but we already have a prior engagement. We won’t be able to join you for the after-party.”

    “Whaaat?!”

    “Th-there’s no way…”

    “But CEO Juye! Why won’t you join us?”

    “Hehe. That’s because Yongjun and I have another contract to discuss.”

    Was that a thing?

    While I was still overjoyed at the thought of eating protein, this thunderbolt of news made me turn around immediately.

    There, CEO Juye was already beside me, naturally linking her arm with mine, looking up at me with a sly, snake-like smile.

    “Yongjun.”

    “Yes.”

    “Don’t say anything and just follow me for now.”

    “But… the meat…”

    “Meat? …I can buy you that anytime, so just come with me now.”

    I don’t want to.

    This was a great opportunity to recover from muscle loss after so long.

    But if the platform CEO is this insistent, there must be something important.

    With that thought, I had no choice but to agree.

    “Everyone, we’ll be leaving first.”

    “Yo-Yongjun…”

    “It would’ve been nice if you’d wrapped me in barbeque …”

    “Yongjun! At least take my business card!”

    The atmosphere among the filming crew deflated.

    Perhaps feeling regretful about parting this way, Director Yujunha handed me her business card with her personal number.

    “I was really moved by your acting! If you ever take an interest in the entertainment industry, please contact me anytime.”

    “Haha, sure. I don’t know about right now, but if anything comes up, I’ll reach out.”

    To a Korean, saying “I’ll contact you later” is a euphemism for politely declining.

    My dream is to rise to the top as a streamer.

    So I’m sorry, but I’m confident I won’t be meeting Director Yujunha again.

    “Oh, and if you’re interested in me, I could rush over completely naked…”

    “Okay, okay! We’re leaving! Goodbye!”

    “Ah, ahhh…! Yongjun…!!”

    And so, I was pushed out of the filming set by CEO Juye.

    The filming crew, full of affection like true Koreans, waved and cried as I left.

    “Heoooong! Yongjun!!”

    “Uuuurghaaaah!!!”  

    Gasp.  

    “…Thud.”  

    Some of them even looked like they were about to pass out. It was amazing that they put on such an exaggerated reaction, as if telling me not to feel awkward for skipping the after-party.  

    “Goodbye, everyone~!”  

    I also waved back at them in gratitude for their warm gestures.  

    Right after Yongjun completely disappeared from the set.  

    “Sniff…!”  

    “Ugh, that stuck-up girl… Does being a CEO of a big company make you better than us?”  

    “We… we also wanted to lose our virginity to a real person, not ‘artificial’…”  

    The atmosphere on set had turned into something like a funeral.  

    When Seong Suhyeon finally came out of the bathroom, she was bewildered by the sight before her.  

    “Sis?! What’s going on with everyone?”  

    “Yongjun… said he’d wrap us in barbeque … but he just left…”  

    “…? What are you talking about?”  

    Suhyeon ran straight to her older sister, Yujunha, who was crying even harder than she had been earlier.  

    But her sister, lost in the depths of despair, could barely form coherent words.  

    It was clear she wasn’t in a state to hold a conversation.  

    Realizing this, Suhyeon had no choice but to assess the situation by herself, looking around.  

    “…? Huh? Where’s Yongjun?”  

    The man she had been the most rude to just moments before.  

    The man she had resolved to apologize to in the bathroom was now gone, and tears began to well up in her eyes once again.  

    “I didn’t even get to apologize… and he’s already left?”  

    “Yongjun, thank you for your hard work. It was a sudden request.”  

    “No, thanks to you, I got an extension on my exclusive contract period and gained some great experience. So it’s a win-win for both of us.”  

    As soon as I left the filming set, I got back into the CEO’s car, just as I had earlier.  

    Of course, her secretary was driving.  

    I was chatting with CEO Juye, who was sitting in the passenger seat.  

    “Honestly… every time I talk to you, Yongjun, it feels like something out of the ordinary.”  

    “Really?”  

    “Yes, because there are only a handful of men like you in the entire world.”  

    CEO Juye smiled brightly at me.  

    Ding.  

    “Hm?”  

    “This is a special bonus from me. So please, don’t refuse and just accept it.”  

    “A bonus…?”  

    At that moment, an alert rang on my phone.  

    Her hands had been busy moving this entire time, so was this what she had been doing?  

    In any case, since it was a bonus, I accepted it without hesitation.  

    The director at the orphanage always said that people are more valuable than money, but if money comes my way…  

    “Never refuse.”  

    She would always tell us to take it and swallow it quickly.  

    ‘I wonder how much it is?’  

    Checking the amount in front of the person giving it to you isn’t polite.  

    But we weren’t exactly strangers, and we had a close-knit relationship with an exclusive contract, so I figured it would be fine to take a quick look at my phone.  

    And the amount I saw…  

    “Let’s see… ten thousand… hundred thousand… million… ten million… hundred million…?!”  

    How many zeros are there?  

    I kept counting, but the zeros didn’t seem to stop.  

    Finally, I reached the total.  

    “One hundred million…?”  

    One hundred million won.  

    To someone in their twenties like me, it’s an amount that seems manageable yet impossible to actually save up.  

    And after taxes, there was a solid one hundred million won sitting in my account.  

    “Haha. Do you like it?”  

    “…Yes?”  

    “Think of it as a small gesture of my sincerity, Yongjun.”  

    A ‘small’ gesture of sincerity?  

    If this is small, then what on earth would a large gesture be?  

    I made a hundred million just by drinking some beverages.  

    On top of that, the contract had been extended for up to three years with a 9:1 commission split for the exclusive streaming deal.  

    Even though I’m a guy, what’s left for me after all this?  

    “CEO!”  

    “?!”

    “I’ll do my best on my streams!”  

    One hundred million won!  

    With this, I could finally pay off my loans and overdue rent.  

    In other words, I’d be able to take a warm shower starting next week.  

    And with the upcoming male benefits from the district office…  

    If I took that into account, my debt might disappear in no time.  

    Overwhelmed by this thought, I grabbed CEO Juye’s hands.  

    Then, looking straight into her spinning eyes, I expressed my gratitude.  

    “I’ll stick with streaming until I die, so please keep supporting me!”  

    “Y-Yongjun! If you grab me so suddenly like that, it’s… stimulating…!”  

    “I truly ‘love’ you, CEO!”  

    “L-Love?! Ugh?! Ungh?!”

    Drip…  

    Was she feeling unwell?  

    She let out some strange sounds.  

    Then, with a thud, CEO Juye collapsed into the seat and fell asleep, swaying gently.  

    Worried about her, I leaned forward to check on her condition.  

    However…  

    “Sometimes the CEO falls asleep like this.”  

    “Oh, really?”  

    “So, don’t worry. Please sit back down.”  

    “Okay.”  

    The secretary, who had been caring for Juye long before she became the CEO, pushed me back gently, worried about my safety.  

    She glanced at the damp spot beneath the unconscious CEO in the passenger seat and quietly muttered to herself about what needed to be done next.  

    “I’ll need to clean the car… But first, I need to change her underwear.”  

  
    Chapter 12 : Even back in the day, men were lazy

    The day after I parted ways with CEO Juye, I immediately headed to the nearest community center as soon as I woke up, in order to receive the so-called “male benefits.”

    I even skipped my morning workout, that’s how important these benefits were to me.

    ‘Just by being born a man, I get all these welfare benefits? Of course, I’m going to sign up immediately!’

    What a crazy world this is.

    I started thinking that, in this world, a man’s tears might even be considered legal evidence.

    “Do I just need to take a number?”

    “Yes, that’s right… Oh?”

    Passing by a guide who hurriedly cleaned her glasses after seeing me, I entered the civil service office.

    Naturally, I was the only man there.

    The elderly people who had come early to file complaints were all grandmothers.

    There wasn’t a single male—young or old—in sight.

    ‘It feels like I’m the only man left in this world…’

    Even if the gender ratio is 1:10,000, surely there must be other men somewhere, but it felt like I was the only one, like a deep-sea creature hidden in the ocean.

    As I took my number and waited for my turn, I started to have a bad feeling.

    ‘No way…?’

    I quickly took out my phone and scrolled through my contacts.

    I had a few brothers I’d grown up with in the orphanage. 

    Although they weren’t my real family, we were like blood siblings since we grew up together without parents. 

    The brothers whose contact information I had were, of course, all men.

    But now that men had suddenly become a rare commodity in this world, what if my brothers were already…?

    ‘Please… please just be alive!’

    With an ominous feeling, I finally checked my contacts.

    A few seconds later.

    “Phew!”

    What came out wasn’t a sigh of despair but one of relief.

    “Thank goodness. They’re all still there…”

    Even when things were busy and tough, we had promised to meet at least once per quarter.

    Kim Cheolsu, Han Kyungmin, and Yoo Jinseok were all still safely stored in my contacts.

    The only strange thing was that their names had all been changed: Kim Cheol’soon’, Han Kyung’hee’, and Yoo Jin’ha’.

    But at least the numbers were still the ones I knew.

    ‘Did they all change their names during the last quarter?’

    I remembered sending them money so they could enjoy a meal, as I had been too busy to join them for our last quarterly gathering.

    Had they all gone ahead and changed their names in the meantime?

    I figured I’d ask them when we met next month.

    As I sat there waiting for my number, I suddenly heard a voice.

    “Hohoho… What a strong-looking young man.”

    An old woman sat down next to me, seemingly fascinated by seeing a young person at this time of day.

    “The office just opened, you must’ve been quite busy, miss.”

    “Sorry? Oh, yes. Haha, I guess so.”

    ‘Miss’? 

    She wasn’t seeing me as a man at all.

    Judging by her age, her eyesight probably wasn’t great.

    That’s what I assumed.

    “Miss, would you mind lending me your eyes for a moment?”

    “My eyes?”

    “You see, I picked up a number, but I left my glasses at home. Could you tell me what my number is?”

    “Oh, of course. That’s no problem.”

    What’s so hard about reading a number off a ticket?

    I smiled and carefully took the trembling old lady’s number from her hand.

    “You’re number 14. You’re right after me.”

    “Oh, really? Thank you, miss.”

    She smiled and laughed, taking back her number. 

    The way she smiled reminded me of the head of the orphanage, and it made me feel good too.

    It was currently number 8, so I only had six people ahead of me.

    With that in mind, I figured I had some time and thought about taking a quick nap while I waited.

    “…Huh?”

    “Is something wrong?”

    “No, it’s just… Your hands are surprisingly big for a young woman.”

    She started rubbing my rough hands curiously as she took back her number.

    I thought she might be reading my palm, so I stayed still.

    But the more she touched my right hand, the more her cheerful expression turned serious.

    “Are you okay, Grandma?”

    The warm, kind grandmother was gone.

    Now there was only a woman with beads of cold sweat forming on her forehead, blinking desperately, trying to see me clearly.

    Then, suddenly, her eyes seemed to focus, and she must have realized something about my gender.

    “…Miss, are you… a man?”

    “Yes… I am.”

    “…You son of a—!!!”

    “?!”

    Suddenly, like some sort of yokai, the hunched-over grandmother straightened up with a crack, standing in the middle of the community center, and screamed at the top of her lungs.

    “YOU BASTARDS!!!”

    “Whoa, what’s going on?!”

    “What’s wrong with that old lady?”

    “Is she senile?”

    The nearby grandmothers, startled by the loud outburst, turned to look at us with angry faces. 

    But the grandmother who had shouted didn’t care at all about their stares and immediately started cursing at the young civil servant who had rushed over in a hurry.

    “You useless punks!”

    She began hurling insults at the confused civil servant.

    “You! You! How could you make a *man* take a number and wait?!”

    “Wh-what? A… a man?”

    “Huh?”

    “What did you say?”

    At that moment, the attention of all the grandmothers in the community center shifted from the shouting grandmother to me, standing just below her. 

    Since most of them were quite old, their eyesight wasn’t the best.

    So, after adjusting their glasses and examining me closely for a few seconds, they finally realized.

    “You damn idiots!”

    “Do you think I fought in the Korean War just so our men could be treated like this?!”

    “Hey! Get the manager here! Right now!”

    “Kids these days… they have no basic decency! Huh?!”

    The community center quickly turned into a battlefield.

    Crash! 

    Bang! 

    Smash!

    “We’re truly, truly sorry, Mr. Yongjun.”

    “No, no, I think I’m the one who should be apologizing…”

    The first floor of the community center, where the civil service office was located, was completely destroyed and no longer usable.

    Those grandmothers were surprisingly strong, and it wasn’t until the police arrived that the situation was finally brought under control.

    And I, who had unintentionally caused all of this, was now receiving an apology from none other than Siyoung, the mayor of Seoul, who had rushed over to the community center early in the morning upon hearing the news.

    “I, I’m at fault! For something like this to happen, especially in Seoul, the capital of Korea! I am deeply, deeply sorry!”

    “Mayor, please, it’s okay. Can you lift your head now? This is too much pressure for me…”

    Is this really something to apologize for to this extent?

    She wasn’t just sitting across from me in a chair; she was bowing on the floor, continuously offering her apologies as if she had accidentally killed someone.

    It made me feel so uncomfortable that I begged her to get up.

    “Actually, there’s a complaint I wanted to file.”

    “A c-c-complaint?! From a man?!”

    The moment I mentioned the reason I came to the community center, Mayor Siyoung’s face turned pale with an expression of deep terror.

    “It’s just that I haven’t received my ‘male benefits’ yet. I came here to file a complaint about that.”

    “You mean… you’ve reached this age and still haven’t received any male benefits…?”

    I said it casually, but the mayor’s reaction was completely different.

    For a man living in Seoul, under her jurisdiction, to not have received any male benefits?

    If this news got out, what would happen?

    A mayor who failed to provide even a single benefit to a rare and precious man while he became an adult, all while governing the capital.

    This wasn’t just a problem that could be solved by resigning. 

    It could lead to her complete exile from the political world.

    ‘If what he’s saying is true, I’ll be kicked out of my party…!’

    The only silver lining was that the situation hadn’t completely escalated yet.

    She could sweep this under the rug as a simple administrative mistake by a civil servant.

    The real issue now was the person in front of her…

    Who was she?

    She was the woman who had become the queen of the metropolitan area of Korea.

    The mayor of Seoul, Siyoung.

    “Mr. Yongjun, could I ask you to keep this matter confidential?”

    “Confidential?”

    “Yes! In return, I, Siyoung, pledge on my honor as the mayor of Seoul that I will support you with everything I have.”

    Mayor Siyoung handed Yongjun a business card with her personal phone number on it.

    Until now, only the president of Korea and a few top political figures had possession of her real business card.

    But now, somehow, Yongjun was added to that exclusive list.

    “Uh, I don’t really need something like this… I just want the male benefits…”

    “Of course!! We will immediately investigate your case and get back to you. In addition to that, this business card is a personal gesture from me. Please, accept it.”

    Feeling uncomfortable, Yongjun tried to return the mayor’s business card.

    But Mayor Siyoung, seeing this, was now convinced that Yongjun was testing her.

    Men, after all, were foolish yet greedy creatures who often looked down on women like they were insects.

    But that’s what made them so lovable.

    She knew well, as the mayor of Seoul, that many men had a hobby of pretending to be weak while toying with women.

    In fact, even if she weren’t the mayor, every woman in this world, driven by lust, understood this as common knowledge.

    So, determined, Mayor Siyoung didn’t give up and managed to slip her business card into Yongjun’s pocket.

  
    Chapter 13 : Did I end up giving in for money…?

    “If Mr. Yongjun wishes, I can immediately provide you with a much better welfare package, far superior to what ordinary men receive!”  

    “R-really?!”  

    “Yes! Just say the word. After all, I am the mayor of Seoul—what can’t I do?”  

    In an instant, the mayor of Seoul became my backer.  

    Considering that I was already set to receive the male benefits I was due, it felt like my life was now a smooth road of flowers.  

    …It meant I no longer needed to ‘work.’  

    But,  

    But was this really what I had wanted?  

    ‘Come to think of it, why did I start streaming in the first place?’  

    If money was my only goal, I would have taken a job that earned far more than the measly 500,000 won per month I was making from streaming.  

    Sure, money was important to me.  

    Everything in the world revolves around money.  

    In Korea, if you don’t make money, you’re considered a fool.  

    And I wanted to appear as a responsible adult in front of my orphanage family, which is why I was always chasing money.  

    But now that money was no longer a ‘problem,’ did I still have a reason to continue streaming?  

    Of course, I did.  

    “Mayor.”  

    “Yes, Mr. Yongjun. Please, tell me!”  

    “For me, just having the male benefits cover my current debts is enough. I’ll consider the other benefits when I’m too old to stream anymore and I’ll apply for them then.”  

    “…What?”  

    I had just rejected an opportunity that had fallen into my lap.  

    The odds of me regretting this decision later were almost 100%.  

    But even if I were in the same situation again, I’d still turn down the opportunity.  

    Because succeeding in this way just wasn’t my style.  

    The director of the orphanage had always taught us:  

    “Don’t chase after money too much. Money is just one of the rewards you get along the journey of following your dreams.”  

    That was why I wanted to become a streamer in the first place.  

    One day, bored of watching TV programs where everyone just boasted about themselves, I snuck into the director’s office and turned on the computer.  

    While browsing through various videos, I discovered online streaming for the first time.  

    The streamers weren’t like the celebrities or actors who appeared on TV, all polished and glamorous.  

    Yet, they were still trying to shine.  

    It was as if they were trying to show that ‘special people are made, not born.’  

    Even an orphan like me, someone below average with no parents, could shine like that, too.  

    With that hope in mind, I started my streaming career, and that dream was still in progress.  

    “W-wait a moment! Mr. Yongjun.”  

    “…?”  

    “Did I hear you correctly? You’re a man… and you’re working… as in doing ‘labor’ right now? Even now?”  

    “Yes, is there something wrong with that?”  

    Meanwhile, Mayor Siyoung was staring at me with a shocked expression, in stark contrast to my calm demeanor.  

    After all, for a man who could enjoy luxury and indulgence without lifting a finger to be working was almost unbelievable.  

    Even if I hadn’t received male benefits until now, how could such a situation be possible?  

    Sure, there might be a few rare exceptions, but for her to witness one firsthand was astonishing.  

    ‘This… might be like winning the lottery?’  

    For the first time, Mayor Siyoung began to see me as something more than just someone to protect.  

    Still, she wasn’t quite at the point where she could make any serious requests.  

    Therefore,  

    “If you’re currently working, receiving male benefits might be a bit difficult…”  

    “What?! Why?”  

    “…Well, according to international law, only men with absolutely no ‘income’ are eligible for male benefits.”  

    She started by explaining the most important aspect of the male benefits to me.  

    Naturally, hearing that I might not be able to receive the benefits, my face turned pale.  

    “In other words, to receive male benefits, a man must not work at all—just eat, sleep, and do nothing all day.”  

    “That’s ridiculous! What kind of law is that?!”  

    “Unfortunately… this is beyond my authority as the mayor of Seoul, so there’s not much I can do.”  

    “Grrr…”  

    Faced with an unexpected obstacle, I let out a frustrated groan.  

    Not only was I a man who had worked, but now I was being denied the benefits because of that.  

    What kind of world is this?  

    Still, after 10 years of enduring the grind of streaming, I was finally starting to succeed.  

    There was no way I’d give up all of that for a mere billion-won benefit.  

    “Sigh, well, I guess there’s nothing I can do.”  

    Since I couldn’t get the benefits, I quickly gave up.  

    Holding onto frustration like this would only hurt me.  

    With that, I gave the mayor a resigned bow and began to trudge toward the door.  

    But then,  

    “The government might not be able to help.”  

    “…?”  

    “But I’d like to offer you some ‘support’ from my personal funds, in recognition of the value of the work you’re currently doing.”  

    “What?!”  

    Mayor Siyoung pulled out a gleaming red credit card from her wallet.  

    “Mayor, by ‘support,’ you don’t mean…?”  

    “Of course, it’ll be from my personal savings, not from taxes. Didn’t I say I wanted to make up for the trouble caused by today’s incident?”  

    “Oh, I see.”  

    Hearing that it wasn’t a case of tax evasion but personal funds, I felt reassured.  

    After all, I hadn’t been able to stream this morning because of what had happened at the community center.  

    So, I figured it would be fine to tell her that I worked as a streamer.  

    Once I explained my job, the mayor listened attentively.

    “Okay. I understand.”  

    “Wait, I haven’t even told you what I need support with yet…”  

    “Tsk tsk, I’ve been in politics long enough. How could I not pick up on these things? You think I got to stand in front of the people by being clueless?”  

    With a wink, as if she already knew everything, Mayor Siyoung quickly guided me out of her office, making sure I could get back to my streaming as soon as possible.  

    Afterward, she made a call, seemingly with something else in mind.  

    “Hello? Sweetie?”  

    She was calling her daughter, who would soon be arriving in Korea.  

    “You said your dream was to be a mom, right? I have something to discuss with you about that. Can you come back to Korea a little sooner?”  

    Before parting ways with Mayor Siyoung, I made a promise to her.  

    “Please keep what happened today a secret! I’m begging you!”  

    She clearly wanted to hide the embarrassing incident that had unfolded in her jurisdiction.  

    Not wanting to antagonize the mayor of Seoul, I agreed. It ended on a positive note with everyone smiling and laughing.  

    But my lips as a streamer, my brain craving audience reactions, and my eyes spotting good content opportunities couldn’t resist.  

    “…so when I went to the community center, everything turned into total chaos~.”  

    
      [Chat]  
    

    -Hahahahaha  

    -This story is hilarious  

    -Typical, making up stories out of thin air lol  

    -But it’s entertaining, right?  

    -If it were me, I’d have snapped and gone on a rampage against those civil servants  

    I removed any overly specific ‘details’ and mixed in my own ‘creative’ spin, recounting the community center incident during my evening stream.  

    
      [Chat]  
    

    -By the way, those grannies were hilarious lol  

    -Oppa, why not just play some LoL?  

    -Oppa, now that you’ve shared your story, how about doing that Q&A content like last time?  

    -Look, I topped up 1,000,000 won just for that and you didn’t do it  

    -Haha, 1,000,000 on a keyboard  

    -Oppa, please manage the chat—especially those toxic fans!  

    “Whoa, whoa, everyone. The chat is getting a bit out of hand, okay? Stop fighting, or I’m going to start banning people.”  

    But as I rambled on, I encountered another issue, one I’d been running into more frequently during my streams.  

    My current viewer count was 865.  

    I was close to hitting the dream milestone of 1,000 viewers.  

    That was great news, of course.  

    But the more viewers I had, the harder it became to manage the stream by myself.  

    “Hmm… Maybe it’s time to hire a chat manager?”  

    
      [Chat]  
    

    -Oh?  

    -LET’S GO  

    -I can be your chat manager  

    -Oppa, don’t just pick anyone, you need someone with experience  

    -Can I apply? I used to moderate on another stream  

    -Look up that person above, they got banned from another stream for trolling lol  

    -I watch that stream too, they ban anyone they don’t like  

    A chat manager is someone who helps manage the most important part of a personal internet broadcast—the chat.  

    I had to carefully consider who to select for the role, especially since they’d be a dedicated supporter of my stream.  

    Usually, chat managers worked for free out of fandom, without a salary.  

    I could offer them small gifts or gift certificates as a thank you, but I wasn’t paying them an actual wage.  

    Since I streamed at all hours, I couldn’t pick someone too busy in their daily life.  

    As I scrolled through the usernames of potential candidates…  

    ‘DaehanSarangManmanse’ donated 10,000 won.  

    -I want to be your chat manager.  

    
      [Chat]  
    

    -Oh  

    -Oh  

    -Another one throwing money  

    -Ugh, do I have to spend money too now?  

    -Yongjun, are you seriously going to choose someone just because they donated?  

    “Aww, thanks, DaehanSarangManmanse, for the 10,000-won donation! But I can’t pick someone for this job just because they paid, so I’m really sorry.”  

    I almost gave in, but the director at the orphanage always taught me that money is just one of the rewards that come from following your dreams.  

    I wasn’t going to waver so easily.  

    
      [Chat]  
    

    -Haha, wasted money  

    -LOL  

    -RIP your donation  

    -I bet the donor is fuming right now lol  

    -They might be crying lol  

    But then…  

    ‘DaehanSarangManmanse’ donated 1,000,000 won.  

    -I really want to do it.  

    “…?”  

    -?  

    -?  

    -?  

    -?  

    -?  

    -What?!  

    “You’re hired.”  

    It was too much money to refuse.

  
    Chapter 14 : Asking to be made a chat manager

    The chat froze.  

    I froze.  

    The entire stream probably froze.  

    “…1,000,000 won?”  

    No, wait, it’s not exactly 1,000,000 won.  

    There’s the platform fee, of course.  

    Considering my exclusive contract with CEO Juye, today’s earnings would amount to at least 900,000 won…  

    “…900,000 won?”  

    In one day, 900,000 won?  

    …Really?  

    I wished I had a camera set up.  

    One of my viewers had just donated 1,000,000 won, and all I could do as a mere man was let them hear my voice in gratitude.  

    “Aigoooooo~!!!”  

    [Chat]  

    -🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉  

    -🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉 

    -🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉  

    -🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉  

    -🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉  

    -🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉 Kyayaya~  

    -Let’s goooo!  

    “Republic of Korea! Our country, Republic of Korea! DaehanSarangManmanse! Thank you so much for the 1,000,000 won donation!!”  

    -This is insane lol  

    -A chat manager worth 1,000,000 won hahaha  

    -I concede, you win  

    -Extreme fan spotted lol  

    -Would be hilarious if a girl shows up the moment the cam is turned on lol  

    -Can the troll above just shut up? Lol  

    -Is this going to be a refund situation if a girl shows up? Lol  

    I knew they couldn’t see me because I didn’t have a camera.  

    But despite knowing that, I couldn’t help but lift my legs into the air in front of my computer and perform a finger salute gesture.  

    What kind of jackpot is this?  

    With that level of fandom, that level of wealth, and someone who would do so much for me, how could I not immediately give them the chat manager position?  

    “Alright, let’s make DaehanSarangManmanse our new chat manager!”  

    [Chat]  

    -Lol, this is wild  

    -If they didn’t get the position after spending 1,000,000 won, that would be crazy lol 

    -Watch this turn into a personal fan meet 

    -Aghhh, turn on the cam already, oppa!  

    -First things first, ban all the toxic fans 

    -Hey, shut up, League fans! 

    -Can we get a mature stream with the chat manager instead, oppa? Lol 

    -Shut up and leave lol  

    -Oppa, your virginity is mine lol  

    I hoped this would help clean up the chaotic chat at least a little.  

    With time still left before midnight, I decided to proceed.  

    “DaehanSarangManmanse, can I invite you to Discord?”  

    -Yes, you can.  

    “Great! Since you’re the first official chat manager for this channel, let’s have a little interview.”  

    
      [Chat]  
    

    -Here we go lol  

    -What’s the background check like?  

    -Let’s see if they’re unemployed  

    -If they have a full-time job, this donation was a waste lol  

    -What if they’re a government worker? 100,000,000 won down the drain lol  

    I invited DaehanSarangManmanse to my private Discord channel in front of my viewers.  

    Even though they donated a lot, I still needed to interview them to ensure they had time to be a proper chat manager.  

    In the worst-case scenario, I was ready to offer a refund.  

    “Alright, first question. You know that my streaming hours are from 10 AM to 5 PM and from 7 PM to midnight, right?”  

    -No, I didn’t know that. Sorry.  

    “Haha, no worries! I just wanted to ask how much time you can dedicate to moderating the chat during those hours.”  

    
      [Chat]  
    

    -One of those time slots is definitely a no-go lol  

    -Yeah, they’re either working or sleeping  

    -Looks like you’ll need two chat managers  

    -But for real, these hours are tough for regular jobs 

    -Can’t they just mod while working from their office?  

    -Please don’t do that at your job lol  

    -Modding while working is a joke lol  

    As the chat pointed out, my streaming hours were tough for anyone with a regular job since they coincided with work hours.  

    I didn’t expect them to cover both time slots.  

    But then…  

    -I can do both.  

    “Huh?”  

    [Chat]  

    -?  

    -?  

    -?  

    -?  

    -Are they unemployed?  

    -Wow, this person is for real  

    Wait, they could moderate my stream from morning until night?  

    Well, that was good for me.  

    But naturally, I felt a bit concerned.  

    If they had time to watch my stream all day, that could only mean they were either incredibly wealthy or had no job at all.  

    ‘Did I just receive a donation from a jobless person? Should I return the money?’  

    Usually, people with so much free time fell into two categories: either they were rich with nothing to do, or they were broke and just messing around.  

    Obviously, there were far more broke people in the world than rich ones.  

    So, I braced myself and continued with the next question.  

    “Okay… For the next question, since you’ve donated 1,000,000 won to be my chat manager, may I ask why you’re interested in this position?”  

    -Of course.  

    
      [Chat]  
    

    -I’m curious too lol  

    -Are they just trying to meet him in real life?  

    -Is their mom crying right now, lmao  

    -They must be a hardcore fangirl lol

    -This is going to be interesting!  

    I quietly waited for the response.  

    And so did my 800 or so viewers.  

    Why would someone, potentially unemployed, donate such a large amount to manage my stream?  

    The answer was…  

    -Because I want to see you in person, Yongjun.  

    One of the answers I had anticipated.  

    They wanted to meet me in real life, especially since I hadn’t shown myself on camera yet.  

    But as soon as that answer appeared in Discord, the chat atmosphere immediately soured.  

    [Chat]  

    -Uh-oh  

    -Uh-oh  

    -Uh-oh

    -Uh-oh  

    -Uh-oh 

    -Oppa, ban them now! 

    -This is dangerous, oppa! 

    -Red flag!!!  

    Everyone started to treat DaehanSarangManmanse like an obsessive fan who stalks virtual YouTubers, and some even demanded I refund their donation and ban them.  

    I have to admit, it did give me the creeps a little.  

    But was this really something worth reacting so strongly to?  

    ‘In our world, female streamers would deal with this all the time…’  

    If there were male streamers in this world, wouldn’t they also frequently encounter this kind of behavior?  

    But in this world, with reversed gender roles, men were extremely precious.  

    Which meant that streams featuring male streamers like me, who smiled and entertained, didn’t exist, so viewers weren’t used to this level of obsession.

    I thought to myself, ‘But I’ve been streaming for years…’

    What would most female streamers do in this situation?  

    I knew the answer all too well, especially because of my foolish younger brother, who even took out loans to support female streamers.  

    “Haha, of course. Let’s meet up sometime!”  

    -…Really?  

    
      [Chat]  
    

    -Um, Yongjun oppa…  

    -Is this okay?  

    -Can I meet you if I donate 1,000,000 won?  

    -Aren’t VTubers supposed to avoid meeting fans in real life?  

    -Yongjun oppa isn’t a VTuber, idiot! 

    -Are you really a man? Really?? 

    -?????????????????  

    -So, if I donate 1,000,000 won, will you really meet me?  

    “But for now, I’m too busy to go out. Let’s arrange a time later.”  

    This was what I called the ‘pretend-to-meet’ scam tactic.  

    My younger brother had fallen for this, spending nearly 10 million won on a female streamer, only to end up holding her hand once and shedding tears of regret.  

    Of course, I wasn’t planning on doing anything that disgusting.  

    ‘If she tries to buy me again, I’ll refund everything and block her.’  

    For now, I figured this would be enough to keep things under control.  

    Feeling a sense of relief, I sighed, satisfied that I had at least secured a chat manager who would care for my stream from morning till night.  

    That alone was enough to make me feel like I could sleep well tonight.  

    But then…  

    -Don’t worry about the time.  

    “Excuse me?”  

    -I’ll come to you.  

    ‘DaehanSarangManmanse’ has left the Discord channel.  

    “…?”  

    [Chat]  

    -Uh-oh

    -Uh-oh 

    -Uh-oh 

    -Uh-oh 

    -Uh-oh 

    -Uh-oh

    -What’s happening? Is this the start of a porno? 

    -Oppa, you’re about to be stalked!!!

    -You’re screwed…  

    Wait, what just happened?  

    What in the world was going on?  

    I hurriedly tried to check if ‘DaehanSarangManmanse’ was still in the stream chat.  

    But she had already left.  

    I barely slept last night.  

    This was an experience I had never encountered before.  

    Was this what they called an ‘obsessive fan’?  

    Whenever I saw celebrities on TV struggling with obsessive fans, I used to think they were lucky.  

    Back then, I was just a small-time streamer with barely one viewer per day.  

    I thought, “Even obsessive attention would be nice,” and I even wished I had a obsessive fan of my own.  

    But now, I take it back.  

    Yesterday, just before ‘DaehanSarangManmanse’ left the Discord channel,  

    -I’ll come to you myself.  

    The memory of her message felt like a death threat.  

    Even though it was yesterday, my legs trembled in fear at the thought.  

    As a result, I ended up oversleeping today.  

    “It’s 9 AM…?”  

    Normally, I’d start my morning workout around 8 AM before streaming, but that wasn’t happening today.  

    Reluctantly, I dragged my stiff body out of bed, took a quick shower, and began prepping for my stream.  

    But then…  

    Ding-dong.  

    The doorbell rang unexpectedly.  

    “…No way.”  

    And then, a voice came from outside the door.  

    “Yongjun, are you inside?”  

    “…Who is it? Who’s…?”  

    “It’s DaehanSarangManmanse.”  

    “Screeeaaaam!!!”  

    How on earth did she find my home address?!  

    I don’t use Facebook or Instagram—I live off streaming alone.  

    There should have been no way for her to dig up any information on me, yet I sat frozen in place like the protagonist of a horror movie, unable to stand in terror.  

    I should have blocked her long ago!  

    “Stay away! I’m calling the police!”  

    “Wait! Please, just hear me out, Yongjun!”  

    “Screw you! You stalker! I don’t need your 1,000,000 won! Get lost! I’m calling the cops right now!”  

    “Ugh… damn it!”  

    I grabbed my phone in a hurry and dialed 112.  

    Even though the door was locked, I didn’t want to take any chances.  

    I pressed the call button, frantically looking around for something heavy to barricade the door with.  

    But then…  

    Bang! Bang!  

    Wait, this is Korea…  

    Suddenly, the sound of gunfire echoed through the air.  

    The door handle, shot clean off, rolled across the floor.  

    “Hoo…”  

    A silver-haired woman dressed in a sleek black suit entered my house, calmly putting a freshly fired handgun back into her pocket.  

    “Don’t worry, Yongjun. I’m with the National Intelligence Service.”  

    “…Huh?”  

    “We’re here to help you with everything, from managing chat to organizing your content.”  

    …Fine, but could you fix the door first?

  
    Chapter 15 : Please just leave

    The National Intelligence Service.

    Also known as the NIS, it’s an agency I’d always thought was full of elite agents willing to give their lives for the country.

    At least, that’s how they’re always portrayed in the movies—as a secretive organization fighting for the safety of the nation.

    And when you think of the NIS in Korea, there’s only one image that comes to mind:

    ‘Spy hunters.’

    ‘But why is the NIS at my house?’

    Did a spy infiltrate my apartment building or something?

    It couldn’t be a joke, not when they shot my door handle with a gun. I had no choice but to believe this was real.

    Whatever was happening, I decided to do as they said.

    I raised both my hands high into the air.

    I was starting to worry about whether I’d go through another embarrassing search like last time with the police.

    But then,

    “First, I must apologize for the rude intrusion, Yongjun.”

    The NIS agent I thought had come to hunt down a spy bowed and apologized to me.

    “…Excuse me?”

    “Actually, the NIS has been keeping an eye on you ever since you suddenly appeared on the streaming platform about a week ago, Mr. Yongjun.”

    “Really?”

    The agent, who introduced herself as Han Garam, said this while forcing the broken door handle back into place.

    Sitting across from me on the floor, she explained why she had come to my home.

    “Again, I apologize for the sudden appearance. But as a secret NIS agent, we try to avoid contact with the police whenever possible.”

    “Ah, yeah. I guess that makes sense…”

    This was like something straight out of James Bond or Mission: Impossible.

    The NIS ID card she handed me as proof looked incredibly real, like something too elaborate to be forged.

    “Mr. Yongjun, the reason I’ve come in person has to do with what you mentioned in the Discord chat.”

    “You mean the chat manager thing? I mean, sure, I can give you that position…”

    “More specifically, we at the NIS would like to take on not just the role of chat manager but also help as content planners, which is why I’m here.”

    Garam’s sharp silver hair contrasted with her expressionless face, which was full of burning determination.

    It seemed like she was even more invested in my stream than I was…

    But why?

    “Um, sorry, but I don’t exactly have enough money to hire a stream moderator.”

    “That’s not an issue. We’re not approaching you with any expectation of payment, Mr. Yongjun.”

    “Wait, but why? Isn’t the NIS supposed to be a spy-catching agency? Why do you want to be my stream’s moderator?”

    “That’s because…”

    Why?

    Why was the NIS, one of the busiest organizations in the country, paying attention to a mere streamer like me?

    Curious, I asked her.

    “Because you’re a man who chose to work rather than accept male benefits, Mr. Yongjun.”

    “…Excuse me?”

    “The NIS has always strongly supported men who aim to lead ‘healthy lives’ through work. That’s why we’ve come to assist you in whatever field that labor may be.”

    So… they came to find me in broad daylight just because of that?

    For a moment, I thought it might be a joke, and I tilted my head in confusion.

    But…

    “We’re here to help you in any way we can.”

    With a face that looked like it could take down a few North Korean spies, Garam flashed me an uncharacteristically awkward V-sign.

    At this point, I wondered if she would be more useful as a bodyguard than as a chat manager.

    “Oh, and I’m also here to serve as your bodyguard. We’ve already calculated all your movements through the CCTV around your home. Starting tomorrow, I’ll be joining you for your morning workouts.”

    …What the…?

    Isn’t this basically a government-sanctioned stalker agency at this point?

    Thankfully, the door was fixed that afternoon by a team of NIS agents posing as a repair service.

    In fact, they even upgraded my old lock to a digital one, so I guess that’s a win.

    But the frustrating part was…

    “Mr. Yongjun, it’s 30 minutes until your evening stream.”

    “Uh, Garam?”

    “Yes, if there’s anything making you uncomfortable or causing difficulty, please let me know right away, Mr. Yongjun.”

    “Um… you’re the one making things difficult.”

    “M-me… excuse me?!”

    With my laptop on the table and ready for the stream, I was surrounded on all sides by NIS agents, prepping for what looked like a scene from an action movie.

    They were monitoring my stream channel with some incredibly expensive-looking equipment, all while constantly sending communications elsewhere.

    At this point, I couldn’t tell if I was in a bunker or still inside my own home.

    “What kind of streamer has a whole squad crammed into their room like it’s a drama set while they broadcast?!”

    “But! All of these personnel are necessary for your safety, Mr. Yongjun!”

    “Necessary?!”

    In my 36 square Korean feet (small) semi-basement room, there were seven people, including me.

    Feeling suffocated, I glanced around at the agents.

    Agent A was carefully sharpening a survival knife, blushing when she noticed me looking and quickly averting her gaze.

    Agents B and C were working on some kind of surveillance device with headsets on, and when our eyes met, they too shyly looked away.

    Agent D, who had been placing their ear against the walls and ceiling, inspecting everything, met my gaze and froze, standing there like a cicada stuck in place.

    Then there were Agents E and F, who, despite this being Korea, were standing guard at the door with loaded handguns.

    ‘What the hell is going on…?’

    Even a MiTuber with 100 million subscribers wouldn’t have this kind of security.

    The “help” from the NIS wasn’t help at all—it was just a giant inconvenience.

    “Everyone, just leave.”

    “W-what?!”

    “Yongjun, we can’t do that! It’s too dangerous!”

    “What if you get sniped?!”

    “This is Korea! You’re probably the only ones in this entire area who are armed!”

    What kind of country did they think we lived in?

    Even the president here didn’t walk around with armed guards—Korea was one of the safest countries in the world.

    “Yongjun, we’re not just here for protection. We’re also prepared to counter ‘low-frequency attacks’ or track the IPs of disruptive anti-fans, commonly referred to as ‘trolls.'”

    “Look, I’m fine. Please, just leave.”

    “…Even if there aren’t guns, there could still be bomb threats!”

    “Are you seriously telling me that in Korea, where even the president doesn’t need a rifle guard, I’m going to be the target of a bomb attack?! If you keep interrupting my stream like this, I’ll have to call the police!”

    !!!

    I felt a strange sense of guilt, knowing all this was supposedly for my protection.

    But if I couldn’t stream properly, what was the point?

    “Why not just buy a house in a secure area and stream from there?”

    “…!”

    “But if that happens, we’ll lose precious time responding in case of an emergency…”

    “It would take too long to break through a door or wall, and you’d be left vulnerable, Yongjun. It’s too dangerous!”

    “So, what, we’re going to stay cramped in this tiny room forever? How am I supposed to focus on streaming like this?!”

    I turned specifically to Garam, who would soon be my chat manager, and asked.

    She looked around the small basement apartment, then nodded quietly, understanding my point.

    “Yes… you’re right.”

    “Exactly, right?”

    “Indeed. I don’t know why you, a man, live in such a place, but clearly, if this continues, it’ll affect your work, Yongjun.”

    Phew.

    I finally let out a sigh of relief.

    It seemed like we were finally getting somewhere.

    With about 20 minutes left before the stream started, I thought I could now get all the NIS agents out of the room…

    “But!”

    …I thought I could return to my usual streaming routine.

    But of course, it wasn’t that easy.

    “We can’t leave Yongjun’s identity unprotected!”

    “Haa…”

    This was driving me crazy.

    Sure, I appreciated the fact that they wanted to protect me.

    In a world where men were rare and valuable, being a man did pose some dangers.

    And yes, having the country’s top intelligence agency backing me was comforting in its own way.

    But this wasn’t protection—it was practically “confinement.”

    I felt like a hamster trapped in a cage.

    If this continued, I’d lose focus, and my stream’s energy would suffer.

    Maybe it was because of the upcoming stream and the heat from all the people crowded into my room, but my mind was starting to overheat.

    “Garam.”

    “Yes, Yongjun.”

    “Do I look weak to you?”

    “…Excuse me?”

    With a dramatic flair, I reenacted a scene I’d seen long ago in a manga.

    I grabbed my shirt with both hands and tore it apart, shouting, “Don’t underestimate me!”

    Riiiiip!

    “Wh-wha…?”

    “W-whoa…”

    “Get a grip! Don’t get flustered by the target you’re protecting… ahh!”

    “S-someone grab her!”

    “Calm down.”

    Before the cold, calculating eyes of the NIS agents, I proudly displayed my well-toned abs, showing them that I was, in fact, a strong male.

    If I had done this while thinking clearly, I would’ve been mortified.

    But with the stream about to start, I wasn’t thinking straight.

    As I stood there, bare-chested, the NIS agents were either in shock, trembling, or drooling.

    Some were even losing their composure, but I stood tall like a noble alpha male.

    “A-aah…”

    I looked down at Garam, who had collapsed, her legs giving out, and said,

    “The stream is starting soon. Please leave.”

    “Y-yes… yes…”

    “And please focus on your duties as chat manager. If you don’t, there will be consequences—like losing your role.”

    “Y-yes… I’ll make sure to avoid… any consequences (inappropriate ones)…”

  
    Chapter 16: I don’t have enough sex skills!

    If I had to describe that evening’s stream in one word, it would be this:

    The worst.

    [Chat]

    -Hey, mod, are you out of your mind?

    -Stop freezing the chat, damn it.

    -What’s the requirement to get banned here?

    -Shouldn’t you at least give them a 10-minute warning?

    -Nooooooo!

    -Ahhh, a raid’s coming!

    -Fuck…

    -Yongjun oppa, the viewers are turning against you at this rate.

    -Why did she ban me just because I said it turned me on?

    -You fucking bitch

    -Alt accounts!!! LOL

    It was obvious that Garam had learned how to run a stream from a book.

    It’s no wonder, since her censorship level was almost on par with public broadcast television.

    She banned people for making sexual jokes.

    She banned people for laughing too much.

    She banned people for suggesting to play League of Legends.

    One time, when the chat was getting too active, instead of calming the audience, she froze the entire chat as if to suppress them.

    Thanks to that, the stream’s dynamic had somehow turned into viewers vs. the chat moderator.

    [Chat]

    -From now on, we will strictly enforce regulations against slander, insults, abusive language, and sexual harassment towards the streamer.

    -? What are you saying?

    -Is the chat mod a communist?

    -Screw you! Lol

    -Is she thinks she’s a queen or something?

    -Yongjun oppa, why don’t you just fire this mod already?

    The chat continued to freeze and unfreeze on loop, with people being banned without warning, only to return with alt accounts to fight back.

    At this point, today’s stream was ruined.

    No matter what amazing content I brought out now, people would be too engrossed in fighting to pay attention.

    “Sigh… This is driving me nuts.”

    With the stream in chaos, I decided to end it earlier than usual.

    “Haha… Everyone, things aren’t looking too good today, so I’m going to end the stream here.”

    [Chat]

    -?! Yongjun, is something wrong?

    -Wow, Yongjun, what a disaster.

    -Really disgusting mod, thumbs up for that.

    -Thumbs up!

    -Ban her!

    -I feel like punching her in the face for pretending to be friendly, LOL.

    -Anyone would think you two slept together or having sex!

    “Everyone, I’ll have a word with the chat moderator, so let’s call it a day for now and catch up tomorrow. Bye for now, byeeee~.”

    -Byee

    -Bye bye

    -Oppa, please educate that mod properly.

    -Tata bye bye

    -LOL, how many accounts got banned today?

    -Noooo too early 

    -Byee

    And so, a stream that was supposed to end at midnight finished by 10 p.m.

    As I closed my laptop, a heavy sigh naturally escaped my lips.

    “This is really driving me crazy…”

    I managed to kick her out of my room, and now she’s ruined my stream too. 

    Are these National Intelligence Service agents really helping me?

    My perception of them was starting to align with the North Korean communists.

    Both were just a nuisance.

    Knock knock knock.

    “Yongjun! What happened? Why did you end the stream so early?”

    Speak of the devil.

    After a few knocks, the door lock beeped, and in she came, knowing the password somehow.

    It was Garam.

    I felt somewhat relieved when I saw she was alone this time, and I quickly walked toward her.

    “Y-Yongjun…?”

    Then, I slammed my hand onto the wall next to her head as forcefully as I could.

    “Y-Yongjun?!”

    These damn NIS agents don’t listen when you speak nicely. 

    So, like it or not, you have to get aggressive with them.

    I leaned in close, nearly nose-to-nose with her, and stared her down.

    “Garam, why are you so bad at this?”

    “Y-Your face is too close…!”

    “Garam! Aren’t you listening to me right now?”

    If I raise my voice this much, it should look like I’m angry, right?

    It did feel unpleasant to be intimidating someone smaller than me.

    But! 

    For the sake of future streams, I had to endure this much.

    “How are you planning to make up for all the viewers you banned without warning and the damage caused by that?!”

    “I-I’m sorry! But the viewers kept saying things like how they wanted to get stuck by you or how they’re…”

    “You can go that far on an internet broadcast! It’s you who’s acting like this on public TV by censoring everything!”

    “…! Is-is that so?”

    As expected, Garam seemed like she had never watched an internet stream before.

    That’s why she had no immunity to this kind of sexual jokes.

    “Is she what people call a stiff boomer?”

    In society, a straightforward personality like hers could actually be considered a merit.

    In a well-organized corporate world, where there is

    a clear distinction between what should and

    shouldn’t be done, she would surely have been recognized as a talented elite, trusted and respected.

    But this place was like a jungle, the world of internet broadcasting.

    It was by no means a structured place like society.

    Of course, there were lines that needed to be followed, but even those were just the bare minimum of what’s obvious.

    In this world, you couldn’t afford to be too rigid.

    You couldn’t be bound by rules.

    You couldn’t let your mentality be shattered by mere insults or sexual jokes; in fact, the moment you let that happen, you were destined to fail in this brutal world.

    “Listen carefully, Garam. On an internet stream, whether someone talks about vaginas’ or ‘penises,’ that’s not going to cause a big problem.”

    “V-v-vag…! Yo, Yongjun, that’s a bit too…”

    She surprisingly got embarrassed by this part.

    Maybe because her hair was silver, but her face turning red was especially noticeable.

    Or maybe she just wasn’t used to these kinds of dirty jokes.

    But she was an adult, after all, and more than 50%

    of my viewers were perverts who were obsessed with sex.

    “You’ve got to endure a bit of embarrassment to do the job.”

    So I deliberately kept speaking in a dirty way, hoping she’d build some resistance quickly.

    “If someone blatantly says they want to suck on a ‘vagina’ or a ‘penis, you can give them a warning.”

    “S-s-s-su-su-su-… suck!”

    “But that’s not enough to get them banned. 

    Just time them out for about 10 minutes. 

    Besides, viewers actually find these things funny more often than not.”

    “People enjoy such vulgar words…?”

    “Yes! Think about it. This is an anonymous internet broadcast. How many jokes do you think people want to make that they can’t in real life?”

    “T-that can’t be…!”

    I could see a strange sparkle in Garam’s eyes.

    When she first stormed into my house with a gun, I honestly thought a human weapon had broken in.

    But now, looking at her, she seemed more like a cute girl cosplaying as a silver-haired agent.

    Of course, that didn’t mean I was going to go easy on her.

    “They yell things like, ‘I want to have sex! That’s what they do.”

    “W-w-what?!”

    “If they’re causing trouble, crossing the line, or mentioning other streamers, then that could be a reason for banning.”

    However.

    “But the ban you did today, Garam, was really too much.”

    “I-I’m sorry! I’ve only ever read reports about internet broadcasts…”

    I sternly pointed out Garam’s mistake today.

    But since she was around my age and had even managed to get a job at the NIS, I believed that after this explanation, she’d be able to handle things on her own.

    …I really hope so.

    “Sigh… Well, now that we’ve talked it over, I’ll see you in the morning.”

    “Huh?”

    “Huh? Oh, do you not come in the mornings because your house is far away?”

    “N-no… My current residence is the apartment right above yours, so there’s no need to worry about that.”

    “…?”

    When did she move in above me?

    At this point, I wasn’t even surprised anymore, maybe because I’d built up some ‘NIS resistance.’

    I just found her hesitant behavior a bit puzzling.

    “Do you still have something to talk about with me?”

    “W-well, I don’t know if it’s really something to call ‘talking’…”

    Garam awkwardly averted her gaze, squirming, especially between her thighs.

    Feeling a bit frustrated, I leaned even closer, still

    with my hand on the wall, and pressed her further.

    “What is it? Just say it quickly. You’re giving me a headache.”

    “Th-that! The, the punishment!”

    “…What?”

    “You said earlier that you’d give me a punishment

    if I messed up…”

    A punishment, huh…

    Come to think of it, I did say that.

    Right before the stream, I was so angry that I

    just blurted out whatever came to mind, but it seemed like Garam was still holding onto that.

    “I thought it was something serious…”

    Logically, there was no punishment I could actually give to Garam, who was basically my age.

    In fact, demanding a punishment like telling her to raise her hands or lie face down would be even weirder.

    But as I looked at Garam, who had strangely bitten her lips and lowered her gaze, her face flushed red as if she was bracing herself… I hesitated.

    Swish.

    “?!”

    Tok.

    “?”

    As a joke, I lightly flicked them on the forehead, feeling like I’d been too angry today.

    “Punishment.” Here,

    “…Huh?”

    “Do your job as the chat mod properly. Understood?” From now on,

    “…This is punishment?”

    “Yes, so now, go get ready for bed. If you want to follow my morning workout tomorrow, you’ll have to wake up early.”

    I escorted Mr. Garam, who looked dumbfounded after receiving their punishment, to the door.

    And then, well.

    I figured it was an experience.

    After all, not everything that happened today was bad.

    At the very least, my personal safety was definitely secured, so I fell asleep with positive thoughts.

    However.

    “This is supposed to be a punishment…?”

    Unlike the carefree Yongjun, she, who had walked the elite path since childhood, Han Garam, who had been the youngest agent in the National Intelligence Service, couldn’t forgive herself for making a mistake on such a critical mission as protecting a man, let alone receiving such a childish punishment.

    So, she entered the apartment above Yongjun’s, where she’d been staying for the time being.

    “Ugh… same site…”

    First of all, the biggest cause of today’s mistake was her lack of immunity to inappropriate jokes.

    In order to build up that immunity quickly, Han Garam, now completely undressed and equipped with a headset, sat in front of her computer.

    “This… this is a punishment I’m giving myself!”

    She prepared herself for dehydration as she played the video.

  
    Chapter 17: Oppa… Knock knock knock!

    The next morning.

    Garam, who seemed like she would follow me to the ends of hell, had something happen to her during the early hours?

    “I’m sorry, Yongjun. This morning, Garam collapsed due to extreme exhaustion… No, from dehydration.”

    “Dehydration…?”

    “Yes, so Garam won’t be able to join you for your morning exercise today.”

    It was when I had woken up early and was about to go out for a dawn workout.

    I wondered when they had started waiting, as the NIS agents, who had been standing by in front of the door with their sunglasses raised, informed me of Garam’s condition.

    “Dehydration… Could this have something to do with me scolding her yesterday?”

    It wasn’t like I had punished her by telling her not to drink a single drop of water for a day.

    For now, the NIS agents said it wasn’t anything too serious.

    That relieved me.

    I thought I would buy some sports drinks later and bring them to her, while I continued my morning workout as usual…

    Ssssk….

    Sasasak.

    Shuwababat.

    …Or so I thought.

    Is it really 8 AM right now?

    The park I usually went to for exercise in the morning was unusually packed with people, even though it was a weekday.

    A woman casually resting on a bench.

    A woman gripping the pull-up bar, doing chin-ups.

    Women jogging together, laughing and chatting.

    …You’d have to be a fool not to realize that every single person here was an NIS agent pretending to be an ordinary citizen.

    “There’s no way this makes sense at 8 AM on a Monday…”

    I thought it was strange that things had been so quiet after Garam collapsed.

    Suddenly, the park was crowded with people.

    Did they really think I would fall for this?

    But the NIS agents seemed to believe they were acting naturally, doing their best to behave like regular people who had come to the park to exercise.

    Yet, when I walked toward the exercise equipment, they all awkwardly stepped aside.

    Looking at that, I couldn’t decide if I should call them considerate or just plain foolish.

    “Oh! Yongjun oppa. Hello.”

    “Yongjun…”

    “Oppa?”

    “An unidentified target is approaching Yongjun.”

    “Roger. Sniper team, we’ve received the transmission.”

    It was right at that moment.

    “Huh? Oh, it’s the basketball girl.”

    “Yes! I’m Yoo Harim, the basketball girl! Have you been well, oppa?”

    The term ‘oppa’ was something I hadn’t even heard at the orphanage.

    So, curious, I turned my head.

    There was Harim, bouncing breasts like basketballs, with her orange twin-tails swishing like a dog’s tail.

    She was running towards me, as always, with a delighted expression.

    “Why ‘oppa’ all of a sudden?”

    “Oh, do you not like it?”

    “No, it’s not that… It’s just, you used to call me Yongjun, so it feels a bit sudden.”

    “Aha! Well, the thing is… One of Harim’s wishes was to have an oppa…”

    The typical younger sister with no older brother.

    She thinks having a reliable older brother would be nice.

    But the typical younger sister with an older brother.

    She wishes her older brother would just disappear—seems like that rule still applies in this world.

    “I’m, I’m sorry! If it makes you uncomfortable, I’ll just call you what I normally do…”

    “No? It’s fine, I don’t really mind.”

    “Really?! Oh,”

    “Yeah. I’ve also thought it’d be nice to have a younger sister sometimes.”

    If calling me ‘oppa’ would fulfill one of her wishes, well, I didn’t have a problem with it.

    I could go along with that much, no issue.

    “By the way, did you come out to exercise today too, Harim?”

    “Oh, yes! I have the national team selection soon, so I’m out here to manage my condition… I mean, just to loosen up a bit.”

    “Oh. The national team selection. That sounds pretty impressive.”

    A college freshman who had barely shed her high school skin was already a candidate for the national team.

    Compared to me, barely making it in this reversed-gender world, her talent was truly remarkable.

    And that wasn’t the only thing impressive about Harim.

    The muscles on her arms and legs are well-developed. 

    This proves she hasn’t been lazy, relying solely on talent.

    Pat, pat.

    “?!”

    Hmm, seeing such an impressive younger sister reminds me of my time at the orphanage.

    Of course, back then, they called me hyung, not oppa.

    Pat, pat, pat.

    “Uh, uh, Yongjun oppa…?”

    Like the oath of brotherhood in the Three Kingdoms, my younger brothers and I had promised to meet up at least once every quarter, even after leaving the orphanage.

    I wonder how those boys, who’ve grown to be more impressive than me, are doing now.

    Pat, pat, pat, pat.

    Seeing Harim made me suddenly think of my younger brothers from the orphanage.

    Maybe that’s why.

    “Ugh… Oppa…”

    “Huh? …Oh! Sorry.”

    When I came to my senses, I was stroking my younger sibling’s hair, just like I used to do when I was at the orphanage as a child.

    Of course, the difference now was that my sibling had changed from a boy to a girl, and I was stroking the hair of my now-adult younger sister, not a little child.

    And that was the problem.

    “Is she angry?!”

    Harim, whose face was turning red enough to make her bright orange hair shine even more, was biting her lips.

    Was it from embarrassment?

    Seeing her so obviously flustered, I worried that she might be mad.

    It was at that very moment.

    Suddenly, she rushed into my arms.

    “H-Harim?”

    “It’s, it’s your fault, oppa! Sending me such signals out of nowhere…!”

    “Signals?”

    Tap tap tap tap!

    Harim, who had thrown herself into my arms without permission, suddenly started hitting me, much like an excited puppy pawing at its owner’s leg.

    Was she venting her frustration?

    “She’s cute.”

    Well, if this was how she was going to vent, I could take it as much as she needed.

    But why was she specifically hitting my thighs, swinging her hips back and forth, and hitting between my legs?

    That part was a bit off, but since it was my fault in the first place, I decided to just let her hit me.

    Still, getting so red over something like this.

    Even though she’s a candidate for the national team, she’s still just a kid.

    …Click.

    “…Click?”

    But who made that clicking sound in the middle of this peaceful(?) park?

    Who on earth made that clicking sound?!

    Ssss.

    “…?!?!?!?!”

    Feeling something bad, I quickly started looking around.

    At first, I didn’t notice it at all…

    But then I saw it, a red line creeping toward us through the sunlight from the ground.

    “What is this…?”

    The strangely creepy red line passed by our legs, climbing up our backs and stopping at the back of Harim’s head, who was still hitting my thighs.

    As I watched this bizarre sight, I slowly lifted my head to follow the red line to the top of a tree.

    There was a person there.

    None other than a ‘sniper’ camouflaged like the leaves of the tree.

    “A sniper rifle…? No way, is that really a sniper rifle?”

    I mean, how could someone even take a sniping position from a tree, not from the ground?

    That was something I hadn’t even learned at the orphanage.

    Not that it would’ve been useful to me even if I had learned it.

    Just like a spy-movie-like pose, the sniper, who seemed to be from the National Intelligence Service, was aiming at Harim, who was in my arms.

    Is no one going to stop this?!!!

    Seriously, what kind of nonsense was happening in broad daylight in the middle of a park?

    I quickly looked around for other NIS agents disguised as civilians, hoping for help.

    But these people…

    None of them were acting normal.

    Shing.

    Crack.

    Thunk.

    From assassination knives to gleaming silver threads and even syringes that looked dangerous at first glance.

    It seemed they didn’t even care about hiding anymore.

    If someone saw this, they’d probably think a North Korean spy unit had invaded our local park.

    The overwhelming killing intent coming from all sides made my body tremble automatically.

    If I let go of Harim right now, she’s definitely going to die.

    The most likely scenario was her head getting shot through.

    Did the NIS seriously think that I was being ‘threatened’ by her just because she was hugging me?

    Just because a girl was clinging to me?

    …I think I’ll have to call the police soon.

    Just before Harim was about to be assassinated without a trace.

    “Harim!”

    “Y-Yes?!”

    “…?”

    I grabbed Harim’s shoulders, which had been hitting my thighs like mad, and hurried to escape the current situation.

    “You know, I really like basketball.”

    “You do?” Oh,

    “Yeah. So, I was thinking… can I come watch your national team selection match?”

    “Y-Yes, yes?!”

    I wanted to see her play basketball, so they weren’t actually planning to kill a girl like this, right?

    I glared around as I said it.

    Maybe they had caught on to my thoughts.

    “Ahem!”

    “Ahem…”

    “…Let’s withdraw.”

    Starting with the sniper coming down from the tree, the surrounding agents slowly began to remove their equipment and retreat.

    Meanwhile…

    “Oh, if you’re coming, of course, I’d be happy!”

    Harim bounced up and down in place, clearly delighted as if she thought it was a good thing.

    “Me, me! I’m from the Seoul National University’s Basketball Department, and the national team selection is scheduled to be held at our school’s gymnasium on Friday, a month from now!”

    “What time is it?”

    “At 11 a.m.! Of course, if you’re busy then, you don’t have to come… but if you do, I promise to show you something amazing!”

    More than being busy, if I don’t go, I fear the National Intelligence Service might pay Harim a visit, so I definitely had to attend that day.

    And I actually liked sports too.

    “Alright. I’ll see you then.”

    “…! R-really, you’re coming?!”

    “Of course. I told you I like basketball, right?”

    “T-thank you! Oppa.”

    Harim covered her mouth with both hands, as if overwhelmed, upon hearing that I would attend her national team selection.

    Then, with a face full of joy, she spoke to me as if deeply moved.

    “Actually, I naturally like men since I’m a woman, but… there’s a special reason I want to get close to you, Oppa.”

    “Hehe… well, what is it?”

    “Hehehe… that…”

    “That what?”

    “Hehehe…”

    “Internet… of course I watch it.” 

    “Why?”

    “This might sound a bit silly, but do you watch internet streams, Oppa?”

    Well, I was a streamer, so it wasn’t something I could avoid watching, even if I didn’t want to.

    But why bring this up all of a sudden?

    “Hehehe… the truth is, your name is the same as a streamer I watch, who has a male concept.”

    “…Huh?”

    “‘GangnamHongdaeBuildingOwner’…?”

    “There’s this popular stream nowadays called Yongjun TV, and actually, I’m a subscriber there. My account name is ‘Gangnam Hongdae Building Owner’…”

    It was a nickname I’d heard somewhere before.

    Who was it?

    With so many people donating recently, I couldn’t recall it immediately.

    But a few seconds later,

    “…Ah!”

    I must have found that nickname unforgettable.

    -‘Gangnam Hongdae Building Owner’ donated 30,000 won.

    -Oppa, do you watch adult videos?

    -Yongjun Oppa, are you into big breasts or small breasts?

    I remembered.

    It was just a few days ago when I was doing a Q&A stream.

    For each question, I charged 3,000 won, and this person suddenly dropped 30,000 won, asking me about my sexual preferences and making all kinds of sexual jokes.

    The generous donor whose nickname reeked of old-fashionedness was none other than the plump college girl, Yoo Harim.

  
    Chapter 18 : Get the best content

    Gulp, gulp! Slurp, slurp!

    Guhbabababam!!

    “Phew! Thank you, Yongjun. This Han Garam will never forget this favor from a man for the rest of my life!”

    “It’s just an ion drink.”

    It was right after I had arrived home, having parted ways with Harim.

    Even hate can turn into affection, they say.

    On my way home, I kept thinking about Garam collapsing from dehydration.

    So, I stopped by a convenience store on the way and brought an ion drink upstairs.

    After inputting the passcode given to me by the NIS, I entered the room.

    There, Garam was sprawled out on the floor.

    She had sweat so much that there was even a small puddle under the chair in front of the desk.

    Did she work late into the night or something?!

    I quickly wiped the room and woke up the soundly sleeping Garam, handing her the ion drink.

    Thanks to that, she revived immediately.

    “Thank you so much, Yongjun. I’m the one who’s supposed to be helping, but here I am receiving help instead…”

    “That can happen.”

    “Oh, come to think of it, isn’t it almost time for the stream? I’ll start working as soon as I clean up this mess in my room, so Yongjun, please go back to your usual spot.”

    “Sure, I’ll do that. Oh, by the way, I’ve already wiped up most of the ‘sweat’ in the room, so you can start working right away.”

    “…What?”

    Yongjun grinned as he pointed to the area under the chair where the water had been particularly pooled.

    Then, as if he didn’t need any more thanks, he stood up and walked out casually.

    Did he think he was being kind?

    Well, it was kindness.

    It was almost as if he had cleaned a stranger’s house for them.

    But the thing Yongjun had carefully wiped, thinking it was ‘transparent sweat,’ was actually not sweat at all.

    So…

    “D-did he clean that…?!”

    Too much kindness can be a bad thing, after all.

    Just like the saying goes, the thought that not just anyone, but a man, had cleaned up what had gushed out from between her legs like a waterfall last night…

    “Aaah, aaaah, aaaaah!!”

    I thought I had gotten used to embarrassing things by now.

    Han Garam, who had undergone weapon-grade training at the NIS, collapsed back onto her bed.

    With her face flushed deep red, she kicked her blanket repeatedly until it was about to burst.

    Thwack, thwack, thwack!

    She was mortified and embarrassed.

    Could she ever get married now?

    Bang…

    Bang…

    “Garam, you seem to be getting ready rather noisily.”

    Hearing the loud noise from upstairs, I looked up, wondering what was going on.

    But since it was Garam, after all.

    I decided to let it slide, thinking there was probably some secret NIS-level stuff going on.

    So now it was 9:50 AM.

    With just one click, I was ready to start the stream, having prepared for the seven-hour-long session ahead.

    As a streamer, it was essential to stay in one place for long periods of time.

    That’s why stretching like this was a must.

    But just when I was done warming up,

    Ding dong.

    The doorbell rang suddenly.

    Normally, I wouldn’t think much of it, but since all kinds of people, from the police to the NIS, had been barging into my house lately…

    “I’m getting startled by everything these days.”

    I had developed the habit of peeking out the window before answering the door.

    But something seemed off.

    “…What the?”

    No matter how much I looked, there was no one at the door.

    So, wondering what was going on, I opened the door.

    Thud.

    As soon as I opened the door, something touched the front door.

    I bent down and picked up a small package, bringing it back inside.

    “A package?”

    I didn’t know what it was, but I decided to open it.

    It was a rule of thumb that if a package had your address on it, you opened it.

    As I looked inside,

    “…! Today’s viewer count is definitely going to hit 1,000!”

    I had found an insanely great content idea.

    “Hello, everyone. Yoo-ha~.”

    [Chat]

    -Yoo-ha

    -Yoo-ha

    -Yongjun oppa is here

    -When are you installing the camera, haha

    -Let’s get into the talk show

    -Yoo-ha

    The stream had finally started.

    The number of viewers had already surpassed 500.

    Considering my peak was in the high 800s to low 900s, I’ve really grown a lot.

    There was a time when I even went to a temple, praying 108 times just to gather 10 viewers.

    Looking at myself now, Yongjun, you’ve really grown a lot.

    However, it was still too early to be moved.

    Because today, my viewer count would

    instantly surpass 1,000.

    “Everyone, today I brought new content.”

    [Chat]

    -What is it?

    -More League of Legends?

    -League content again?

    -Ah, all you League girls, calm down for a moment.

    -Oppa, is this a Q&A content?

    -If it’s Q&A content, I’ll immediately throw 100,000 won to ask your bra size, lololol.

    -Stop beating around the bush and tell us already!!!

    The viewers in the streaming world are always thirsty for something new.

    This isn’t a pre-scripted public stream but a place where a streamer has to improvise and handle everything alone.

    Because it was a stream.

    And the new exploration equipment I would be using for this jungle adventure was none other than the ‘dream’ everyone had been waiting for.

    Whirr.

    [Chat]

    -?

    -?

    -?

    -?

    -?!

    -Huh?

    -?????????????

    “It’s been a while since I turned on the cam, but all you can see is my desk. Just a moment. I’ll adjust the angle.”

    -Ooooooooohhhh!!!

    -Wow, lololololololol!!!

    -Let’s Gooo….

    -Wow, seriously???

    -Oppaaaaaaa!!!

    -Finally, the cam..!

    -Please. I can’t.

    -Ooooooo!!!

    Maybe it’s because it had been a while since I set up the cam.

    As I tried to show my face, the camera slipped, showing only the desk and keyboard instead.

    So, for now, only my rough hands were visible on screen.

    But even without showing my face yet…

    -‘Gekkoryeot’ donated 10,000 won.

    -Hey, is this a guy’s hand?

    -It’s a guy’s hand, right?

    -Oppa, please tell me you’re a guy, right? I

    -If I find out I got aroused by a woman, I’m seriously gonna kill myself.

    -‘HeartStoppage’ donated 20,000 won.

    -If it’s a woman, I swear I’ll sue.

    After all this.

    -‘Nameless Guest’ donated 50,000 won.

    -Oppa, please tell me you’re a guy.

    -Actually, I don’t even care if you’re a woman, just look like a man at least.

    -‘Gangnam Hongdae Building Owner’ donated

    30,000 won.

     -Today’s fap material is you, oppa

    The reaction was explosive!

    Especially because this was the first time I’d received so many donations in such a short amount of time.

    “Wow, this is crazier than the Q&A content,

    huh?”

    Gararm, is it’s going to be a bit tough to calm our viewers down, huh?

    [Chat]

    -Oppa! Quickly! Your face!

    -I’ve already pulled down my pants!!!

    -Please, please, please, please, please let him be a man.

    -I’m in the bathroom right now, hurry and show your face so I can get out of here.

    -God bless us, we live in the era of Yongjun oppa.

    -I decided to subscribe to Yongjun oppa from today.

    -You’re still not subscribed? Lololololol.

    -You’re just saving fap material, Imao.

    -Even if the Virgin Mary came down, I’d still be curious, lololol.

    -That’s fair, lololololol.

    The moment had ripened.

    The chat window was now in complete chaos, to the point of lagging.

    The donations were also pouring in without end.

    The curtain had risen.

    Now is the time.

    As I continued trying to set up the camera, it kept slipping down beside the computer, probably because of an issue with the stand.

    But I couldn’t make the viewers wait forever either.

    [Chat]

    -Ah, this is so frustrating, lololol.

    -Is he doing this on purpose? No way.

    -I’ll give 100,000 won if he stops messing around, lol.

    -Fuck!!! Does he really want to see people die of frustration?

    -Even if I get dragged to the police station and executed by guillotine, I swear I want to smack him upside the head.

    -Lolololol.

    -Oppa, I’m sorry, but even knowing you’re a guy, I want to punch you, lol.

    -When is this going to work???

    -‘ImTheBoss’ donated 100,000 won.

    You bastard, stop dropping it and just show

    your face already, you f*ing piece of sh*t.

    At this very moment!

    This place!

    Everything will begin here.

    “Ah! Everyone, I’ll just lift the camera and show you my face.”

    [Chat]

    -Please, please be a guy, please be a guy, please be a guy, please be a guy.

    -As long as it’s not a woman, Yongjun oppa, you bastard.

    -I’m ready to go at the moment you reveal your face.

    -Drumroll, drumroll, drumroll, drumroll.

    -Getting ready to kiss the monitor.

    -Yongjun oppa, you’ve got over a thousand viewers!

    -Let’s reveal your face now!!!!

    -‘Gangnam Hongdae Building Owner’ has donated 50,000,000 won.

    50?????!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

    But.

    “Alright, everyone, then…”

    Bang!

    “Wait a minute!!”

    “Huh?”

    -?

    -?

    -?

    -?

    -Did anyone else hear that explosion?

    -Wasn’t that the sound of something blowing up?

    Just as I was about to show my face directly on screen.

    “Yongjun, I’m sorry!”

    Click…

    Bang!

    -?!

    -?

    -Hahahaha

    -Why did the screen suddenly go dark?

    -What kind of concept is this? Hahahaha

    -Was that a real gunshot just now?

    The door to my room was forcibly flung open, and Garam pointed the muzzle of a handgun directly at me.

    The bullet she fired went straight through the camera I was holding.

    It was a moment of despair for both me and the viewers.

    [Chat]

    -What the fuck!!!

    -Did the screen turn off?

    -Yongjun oppa, do you want to die?

    -‘Kururupong’ has donated 10,000 won.

    -No, you bastard, explain the situation!

  
    Chapter 19 : The laptop… is dying?

    The cam broke.

    The strong bond between me and the viewers cracked as well.

    However, this much was fine.

    I could just get a new cam quickly anyway.

    But the place where the shattered pieces of the cam, broken by a bullet, flew off was ironically…

    Crash!

    Right in the dead center of the monitor of the laptop that was in front of me.

    “…Huh?”

    “Ah…”

    Did I see that wrong?

    At first, I couldn’t believe it and rubbed my eyes.

    Because, you know, computers are generally devices that don’t need ‘holes’, right?

    So why was there a fist-sized hole in the middle of my laptop screen where I could see through to the other side?

    “Is this some kind of new feature?”

    “Yo, Yongjun…?”

    “Yeah, it must be! Hahahahaha!”

    Well, I’ve been using it for five years now.

    Maybe it’s about time for it to ‘upgrade’ in this way.

    Thinking that, I turned on the laptop to test this new function.

    But, of course, a laptop with a hole in it was never going to power on again.

    That’s right.

    A new function?

    Does that even make sense?

    My laptop had become a ‘donut.’

    It meant it had become a useless, futile existence.

    “Laptop…”

    The laptop… was dead, right?

    The friend I’d been with for almost five years was now quietly resting in my arms.

    As if it was smiling and saying, “Thank you for loving me all this time…”

    I could only sob, holding the dead laptop in my arms.

    And at the same time, I wanted to look to the side and ask.

    What kind of nonsense is this?

    “What the hell is it this time?”

    “Well, the National Intelligence Service (NIS) prefers to avoid your identity being exposed as much as possible. So, when turning on the cam, caution is absolutely necessary…”

    “You didn’t say that?”

    “Yes, I was supposed to say that…”

     Garam, hesitating for a moment, then continued, pressing his two index fingers together as if to apologize.

    “It’s just… this is our first time on a mission protecting a man…”

    “…So?”

    “I was so nervous that I forgot to say it…”

    “…Sorry.”

    At this point, I was beginning to wonder if there is a ‘spy’ inside the NIS.

    It was such absurd incompetence that it made me think that.

    I mean, if you’d told me not to turn on the cam,  I could’ve understood.

    But who in the world fires real bullets at a streamer who’s just trying to turn on their cam?

    No matter how much we’re descendants of “Jumong”, if my hand had slipped just a bit, it wouldn’t have been the cam flying off but my head.

    Anyway, I’d had enough.

    “I don’t need the NIS.”

    “Wh-what?!”

    “Get out.”

    “Y-Yongjun…”

    “Get out now.”

    I just wanted to cool my head for a bit.

    So, I decided to kick out  Garam, who had intruded into my home.

    She, on her end, seemed desperate to stay and calm the situation, clinging to the inside.

    But.

    Grip.

    “Eek?!”

    “Since this is a world where gender roles are reversed, this much should be fine, right?”

    “Aahhh…! Y-Yongjun, you’re so rough…!”

    In the original world, it would be the woman telling the man to leave, lightly pushing his body.

    So, in this gender-reversed version, I firmly grasped Garam’s chest, which her sleek suit couldn’t fully hide.

    Then, perhaps driven by anger clouding my reason, I unhesitatingly grabbed her breasts and pulled her out.

    “Ohoh… ohohh?!”

    If her steps slowed down, I shook her breasts up and down, which I was holding on both sides.

    Then, despite resisting, Garam let out pig-like groans and was easily pulled along.

    I felt like a slave trader and she, a slave.

    Finally, after dragging her out, Garam sat down in front of the door, her legs giving out as if the shock had been too much.

    Looking at her like that, I quietly declared.

    “Don’t come back until I call for you. You’re being a nuisance.”

    They say there are five stages to anger.

    Stage 1: Denial.

    Stage 2: Anger.

    Stage 3: Depression.

    Stage 4: Compromise.

    Stage 5: Acceptance.

    Among them, I had experienced stage 3, “depression”, and was currently going through stage 4, “compromise”.

    “Is this enough for the viewers to hear?”

    Until just a moment ago, I was shedding tears over the fact that my laptop of five years had turned into a donut.

    …I wasn’t crying because the number of subscribers had dropped.

    After that, I regained my composure and finished the announcement on my channel, explaining that there had been an unavoidable accident.

    And now, I was slowly reaching the final stage of anger, “acceptance”.

    I was about to transition to the stage where I would become the most calm and intelligent.

    “Hmm… but now that I think about it. If it was the National Intelligence Service that broke it, can’t I just ask them for compensation?”

    Of course, with something much more expensive.

    Considering that my laptop’s specs had a GTX570 graphics card and an i3 CPU that was the best at the time, I should at least get something better.

    And suddenly, I had a thought.

    “…Huh? This is actually a huge win, isn’t it?”

    Who cares about an old laptop of five years?

    ‘All good things must come to an end anyways.’

    When I thought about it, it always had a habit of the screen freezing for about a tenth of a second every ten minutes while playing games during streams.

    This was an opportunity.

    “I’ve been thinking of upgrading my streaming equipment recently anyway.”

    More than anything, the National Intelligence Service wasn’t the kind of organization to give up on a designated target just because a single agent was ignored over the radio.

    They were, after all, Korea’s top secret intelligence agency.

    The kind of people who might even be watching me lying on my bed right now.

    I had already wielded the stick against those guys.

    So now, it was time to throw them a carrot.

    After all, as a streamer, it was inevitable that my identity would be exposed one day.

    Of course, there were streamers who continued their careers while hiding their identity until the end, but I had been using a cam for my streams from the very beginning.

    Therefore, looking at the future, perfectly driving out the National Intelligence Service would be a loss for me too.

    Not that I had any intention of becoming the ‘lesser’ party in this situation like I did this time.

    “It’s almost dinner time, and by now, they’ve probably reflected a lot, right?”

    When I was young, the director of the orphanage taught us.

    If someone makes a mistake while trying to help you, you should forgive them, even if you’re angry.

    As long as it wasn’t done with bad intentions, you should give them at least one chance.

    I hadn’t realized it at the time because I was so angry, but after calming down, I felt I had gone a bit too far, considering how I had grabbed and pulled that unmarried woman’s breasts around so much.

    “Even in a world where gender roles are reversed, I should apologize for that…”

    With that, I remembered the teachings from my past and got up from my bed.

    Since it was getting dark, I decided to head out to grab dinner at a convenience store and meet Garam, who lived upstairs.

    “?!”

    But what on earth was this?

    “Heuk heuk….”

    Sitting huddled like a puppy abandoned in a big box labeled ‘I am a useless person,’ Garam was crying pitifully in front of my door.

    …No, in this case, maybe she’s more like a cat than a puppy?

    Anyway, Garam, who seemed so pitiful, was abandoned in front of my house, and I wasn’t sure what to do.

    As I hesitated for a moment.

    Sluurp.

    “Heuk heuk…”

    “Why are you sitting in a place like this?”

    “I’m sorry… Y-Yongjun…”

    I turned around and lifted Garam up to my eye level, comforting her.

    “I-I’ll never… do it again… Th-that time… I did it because I thought something terrible would happen to you… huhu…”

    “Alright, I get it, so please stop crying.”

    Anyone would think she had killed my nonexistent parents.

    Well, it was quite a big mistake, but still, it was a mistake that could be fixed as long as there was enough ‘money.’

    “If… if you’ll just forgive me… I’ll do… whatever it takes… even if I have to pay out of my own pocket…!”

    At that moment, Garam said exactly what I wanted to hear.

    “I-I even… earn… a six-figure salary, you know…”

    Not that I was jealous or anything!

    Since things had come this far anyway, I decided to open my mouth with the intention of milking the NIS girl, no, the NIS ‘folks,’ dry.

    For the sake of a better streaming environment, I decided to temporarily send my ‘conscience’ on a journey to a distant galaxy.

    “Then first…!”

    “Ah, look over there.”

    “…?”

    “Heuk heuk… Huh?”

    But then.

    Garam’s expression, which had been covered in tears and snot, suddenly shifted to the cold, professional face of an NIS agent.

    Following her sharp gaze, I naturally turned my head in the same direction.

    And then I saw the person standing there.

    I saw a woman with lively blonde hair fluttering in the wind, dressed in a beautiful white dress, pulling a suitcase and heading toward me.

    For a moment, I wondered if she was the person who lived in the house across the street, but that elegant aura didn’t seem like someone who came from a semi-basement room.

    So, who could she be?

    As I stood still, the woman in the dress smiled brightly at me.

    “Yongjun. I’ve heard a lot about you from Mother.”

    “Hello.”

    “Mother…?”

    “Yongjun, do you know her?”

    “My mother said she owed you a debt before.”

    Her Korean sounded quite awkward, to say the least.

    I could instantly tell she had either lived abroad or stayed there for a long time.

    But I had no connection with anyone like that who had a mix of foreign influence.

    And mother?

    The only elderly person I knew was my principal, no one else…

    “…Ah! The Mayor of Seoul!”

    “The Mayor?”

    Seoul…

    “Huhuhu. You finally remember… no, everything! I’ve come to repay the debt from back then!”

    It was Mayor Siyoung of Seoul, who had said she’d repay me for the trouble I caused at the district office.

    At the time, she said she would support my streams, but I never imagined she would send someone like this directly.

    “Um, who are you exactly…?”

    “Yes. I’m Seoyeon, the daughter of Mayor Siyoung!”

    “Mayor’s daughter came in person?!”

    No, why not just have an Amazon delivery?

    Why send her daughter in such a burdensome way?

    And her behavior was bold, perhaps because she’d been abroad.

    She’s an important guest, so are you just going to leave her outside?”

    “Uh, excuse me?”

    “Yes… yes?”

    “We should talk about our ‘good story’ inside!”

    Without warning, Seoyeon suddenly pressed close to me, warming me with the… no, the energy from her chest.

    What a weird woman! Come here!

    …No, this is still Korea, the land of Eastern etiquette, and such a culture is far too early for us.

    “What are you doing?!”

    “Yes, yes! Please step back.”

    Startled, Garam and I joined forces to push Seoyeon away, who was being overly touchy right from the start.

    But then.

    Rustle, rustle.

    “…?”

    “What are you doing?”

    Suddenly, she backed away as told, and started rummaging through her suitcase.

    “Yongjun. This is a gift!”

    Soon, she pulled out something and placed it softly between her chest valley, saying it was a gift.

    “Please take it ♥”

    It was the latest 11th generation Intel Core i9, the top of the line in CPU performance.

    “Would you like to come inside, esteemed guest?”

    “…!”

    “Th-thank you! Then let’s spend a hot night together with the RTX4090 graphics card?”

    “Sounds good. So hot, I feel like I’m going to burst into flames~.”

    “…Huh? Wait, wait! Yongjun?!”

  
    Chapter 20 : The Truth is Mine!

    Everything Seoyeon brought in her suitcase was equipment necessary for a one-person internet stream.

    But the variety and quality left me speechless.

    !!!

    “Headset with a microphone… tools made specifically for smartphone fixed filming… and isn’t this a chroma key? It’s equipment that links the game screen with the background of the house behind me when I appear on camera.”

    “Hehe. That’s right! Besides that, I also brought VR devices, studio microphones, and LED lighting.”

    “Wow… This must have cost a fortune…”

    “It’s nothing. All together, it’s less than 300 million won.”

    “……What?”

    No way, 300 million?

    That sounds like the name of a pet, not a sum of money.

    As expected, the daughter of the Mayor of Seoul is different.

    Since she bought all of this for me, I gratefully decided to accept it.

    “Thank you. I was just worrying about how to stream since my laptop is broken.”

    “Throb!”

    “Hehehe. In that case, don’t worry. I brought everything, including a monitor and a custom-built PC with a built-in graphics card for streaming.”

    “Wow… Is it okay for me to accept all of this?”

    “Of course!”

    “Haha, of course.”

    This all started from waiting for my number at the district office.

    In that situation, I had no reason to dislike Mayor Siyeong of Seoul.

    “Hmm… So, do I need to call a technician to assemble these computer parts?”

    “!! I-I could do that…!”

    “Oh, if you can’t assemble the computer, I can do it for you. Just hand me whatever I ask for.”

    “Really? Seoyeon, you know how to assemble computers?”

    “Of course! Despite how I look, I’m a top-tier player in League of Legends, at Grandmaster 3 level, so I’m quite familiar with computers.”

    “Oh… Grandmaster 3…”

    The only computer I had ever owned was an old laptop that my orphanage director gifted me before I became independent.

    Now it was just a donut-shaped relic.

    So, even though I had a custom-built computer, I had no idea how to assemble it.

    Once again, Seoyeon skillfully took out various parts from her suitcase and started assembling them.

    And that’s when I learned about Seoyeon’s AOS genre ranking.

    Her level was more than enough to create content that would be popular among ‘pro gamer girls.’

    Maybe when we get closer, I should ask her to do collab on a stream with me.

    Of course, if she says no, it can’t be helped.

    As she asked for just a few simple screws, Seoyeon said,

    “Now, let’s try it out!”

    “You assembled the custom computer in five minutes…?”

    In no time at all, she created a ‘new companion’ for me at a speed that even surprised Garam from the NIS.

    “It’s a state-of-the-art computer with an Intel Core i9 and RTX4090 built in!”

    “Wow…!”

    “I also installed the best cooler for cooling, and the monitor is a curved 32-inch gaming OLED screen, so you can now use dual monitors for your streams!”

    “Ooh, ooooh…!!”

    That hole-ridden laptop.

    I had long forgotten about that relic.

    Now, in front of me, a true ‘revolution’ was taking shape.

    With this, it felt like I could go anywhere, do anything.

    “Are you really giving all of this to me?”

    “Yes, of course! I’ll also help you set up the lighting and the chroma key.”

    “Wow, thank you so much, Seoyeon. I will definitely repay this kindness!”

    “…? Kindness? I’m here to apologize… Hyaaak?!”

    “Wh-what?!”

    To think that waiting for a number at the district office would lead to such lavish treatment.

    I had heard that, in this world, men receive a minimum of 100 million won a year in benefits.

    Yet, here I was, receiving high-end streaming equipment worth over 300 million won.

    I had never been this grateful in my life.

    In my astonishment, I thought about how this was a world where the roles of men and women were reversed.

    In the original world, it would have felt like a woman was gently holding a man’s hand.

    I firmly grasped Seoyeon’s hands, shaking them up and down, and smiled brightly as I said,

    “Thank you, Seoyeon! This is exactly what I needed!”

    “ugh,ugh…!”

    “Y-Yongjun! Th-That’s bold! Is it time for a hot night now?”

    “Whatever it is, if Seoyeon wants it, I’ll do anything for you!”

    “Y-Yongjun?!”

    “R-Really? You’ll really do everything for me? Even… unlocking me, uh, no, everything?”

    Of course.

    She had provided the best computer on the planet and all sorts of other equipment.

    For someone who was a big sponsor of my stream, I could even pull off reactions like a female streamer.

    …Maybe that’s why female streamers wiggle their hips like that?

    I felt like I was sinking into depravity.

    Still, it was too much money to be worried about.

    “Y-Yongjun! Then I have a favor!”

    “Sure, just tell me anything.”

    “M-My dream since I was little has been to become a good bride!”

    “Ah, I see.”

    So there are women who dream like this, even in a world where gender roles are reversed.

    In the original world, it would mean a man who wants to become a great groom, but when I thought about it that way, it felt kind of romantic in its own way.

    “If it’s you, Seoyeon, I’m sure you’d make a great bride.”

    “…!! Is, is that so?!”

    “Yes, of course. You’re pretty, you have wealth, and you’re talented. Aren’t you the perfect bride?”

    “Eungii?! H-Hoo…! I almost got swept away by Yongjun’s words!”

    “…?”

    Swept away?

    To where?

    It seemed like Seoyeon’s body bent and straightened like a bow every time she spoke with me.

    As if she was constantly experiencing some kind of overwhelming pleasure.

    But I brushed it off as my imagination and decided to ask what her wish was.

    “Ah, so Seoyeon, what is it that you want from me?”

    “Y-Yes! It’s nothing much, just the pure white lineage I’ve been maintaining since I was young…”

    “Gotcha!!”

    But then, suddenly.

    A loud shout echoed, even louder than Seoyeon’s voice as she was about to finally speak.

    “Yongjun, is this enough?”

    Ooo.

    “You even installed a chroma key and stream lighting, Garam?”

    “Yes, I made a mistake last time, so I wanted to help in some way.”

    “Wow. You’ve worked hard!”

    How did you manage to do all that in such a short time…?

    Usually, it takes a day to install all the stream equipment with help, as other streamers have done.

    But Garam had installed everything, even the chroma key, while we were talking.

    As expected from a National Intelligence Service agent!

    She really was a top-tier talent in moments like this.

    Whispering.

    “If you’d just done this from the start, you wouldn’t have gotten criticized.” Sigh.

    “I’m, I’m sorry…”

    “If this were a web novel, people would’ve been calling for all the NIS agents, including you, to be fired, and they might’ve even posted short rib stew recipes in the comments. Did you know?”

    “A-About that… The NIS, as a reflection on this incident, has decided to pull out all agents from the scene, except for me.”

    “Oh, really?”

    “Hehe. So… I’ve had all my weapons confiscated, and I promise nothing like this will happen again.”

    “Phew. Well, that’s at least some relief.”

    Honestly, if they had just stood by after all that chaos, South Korea would’ve become a spy’s playground long ago.

    Still, as expected from an elite organization.

    It seemed they realized the boundaries they shouldn’t cross.

    Meanwhile.

    “Um, excuse me, Yongjun?”

    “Ah, Seoyeon, so what was your wish again?”

    “No No! That’s not the issue right now.”

    “What?”

    Seoyeon, who had called my name to return to the topic, no longer had a flushed face or dazed expression.

    She now glared slightly fiercely, pointing at Garam, who was whispering to me, and asked.

    “Who is that woman who’s been next to you all this time?”

    “Ah, Garam?”

    “Is she a sow? You two are too close! You need to step away!”

    Fire seemed to be burning in Seoyeon’s eyes.

    It was clear from her expression that she wasn’t happy with Garam, who had interrupted at a crucial moment.

    But Garam was a National Intelligence Service agent.

    She couldn’t reveal her identity, and even if she could, her emotionless, machine-like training wouldn’t fall for such cheap provocations from a… sow…

    Snap.

    “…Yongjun, if you’ve gotten everything you needed, shall we get rid of this person?”

    …Would she really fall for such provocations?

    “Who exactly are you? I’m about to spend a passionate night with Yongjun, so outsiders need to leave now!”

    “Sorry, but I’m Yongjun’s business partner. I can’t just turn a blind eye to someone who’s trying to engage in such ‘vulgar behavior’ right from the start.”

    “What, are you his chat manager or something?” Business partner?

    “I’m also his chat manager and content creator.”

    Before I knew it, Garam had become my chat manager and was even making content for free… I mean, business partner.

    Well, I was fine with that.

    But what I was worried about now was the relationship between the two, who were glaring at each other from such close distance, almost touching noses.

    I wanted to stop them, but the scene of the two cats fighting seemed to say, “No men allowed!”

    “Hmph! In the end, you couldn’t even afford to buy Yongjun’s equipment, could you?”

    “How much is all this equipment combined?”

    “It’s 320 million won. It’s an amount that a common female like you could never touch in her lifetime.”

    “Pfft. Only 320 million?”

    “…What?”

    “Give me your account number. I’ll transfer it to you as if I bought it for you.”

    Is she bluffing?

    Seoyeon laughed in disbelief at the silver-haired woman, who looked to be in her mid-twenties like herself, saying she’d transfer nearly 400 million won.

    So, as if daring her to try, she gave one of her account numbers.

    But as soon as she gave it.

    Ding.

    “……What?!”

    “Here. 320 million won. So, does this mean I bought this for Mr. Yongjun now?”

    Seoyeon was momentarily flustered by the immediate one-time payment of 320 million won.

    But… so what?

    “It’s obvious you’re over-extending yourself~.”

    “…What did you say?”

    “Sigh. Was your name Garam? I’ll add twice that amount, so why don’t you leave Yongjun alone?”

    Yoo Seoyeon immediately transferred 640 million won to the account she received.

    Not one to back down, Han Garam sent 1.2 billion won in return.

    But this was just the beginning of an enormous financial war that soon erupted.

    Ten minutes later.

    “Mom! You know that building in Gangnam you said you’d give me? The six-story one filled with hospitals! Send me the deed right now! Hurry!”

    “This is Garam. You know those lands we seized from illegal immigrants that still don’t have an owner? I need them for Yongjun’s matter, Director… Oh, you’ve already put them in my name?”

    In a moment of pride, they were both spiraling into ruin, soon to be known as the “Yongjun Desperation Crowd.”

    Just as the two were opening the gates to their personal hell.

    “Stop it!”

    Bang!

    Bang!

    Yongjun knocked on their heads—not lightly on their foreheads but firmly on the tops of their heads—to calm them down.

  
    Chapter 21 : Men die when they are overestimated

    It was after I barely managed to calm down the two people who were handling billions by the second.

    In the end, the person who bought the streaming equipment was Seoyeon, as originally planned.

    Of course, Garam was utterly depressed about it.

    But.

    “Garam, can’t you just make some killer content instead?”

    “K-killer content?”

    “Yes! In our streaming world, just creating one piece of great content can make you money until the day you die, and this is something only you can do, Garam.”

    Now she has become my chat manager and content creator.

    And all of this was for free.

    I felt a little guilty, but when I said that, Garam’s red eyes sparkled like strawberries, thrilled with excitement.

    “Of course! I will do my utmost to create content that will go down in the books of human history!”

    Her determination was extraordinary.

    It was enough to cook pork belly on the fire burning within her.

    Just like that, full of confidence, Garam was about to head out of my house.

    “…Heh.”

    “?!”

    As she was leaving, she shot a sly grin at Seoyeon, who was walking out with her.

    “Well then, now that you’ve given me the equipment, you’ll never have to meet Yongjun again, right? Isn’t that so, Seoyeon?”

    “H-hohoho… what on earth are you talking about, Garam?”

    “Hohohoho. Don’t pretend you don’t understand, someone as educated as you. Or are you the type of person who causes a nuisance by meeting men for personal reasons, Seoyeon?”

    “T-that’s…”

    A subtle spark was flying in front of the shabby entrance of the villa I lived in.

    However, unlike a moment ago, it seemed like Garam, who lived upstairs, had the upper hand.

    I wasn’t sure what it was, but Seoyeon couldn’t easily respond to Garam’s words.

    She stammered as if trying to say something but just kept glancing at me nervously, biting her lip.

    “We’re just neighbors, so it doesn’t matter if we meet. But that’s not the case for you, right, Seoyeon?”

    “U-uuu…”

    “Well, if you really want to meet him, I don’t mind if you come over…”

    “R-really?! Is that okay, Yongjun?”

    “Of course not! What would you do if it overlapped with the stream time, Yongjun?”

    Certainly.

    Garam’s interference was so perfect that it made me shut my mouth.

    Come to think of it, I had forgotten because the camera had broken, but as of today, I had become a somewhat famous streamer with a viewer count in the four digits.

    In other words, this was the time to row the boat even harder.

    ‘The next goal is to break 10,000 viewers.’

    While it might be okay if it were just a neighbor from the same villa, I didn’t have the leisure to accept Seoyeon, who could drop by anytime.

    With that in mind, I thought it would be better to arrange a separate time to meet.

    “Seoyeon, can you give me your phone number?”

    “Y-Yongjun?!”

    “Yongjun…!”

    “It would be more convenient to set up a time to meet through text messages.”

    Very naturally, I succeeded in getting the phone number of the mayor of Seoul’s daughter.

    What is the most dangerous thing in a man’s bodyguarding?

    The food he eats regularly?

    A place where he could always be targeted?

    Or perhaps a deadly weapon?

    None of the above.

    In this world, the thing a man must be most cautious of is none other than women.

    To be precise, ‘heat-stricken females’ trying to forcefully take a man’s virginity.

    “Her name is Seoyeon. She’s 25 years old. Her mother is Siyoung, the mayor of Seoul. She was exempt from military service as she’s classified as a resident abroad.”

    Deep within the underground of the National Intelligence Service.

    In a secret meeting room.

    A briefing was currently being held regarding Yongjun, based on information obtained from White Agent Garam.

    “Siyoung, the mayor of Seoul… I never thought the reason she brought her daughter back from abroad would be this.”

    “Siyoung is a powerful political figure who even ran for the presidential election.”

    “If the fact that she has a ‘male son-in-law’ is spread among her strong supporters, she could easily become the president within 10 years.”

    The conversation was about the woman who had deliberately approached Yongjun.

    As more was said about Seoyeon and her mother, Siyoung, the mayor of Seoul, the room filled with uncomfortable sighs.

    “Of course, if Yongjun likes her, we don’t mind. Our main goal is, after all, the ‘happiness’ of the male under protection.”

    “Yes, that’s right.”

    “I agree with that as well.”

    But.

    “However…”

    “Ahem…”

    “Politics and men… It’s not a combination I personally recommend.”

    The National Intelligence Service knew all too well about past cases in Korea.

    Especially the unfortunate ends of men who had contact with the political world, whether they liked it or not.

    “You all remember the independent presidential election incident 10 years ago, right?”

    “Of course.”

    “It was truly horrifying.”

    “There’s no guarantee that it won’t happen again.”

    As the saying goes, history repeats itself.

    The woman standing in the center of the secret meeting room brought up a horrific ‘male suicide incident’ from 10 years ago as she continued.

    Miyoungsoo, the Director of the National Intelligence Service, reminisced as she spoke.

    “It was truly a terrible incident. For a moment, Korea was on the verge of being expelled from the UN.”

    Ten years ago was when Miyoungsoo had just been appointed as the Director of the National Intelligence Service.

    That’s why it was an unforgettable incident.

    As with most elections, during the presidential election, just being a member of a certain party was enough to increase one’s chances of winning.

    In Korea, where the two major parties dominate, candidates ranked from number 1 to 4 were the powerful presidential contenders.

    The rest were just there to show their faces in the political scene.

    But during the presidential election 10 years ago…

    Candidate number 20, an unknown politician with no presence, achieved an accomplishment that would forever be remembered in the history of South Korea’s presidential elections.

    That is, in his election campaign, he included a gender that mostly consisted of people with social anxiety disorder.

    An astonishing ‘five men’ participated in his campaign.

    “That day, the entire country of South Korea was literally turned upside down.”

    As if people had encountered an alien civilization, the presidential election ten years ago caused an even greater stir than the election at the time of South Korea’s founding.

    It’s no wonder, as five men, most of whom are reclusive, were seen at once for any reason.

    With just that, this independent politician, who had no political background, achieved an expected voter turnout rate of 25% in the first survey.

    It was the moment when the country, blinded by lust, started running backwards.

    “Back then, I couldn’t protect the five men who could even speak in public.”

    “Director…”

    “Wasn’t it around the time you had just been inaugurated?”

    “Even so, a mistake is still a mistake.”

    Although men are rare, the reason why the National Intelligence Service is particularly obsessed with a man named Lee Yongjun now is the same reason as the five men from ten years ago during the campaign.

    Because they were among the rarest of the rare men suitable for ‘external activities.’

    In order to preserve their genes, the National Intelligence Service, at a national level, has been secretly supporting these men with astronomical amounts of money, both back then and now.

    But as everyone already knows, the protection from ten years ago failed.

    “As you all know from the records, back then, our National Intelligence Service approached the five men who were helping the independent politician.”

    “And after judging that, though they were awkward, they were capable of conversation, we asked them various things.”

    “I know. But because it was during the presidential election, you couldn’t properly investigate, right?”

    “No. That’s just an excuse.”

    “Excuse me?”

    “What do you mean, Director?”

    “We wrote it that way in the report. But the truth is, we had already finished most of the investigation.”

    It was her first mission as soon as she became the Director of the National Intelligence Service, so Mr. Yongjun, despite her position, personally visited the site back then.

    And pretending to be a civilian, she secretly approached the five men without the independent politician’s knowledge and attempted various conversations.

    The result, of course, was successful.

    She had been an elite since her days as a black agent, even once nearly being assigned to an assassination mission for the North’s leader.

    So dealing with those gentle boys wasn’t such a difficult task for her.

    However, her mistake at the time was setting the bar for the male gender far too high.

    “They were all adults over 20 years old, so I just thought of them as adults who had a little trouble speaking.”

    “…And then?”

    “All of you know what the average mental age of men is, right?”

    “Of course.”

    “Five to eight years old, on average.”

    “Yes, that’s correct. But I thought that since they could talk with me, their intellectual level would be similar to that of the average woman…”

    However.

    “But that was a huge misconception.”

    They smiled in front of the women and expressed their support for that politician.

    Even when women groped their bodies, they just smiled, and they answered back rather well.

    The reason they could do such things at an average 7-year-old’s level was the following:

    Because they had been educated in such a way while being ‘abused’ like that all along.

    How could these boys, who stammered and couldn’t even read properly, participate in an election campaign?

    The answer had already been clear from the beginning.

    “We, we, w-we are doing, do-doing this because we l-like it.”

    “Is that so?”

    Their answer back then.

    Their expressions.

    Every single one of their actions was the result of being raised and brainwashed that way since birth.

    But by the time that fact was realized, it was already….

    “Do, do-do, don’t, touch me…”

    “Mo, mo-mom, I, I don’t, li-like it…”

    It was all too late.

    Whoosh.

    Due to excessive stress, the five men became more and more emaciated as the election period passed.

    At the point where three days were left until the presidential vote, had they finally reached their limit under the constant spotlight of the stream stations?

    That day, in front of the cameras watched by the entire nation, they poured oil over themselves and attempted self-immolation.

    It was the moment when the five men, who had somehow come out into the public, burned alive.

    “After their deaths, the independent politician who had seemed poised to become the president was immediately arrested.”

    “Yes, I saw it on the news after that. When they investigated the house, didn’t they find an animal cage that seemed to be used for confining people?”

    “Yes… A male capture device that you would see in a collapsed African nation or a terror-ridden area. The fact that it was found in South Korea… our national dignity melted away like ice cream.”

    “I remember it was a huge issue worldwide. Even North Korea expressed regret towards us at that time.”

    “That was just a provocation…”

    Anyway.

    With that incident as her stepping stone, Mr. Yongjun resolved never to ‘overestimate’ man again.

    No matter how capable they seemed, men were still men!

    She was now convinced that they were beings who could only survive if we women took care of them.

    If they were hungry, feed them, if they were cold, buy them clothes, if they wanted to sleep, let them sleep, and if they had an itch in their groin, put a woman they liked in their room.

    With such thoughts, the Director of the National Intelligence Service finally decided it was time to get to the ‘main point.’

    “So, everyone! I’ve dragged on the introduction too long, so let’s finally talk about the original purpose of our meeting.”

    “Yes!”

    “Does anyone have any good ideas for new content for Yongjun TV?”

    “Me! Director, Yongjun is a man, isn’t he? So, if we create content that women will love, the number of subscribers and views will rise quickly.”

    “Oh, that sounds good. So what kind of content would that be?”

    “Yes! Put an R-rated label on it and use a thumbnail like ‘I secretly took the virginity of passing female college students’ to draw attention…!”

    “Get the hell out.”

    

  
    Chapter 22 : If I’m not careful, my male brain might rot!

    Starting today, Garam decided to accompany me every time I go out for my morning exercise.

    Thanks to all the NIS agents leaving, the park was clean again.

    “This is what morning exercise is all about…”

    “…?”

    Harim… Maybe he’s preparing for the national team selection trials.

    I didn’t see her today.

    While I was jogging with Garam, she cautiously observed me and opened her mouth first.

    “Yongjun, I’ve been thinking about this since yesterday…”

    “About what?”

    “The cam stream. I contacted higher-ups, and while they said it’s okay to do it, they asked if you could agree to a few conditions.”

    “Conditions?”

    Now that I think about it, the NIS has always been sensitive about cam streaming.

    I remember almost getting shot the last time I tried streaming.

    In this world, where a man’s tears could serve as legal evidence, revealing my identity… no, my ‘gender’ was definitely becoming a sensitive topic for me too.

    Honestly, I’d like to do a proper cam stream if possible.

    Cam streaming is one of the core reasons for my broadcasts, after all.

    Back in my original world, I used to stream with my face fully exposed.

    And my instincts as a streamer were telling me that as soon as my face is revealed on cam, our channel would become an S-tier, maybe even ‘national power-level’ channel.

    However, there’s one catch…

    “What conditions did the NIS put on me?”

    “Ah, yes. They suggested it as something they’d prefer you to follow.”

    You can stream with a cam anytime.

    They’d just invest more resources into security.

    But they asked that you limit the shot to below your face.

    In other words, showing your hands or other parts is fine, but they requested that you avoid exposing your face for your own safety.

    “Since you’re a man, just showing your hands or feet will make the viewer count soar. But for your protection, they ask that you hide your face during the stream.”

    “A hand cam, huh… Well, that does seem the safest.”

    “If you absolutely want to reveal your face, please inform us at the NIS in advance. We’ll make the necessary arrangements right away!”

    “No, I can handle it myself if it’s just that…”

    “That’s out of the question!! The whole world would know about you, Yongjun, and you expect us to sit idly by?!”

    I could protect myself just fine…

    But the moment I was about to voice my opinion, it got swallowed up in my throat.

    Garam’s eyes were burning with such intensity as she declared she would protect me at all costs.

    This, from someone I had pinned down and subdued in an instant…

    All this fuss over a man showing his face on a personal stream, what kind of insane world is this?

    Because I’m a man, my stream blew up.

    But at the same time, because I’m a man, the moment my face is revealed, I’d become a global target.

    “At least Korea is advanced enough that NIS agents can protect you like this, Yongjun.”

    “…? Does that mean things are different in other countries?”

    “Of course! In many low-security countries, most men live without any rights at all.”

    There are countries where men are precious, yet they have no rights?

    Curious, I decided to keep listening.

    “Why is that?”

    “Well, if they treat men as humans, ‘rape’ and other crimes would become restricted, wouldn’t they?”

    “…Are you serious?”

    “Yes! In some countries controlled by gangs, they even ban men from wearing clothes.”

    Of course, most countries work hard to protect men.

    After all, the only source of genes that could continue the human race came from men.

    Even if there were ‘artificial sperm,’ it could only be cultured because of the existence of an ‘original.’

    For this reason, the United Nations has designated the male gender as the highest grade of endangered species.

    However, despite international law, there are still a few countries that mistreat men, causing the world to suffer.

    “There are countries that illegally operate ‘breeding factories’ too! For examples, North Korea, China and Russia!”

    “Oh, I see…”

    Should I just stop doing cam streams altogether?

    Anyway, for these reasons, the NIS was very cautious about revealing my identity.

    Even if they were around, perfection didn’t exist in this world.

    They were most worried about some breach in security that would put my life in danger.

    “So, would it be possible to delay revealing your face until we’ve come up with a perfect plan? Just for now, at least?”

    “Oh, yes. I’ll do that then.”

    “…! Thank you so much! Yongjun.”

    This isn’t a utopia for men, it’s a world that puts an apocalypse to shame.

    Still, it felt good to go from a small-time streamer to someone with a bit of name recognition, but after hearing this, I became even more cautious.

    Sure, it wouldn’t happen in Korea, but as the NIS said, perfection didn’t exist in this world.

    Regretfully, I decided to delay my face reveal for a while longer.

    Meanwhile, as soon as I agreed, Garam’s eyes sparkled like ripened strawberries.

    “Well then, Yongjun! It’s almost time for your stream. By the way, I brought the content you requested yesterday.”

    “Oh, already?”

    That’s the NIS for you.

    It seemed like they prepared the streaming content within a single day, as expected of the nation’s elite.

    Just before I finished my morning exercise and was about to head back home, Garam, who lived upstairs, told me to wait a moment and came down with a large box.

    And while handing it over, she cheerfully said,

    “Here is the content!”

    “Uh… did you perhaps prepare all the reports for several months?”

    “Huh? No, this is just the content you can do for this week at most.”

    “So, this is only for this week…?”

    It was a large box, big enough to hide most of my upper body.

    It was as heavy as it looked.

    So, I naturally thought it would last for a few months.

    But this is only enough to finish within a week.

    “What the heck did she put in this…?”

    In the first place, there were limits to the content you could do on a handcam stream.

    Still, since it was given for free, I decided to gratefully accept it.

    “Thank you. I’ll… shoot well.”

    After that, with the upcoming morning broadcast left, I said goodbye to Garam and headed home…

    “Ah, Yongjun!”

    I was about to go in when Garam’s voice, filled with concern, made me turn around.

    “Well… if it’s too much for you, you can just throw this content away.”

    I’ve already arranged for medical staff to stand by around the villa just in case something happens due to stress. So please, don’t push yourself too hard. It’s my little…”

    “……Sorry?”

    “You understand what I mean, right?”

    “Ah, yes…”

    At this point, what on earth did she put in the box?

    For such an enormous amount, the actual time to consume it would only be about a week at most.

    Besides, they said that a typical man might lose consciousness and collapse from brain rot while consuming this content.

    ‘Why did she give something like this to me…?’

    That said, I couldn’t return it at this point either.

    Without her, I wouldn’t have any content to do with just a handcam right now.

    “I just barely reached 1,000 followers, so I can’t show them that I’ve run out of content now.”

    So, I went into the room, took a shower, and sat in front of the latest 32-inch monitor after finishing the broadcast setup.

    Until now, I had been broadcasting from the floor with just a laptop.

    But now, sitting in front of a wide screen with a high-end gaming chair, I already felt like a 1-million subscriber YouTuber.

    “Now that I think about it, there are probably more viewers now. I should look for someone to edit my videos.”

    [Chat]

    -Yooha

    -Yooha

    -Yongjun oppa is here

    -what the fuck only your hand is visible on cam

    -Like this if you want that hand to torment your G-spot

    -Disgusting

    -Starting off vulgar, lolol

    -Oppa, what happened with the stream before?

    “Haha. Hello everyone. Last time, the stream got cut off due to some personal issues at home. I sincerely apologize for that.”

    [Chat]

    -A man’s apology… this is rare.

    -Hehe… Just imagining it makes me want to…

    -If it’s an apology in that voice, then it’s the best lol.

    -But what’s the stream about today?

    -LoL content?

    -Can the LoL girls please just leave?

    -You turned on the camera, can’t you just show your face?

    -Seriously !!!

    Thankfully, yesterday’s stream issue was the first time something like that had happened, so the atmosphere was one of people just brushing it off.

    However, as for content, since I turned on the camera, it was obvious that none of the viewers wanted another gaming stream.

    ‘Well, I’ve only been playing games nonstop for the past few days… And it’s not even a paid game, just a free AOS genre game. How fun could my Silver-tier gameplay possibly be? It’s just the same ordinary game skills you could see anywhere. The only reason people have stuck around up until now is simply because I’m a guy, and that rarity kept me afloat.’

    I couldn’t be satisfied with that and had to show them something even more fresh.

    And so, finally, the National Intelligence Service had prepared a truly dangerous(?) piece of content, and that was…!!

    “…? What is this?”

    [Chat]

    -What’s that?

    -Is it some kind of live review since you’re using a handheld cam?

    -Isn’t it hard to do a mukbang with just a handheld cam?

    -No, seriously, what is it?

    Inside the box were a bunch of various books. I carefully placed one of the books from the box onto the desk, right under the live camera.

    This was the prop for today’s content. It was an elementary school textbook labeled “5th Grade Korean Language Class.”

    “Uh… if I can somehow solve this, the viewers will like it?”

    The note inside the box clearly said that.

    As expected from an elementary school textbook, most of the content inside was short descriptive problems related to simple short stories or poems.

    But there’s no way the viewers would enjoy something like this, right?

    [Chat]

    -Wow, is this an ASMR stream?

    -And it’s elementary school stuff, so it’s super informative lol.

    -Yongjun oppa, are you now targeting little kids for content? lol.

    -But isn’t reading letters as a guy ruining your image?

    -lol.

    -As long as it tastes good, who cares.

    -‘Jaemmin Princess’ has donated 10,000 won.

    -Can you explain why Gon is getting scolded by Jihye on page 187?

    What on earth is making everyone so interested?

  
    Chapter 23 : This is a problem that even women can’t solve…?

    I’m not completely clueless.

    The reason I haven’t seen a single male since I got stuck in this world.

    It’s because the men in this world are outcasts, losers, and shut-ins, something I already knew from my internet searches.

    But still, no matter how you look at it.

    “Yeonghee told Cheolsu… You shouldn’t do it like this…”

    [Chat]

    -Wow

    -Lol

    -Yeonghee seems like a immature

    -She’s just young, Yeonghee probably just doesn’t know better

    -Lol… just wait until high school, they’ll be all over each other

    -Huh… her voice is melting me…

    -Yongjun oppa, if you’re going to pander to kids, you should at least hide the chat. Lol

    -Lol. The kids are going to run away because of the chat, Hahaha

    I knew it, but I guess I didn’t want to admit it.

    It’s just an elementary school textbook.

    Maybe if it was a middle school textbook where difficult grammar starts appearing, I could understand.

    …No, if you can’t even read a middle school textbook, that’s a real problem.

    The viewers were all enthusiastically watching and excited over me reading an elementary school-level question about Yeonghee and Cheolsu.

    It’s a relief that they’re enjoying it, but since I’m a man from a normal world.

    ‘It hurts my heart…’

    What level did they think I was at, anyway…

    I could feel my self-respect crumbling in real-time.

    —

    One of the top three streaming platforms in the country.

    On the top floor of the corporate headquarters.

    In the CEO’s office, the company president was secretly monitoring streamer Yongjun’s channel.

    The young girl, Kim Juye, who had become the CEO of a large corporation right after graduating from high school.

    She was one of the promising young talents who would lead Korea’s future and had shown her genius from an early age.

    A woman who had successfully led the company until now with her exceptional abilities, despite her young age.

    Yes, a woman…

    Kim Juye had never once thought about finding a partner; she was purely an “alpha female.”

    And so, it seemed she was particularly inexperienced when it came to men.

    “Y-Yongjun…! I knew from how he memorized the commercial script that he wasn’t just an ordinary guy, but to think he could solve an upper elementary level question so easily… Ah…!”

    For the first time in her life, she was feeling attraction to the opposite sex, and she had become a devoted fan and unofficial manager of Yongjun’s TV channel.

    He’s amazing.

    He’s smart.

    Even though it’s just a stream where you can only see textbooks, his handsome face automatically came to mind.

    Ever since meeting Yongjun, Kim Juye had unconsciously started wearing thong underwear.

    And now, her panties were getting wetter and wetter every time Yeonghee apologized to Cheolsu.

    “Y-Yeonghee, you nasty girl…! You spoiled girl…! Not an apology, you should be doing a full naked bow!”

    She was fuming over an elementary school textbook.

    But what she’d seen so far in Yongjun’s “Master of Studies” content was just scratching the surface.

    ‘RaiRaiChaChaCha’ has donated 50,000 won.

    -Oppa. We’re studying “A Lucky Day” right now. Can you read the whole thing for us?

    “Oh, ‘A Lucky Day!’ That’s a famous short story. I remember reading it a lot in the orphanage when I was young. If you want, I’ll read it for you.”

    …What?

    What did Yongjun just say from beyond the screen?

    Did he say he would read it?

    A short story with over 1,000 characters?

    “That’s reckless!!”

    Of course, it’s just an elementary school textbook, so it probably doesn’t contain the full text of “A Lucky Day.”

    At most, only a few important highlight scenes would be there, right?

    But still, a “novel” is a “novel.”

    Reading a couple of sentences is entirely different from that, and Kim Juye was deeply worried that his mouth would wear out.

    “If it looks too dangerous, I’ll have to pause the stream immediately. The most important thing is Yongjun’s safety, after all.”

    [Chat]

    -Hey kid, seriously, you’re asking a guy to read a novel now?

    -Oppa, are you okay?

    -Wow, even though I know it’s a gimmick, I’m still worried because he really seems like a guy. Lol.

    -Lol. She’s definitely a woman, why do I feel worried?

    -Yongjun oppa is a guy, you fools

    -We knew since he opened the textbook that he was a girl~

    -But she’s still hot, so whatever, let’s drink to that

    The chatroom was split exactly 50/50 between people wondering if Yongjun was a man or a woman, and those feeling both turned on and worried.

    But the people who knew Yongjun TV’s true nature.

    “A-a short story…! Yongjun, that’s reckless…!”

    “Daughter, what is Yongjun about to do?”

    Seoyeon, the daughter of the mayor of Seoul.

    “Please be okay, please be okay, please be okay, please be okay!!”

    Garam, a National Intelligence Service white agent.

    “Arrgghh…! Should I stop the stream right now?!”

    Kim Juye, the CEO of the platform.

    ‘Gangnam Hongdae Building Owner’ has donated 30,000 won.

    -Lol… His voice is so sexy

    Only the basketball girl, Harim, who still didn’t know his true identity, was innocently sending donations for her pleasure.

    And then, finally, the ASMR short story began.

    “….It was right then. From behind, I heard someone shouting, ‘Rickshaw!'”

    “Oh, Ohhohok?!”

    “Nngh!!”

    “Hhhg?! Hoook…! ♥”

    “I’m, I’m coming… I’m coming!! ♥”

    Pshuk! Pshuk!

    The sound of water spraying here and there across Korea right now must just be my imagination.

    …It had to be.

    “Y-your voice is so good… I feel like my brain is melting…!”

    What on earth is this insane talent?

    A deep voice, one that no woman could ever hope to produce, continuously streamed without a break.

    Moreover, there were parts that AI voices could never hope to imitate.

    Like shouting “Rickshaw!” loudly in the middle of reading a sentence, or the breathy exhale of a panting voice.

    Kim Juye, watching YongjunTV, soon regretted seeing this broadcast.

    To be exact, she regretted only now finding such a stream.

    ‘This such a mighty male…! No, a talent, how could I have not known until now! I must perform an Omakko dance to apologize immediately!’

    Tomorrow, she would visit and offer a profit share of 9.5:0.5…

    No! Even 9.9:0.1 would be fine, as long as she could keep Yongjun trapped on her platform forever.

    However, putting that thought aside for a moment,

    “Alright, since we’ve read through ‘A Lucky Day,’ we’ll end our look at the elementary school Korean textbook here.”

    Was it over…?

    “I, I survived…”

    To the kids who didn’t even know what sexual desire was yet, today’s stream must have just seemed like fun content.

    But to the adult females, including Kim Juye, who had long forgotten such innocence, today’s stream was nothing short of heaven, and simultaneously, hell.

    With the man’s brain-melting voice causing repeated orgasms, the pleasure was so good that they didn’t even think of resisting.

    As if women were born to submit like this, continuing in this ‘pleasure hell,’ Kim Juye had nearly died.

    “Th-this is that ASMR I’ve heard so much about… Did he upgrade his microphone to something amazing? I almost died from ‘sudden death’ during the stream. Yongjun…”

    Yet, she had survived.

    Moreover, she had found herself a ‘stress relief aid’ to use whenever work stress piled up.

    So in the end, doesn’t that mean I won since I endured till the end?

    Thinking this, she casually wiped the nosebleed away as if it were nothing.

    But,

    “Alright, then, let’s bring out the next book.”

    “…Huh?”

    Her momentary triumph quickly faded.

    Yongjun wasn’t the type to get tired from just reading an elementary school Korean textbook.

    So the next thing he brought out in front of the camera was none other than a workbook.

    Specifically, it was a workbook labeled ‘High School Mock Test Math (Science Track).’

    “M-M-M-Math?! And it’s for high school science majors…”

    Drip.

    He’s going to solve that?

    Impossible.

    Especially for Kim Juye, who had been a high school student until just recently, she knew exactly how difficult that workbook was.

    It was an elite-level workbook filled only with incredibly difficult math problems, the kind that even men couldn’t solve, let alone most women.

    “Y-Yongjun! Your brain is going to explode! I’m ending the stream right now!”

    Quickly!

    Hurry, before his brain overloads!

    Kim Juye moved her mouse swiftly, trying to forcibly shut down the YongjunTV stream.

    But.

    “Aha! This is a problem about finding the square segment. I learned this back at the orphanage, so I’ll solve it right away.”

    [Chat window]

    -Huh? He’s going to solve that?

    -We can’t even understand it by looking at it!

    -Don’t push yourself, Yongjun oppa…

    -This confirms it, he’s definitely a woman.

    -You idiot, Yongjun oppa is a man!

    -Wow, but the formula he’s using is insane…

    -Thinking about a guy like this makes me feel all tingly right now.

    -That piercing would look great in that state.

    -Lmao.

    -Lmao, look at all these women here.

    What am I even looking at right now?

    For a moment, Kim Juye doubted her eyes.

    But the hand writing the math formulas on camera was unmistakably the hand of the male she had shaken hands with.

    In other words, it was impossible, but Yongjun was indeed solving high school mock exam math problems… specifically for the science track.

    Drip…!

    “Th-Th-This is too…! Wow, w-wow, it’s perfect…! A man like this…!”

    She thought she had passed the hardest part, but it turned out this was just the beginning.

    A man who was not only handsome, strong, and smart, but also as intelligent as she was.

    “No, no! My mind is starting to fantasize on its own…! ♥♥”

    As a promising young talent in the country, Kim Juye had naturally assumed that no man could be her equal.

    To be more precise, she had never even considered that there could be a man as competent as her.

    Because she thought it was only natural, like the law of nature.

    But to think that such a brilliant male existed.

    Her legs spread apart on their own.

    Her mouth, like a dog’s, panted crudely, as if she wanted to lick something.

    And in her ocean-blue eyes, heart-shaped pupils, the symbol of ‘female corruption,’ had long since formed.

    “I-I never thought about men while working…!”

    So cool!

    So strong!

    I want to be with him forever!

    If I can’t be his partner, I’d even settle for being his pet pig, as long as I can stay with Yongjun.

    The three women who were around Yongjun’s age and knew his identity as a streamer all thought the same as they flung off their thin panties from this moment on.

  
    Chapter 24 : You won’t die if you study

    Among the streamers, there were a few who, under the label of ‘Study streams’ shared their knowledge primarily targeting students, earning revenue from it.

    Of course, my channel wasn’t one of those streams.

    In the first place, my highest level of education was just high school.

    The only times I learned anything resembling studying were a few lessons from the director at the orphanage.

    So, I thought the viewers’ reactions would definitely drop when I tackled something boring and complicated like math.

    However,

    “And so… if you calculate the area like this, the correct answer is number three.”

    [Chat]

    -Wow, seriously informative. LOL

    -(Breaking news) Yongjun oppa crowned king of kids’ picks

    -No joke, you explain better than most study mentors

    -Your voice alone keeps me from getting distracted

    -My brain feels sharper and refreshed—two birds with one stone, right?

    -Oppa, if you’re making a Study channel later, make sure to hide the chat LOL

    -LOL…kids can’t focus like this

    It was as if the viewers on my stream were really here for a study stream, quietly watching my problem-solving.

    If I got the right answer, donations came in with cheers as if to praise me, and even if I got the wrong answer, donations came in as if to console me.

    Viewer count: 1,023.

    Donations: 312,500 won.

    Stream ranking: 17th (UP!)

    The current atmosphere of the stream?

    It was good.

    No, it was more than good; it was downright phenomenal.

    Current time: 3:30 PM.

    With the upcoming morning break time, I smiled, glancing between my viewer count that hit four digits and my stream ranking that entered the top 10.

    “Even though it’s an awkward time with not many people around… my stream is the 17th most-watched on Pajijijik!”

    Like all one-person broadcasting platforms, the Pajijijik site also had a tendency to promote streams with more viewers.

    When the top-ranked streamer went live, a banner would immediately appear at the top of the platform.

    Something like that.

    In short, the higher the ranking, the more exposure my stream would get.

    “When you enter the Pajijijik site now… though you’d need to scroll a bit, it still shows up quickly.”

    Scrolling down slightly in the recommended channels, I could see my channel, YongjunTV.

    But this was only because it was currently an awkward time between work and home.

    Soon, when the evening came, with all the office workers and students flooding out, a stream with only 1,000 viewers would quickly get buried.

    That’s when the real giants, with at least 10,000 viewers, would start their streams.

    “Still, it’s a result I achieved in just a week… I shouldn’t rush things and just climb steadily.”

    [Chat]

    -Is Yongjun oppa’s brain lagging?

    -Has he finally hit his limit?

    -No, he probably just finished the workbook and paused.

    -Oppa, you didn’t burn out, did you?

    -Ha… geez, it’s definitely a girl, but why does it keep feeling like a guy? It’s worrying me.

    -It’s a guy! Oppa is a guy!

    -Whether it’s a girl or guy, getting a head pat from those hands would feel amazing.

    -LOL

    ‘Huffhuffpig’ has donated 30,000 won.

    -Oppa, if you’re tired, just rest here. Also, can you moan into the mic if you’re exhausted?

    “Ah, sorry, everyone. I’m not tired or anything, I just had something to think about. Now, let’s move on to grading the 2019 math mock exam.”

    [Chat]

    -Let’s go!

    -Let’s go

    -Grading let’s go

    -How many points will he get?

    -Donations based on the score LOL

    -Instead of typing comments, you should do something yourself.

    -Look at her running her mouth while doing nothing LOL

    ‘Wallaqualla’ has donated 1,000 won.

    -I’ll donate 10,000 won per point, so grade it properly LOL

    “…! Wallaqualla. You might get drained of all your money, are you sure about this?”

    ‘Wallaqualla’ has donated 1,000 won.

    -Don’t worry. I knew it, so I topped up 50.

    “Hmm… that won’t be enough.”

    [Chat]

    -?

    -?

    -Is Yongjun oppa on drugs?

    -It’s from 2019, so he probably couldn’t even study for it, but he’s confident.

    -Oppa… why are you so cocky for a guy… I’m drooling because of you…

    -Can’t you just make a content where you verbally dominate us with that voice?

    -LOL you could sell it as ASMR and it’d fly off the shelves.

    -Girls, stop. Oppa’s focusing on kids’ picks right now, shut your mouths.

    -I’m a high schooler and I’m turned on too, so you shut it.

    It seems like my viewers tend to fight among themselves more than in other streams.

    If it weren’t for Garam, things would be worse; without a chat manager, today’s stream might have already blown up.

    So, I solved the 2019 math mock exam as usual.

    And that day, I earned exactly 860,000 won from ‘Wallaqualla,’ who had topped up 50.

    ‘Wallaquala’ has donated 860,000 won.

    Honestly, with a donation this big, can’t you shout ‘Sung Seoyeon’, you masochist!’ just once as a favor?

    A big donor’s request deserves to be honored.

    “Since the stream is wrapping up, get lost, Sung Seoyeon, you masochist.”

    …At that moment, it felt like I could hear the squeal of a pig, coming from somewhere.

    “Eungi-ih?!”

    —

    “Whew… Today’s stream was a huge success.”

    Since study streams were usually done by people who are incredibly knowledgeable, I had only hoped to do decently when I first started.

    But with just this morning’s stream, combined with the last-minute donation from Wallaquala, the masochist… no, the generous Wallaquala, I managed to earn a whopping 1,172,500 won in just six hours.

    “Tonight’s dinner… is meat.”

    The content creator of my stream.

    The National Intelligence Service.

    In that moment, all of their countless acts of tyranny in the name of protection were forgiven.

    Korea’s elites, after all.

    You guys had a plan all along, didn’t you?

    To think you’d calculate everything down to giving me so many problem books.

    “Man, NIS really is insanely cool.”

    So, filled with national pride, I wondered if it was because I’d been sitting for six hours straight working on those problem books.

    “I should step out for a bit.”

    As I got up from my much stiffer-than-usual body, I thought I might as well get some fresh air.

    But the moment I opened the door—

    “Are you alright? Are you experiencing any discomfort?”

    “Quick, lay him down!”

    “How many fingers am I holding up? Oh, if it’s difficult to count the number of fingers, you can just say any number!”

    …Is this an emergency room?

    I was suddenly loaded onto a stretcher and carried into an ambulance in no time.

    And from there, well…

    And then, as always, it was the start of the NIS’s craziness.

    “Check his brain waves! Quickly!”

    “I’ll set up the oxygen mask right now!”

    “Mr. Yongjun, if there’s anything uncomfortable, just let us know! We’ll take care of it immediately!”

    “…Turn it on.”

    “Excuse me?”

    “Everyone be quiet! Mr. Yongjun is trying to say something!”

    “Mr. Yongjun, what is it? It’s fine, just speak freely.”

    “I’m fine, so get out of the way.”

    Is there a need to turn a perfectly healthy person into a critical patient?

    Three nurses were rushing around as if dealing with someone at death’s door, and one of them even hiccuped when she saw me take off the oxygen mask and sit up on my own.

    “Hiccup?!”

    “Huhhh…?”

    “You’re… you’re saying you’re fine? Even after solving such advanced problems that could practically fry your brain?”

    “…? Yes!”

    These people seem to find the strangest things fascinating.

    When I answered indifferently with that thought in mind, I thought I heard something like a pig squealing again, from the front.

    “Oh ohk?!”

    “So, can I get off now?”

    “Ah, yes, yes!”

    “We haven’t even left yet, so if you’d prefer to rest at home, you can go right in.”

    “Or, since you’re already in the ambulance, and we’re ‘nurses,’ after all… given the nature of our profession, we’re quite specialized in ‘lower-body examinations’ for men…”

    “Well then, goodbye~.”

    Why would a perfectly healthy person waste time in an ambulance?

    The NIS nurses looked like they had more to say, but I’ve gotten into enough strange situations with them before.

    “I should keep conversations with them as short as possible…”

    After quickly saying goodbye, I dashed out of the ambulance and ran back toward my villa.

    But I wasn’t heading to my house on the basement floor.

    I stopped in front of the apartment right above mine, where Garam lives.

    “Garam, are you home?”

    I remembered how, because of the nature of study streams, the chat moved much faster with questions and backseat advice than usual.

    Yet, despite that, Garam managed to keep the stream environment completely clean and error-free.

    Only a few days ago, she would freeze the entire chat whenever she got the chance, but now she had grown into an S-tier mod in just a few days, and as the owner of YongjunTV, I couldn’t help but praise her.

    “How about we grab a drink tonight? My treat.”

    After all, we were in the same boat now.

    As the captain (the streamer), I had a duty to look after my crew (the chat manager).

    And with the nice earnings from this morning’s stream, I was planning to take the evening off and share a bottle of soju with her as a fellow colleague.

    After all, nothing brings adults closer than ‘drinks.’

    But—

    “Yo, Yo, Yongjun?! W-Wait a moment, please!”

    I heard some frantic sounds from inside the door, like someone hurriedly cleaning up.

    Then, Garam opened the door and rushed out, looking flustered.

    “S-Sorry! I was just… changing clothes.”

    “Ah, okay…”

    She had barely managed to throw on a suit, as if she didn’t have time to button up her shirt.

    Between the openly revealed valley of her chest, a small tie was cutely tucked in.

    Meanwhile, it seemed like today’s work as a chat manager had also been very exhausting, as Garam was drenched in sweat all over her body.

    “Are you okay? You spilled your drink while you were drinking carelessly because it’s hot.”

    “Huh, yes, yes?!”

    “There’s white and yellow liquid running down your pants… Should I help you clean it up?”

    “Ahh?! N-no, it’s fine! I spilled it myself… I mean, I dropped it! I’ll just clean it up real quick and be right out!!”

    She must have drunk a lot because of the heat.

    Even now, the juice (?) mixed with sweat dripping down between her thighs stood out to me.

    So I tried to help.

    We had to finish quickly and go eat together.

    But Garam hurriedly pushed me away and went into the house without even looking back.

    Maybe she was about to do some water cleaning.

    Swoosh swoosh!

    “Ugh……!♥”

    The sound of water gushing could be heard from inside the door.

  
    Chapter 25 : If you’re a man,  just eat quietly

    When the cleaning was done and I revisited, Garam had an expression of disbelief.

    It was because of none other than my suggestion to drink.

    “You want to drink…? With who… Who?”

    “With you, Garam.”

    “Why…?”

    “Pardon? Well, since we’ll be working together from now on, I thought we could get to know each other better over drinks. Was I being a bother?”

    “No!!!”

    “?!”

    “Please, wait a moment! Yongjun!”

    At first, I wondered if I had said something wrong, seeing the confused look on her face.

    But as if to show that my thoughts were completely mistaken, Garam’s eyes sparkled like rubies as she went back inside the house.

    Afterward, I could hear the noisy sounds of rummaging around from inside.

    “Shall we go then? I’ll take you!”

    “…! Ah, yes.”

    Maybe because this world has very few men.

    Just like Seoyeon, who only wore a white dress when I came before, or Harim, whose chest bounced whenever she ran, the women in this world had a significantly revealing style.

    Clothes that kill a man’s modesty.

    So, when Garam came out wearing a sweater with a deeply cut back, as if it were her normal attire, she showed no signs of embarrassment.

    Which meant the embarrassment was all mine.

    Even though she had just moved in a few days ago, Garam was the one guiding me to a bar.

    “Well… should I just follow her?”

    Usually, when my younger siblings come to visit, I’m the one who guides them.

    It was a little worrying, but I thought this was refreshing in its own way, so I followed her lead.

    Garam, the youngest elite White Agent of the National Intelligence Service.

    I wondered what kind of bar she would take me to.

    It wasn’t Michelin-star, but being a place recommended by the National Intelligence Service gave me mixed feelings of excitement and concern.

    The place we arrived at was, surprisingly, an ordinary Pork restaurant.

    “Has there always been a Pork restaurant place here…?”

    “I found this spot recently while escorting you, Yongjun. It’s a favorite among our agents after work, so I can guarantee the taste.”

    “Ah, really?”

    I thought they would stick by my side 24/7, 365 days a year.

    But I guess they are human too, taking time off work.

    I felt a small sense of relief.

    The Pork place in my neighborhood, where they often change shifts during my escort.

    Seeing how few people there were, Yongjun thought, ‘This doesn’t seem like much of a hotspot.’

    “But if they all said it’s tasty, I’ll try to enjoy it too.”

    Pork tastes more or less the same everywhere, anyway.

    Having never even been to Jeju Island, I was confident I could eat black pork or white pork without caring.

    “Yongjun, what do you want to order…?”

    “Boss! Two servings of Grilled Pork Belly and one bottle of Soju, please.”

    “?!! Y-Yes, right away, sir.”

    The restaurant was about half full of customers.

    Perhaps because of the moderately bustling atmosphere, my mood lifted naturally.

    Garam thought she’d be the one taking charge, letting Yongjun decide on the dish he wanted.

    But instead, Yongjun called the server and confidently placed the order, very naturally.

    “Huh? Do you not drink soju? Should I order beer?”

    “N-No! It’s not that… You’re really confident in ordering, huh?”

    “Huh? Well, yeah. If I were shy about things like this, I wouldn’t have been able to do live stream, would I?”

    “But that’s on screen, this is real life…”

    To not shout at the server, get scared, or run away, but instead, calmly choose what he wanted and clearly order it.

    “That’s… impressive…”

    “It’s even more than what I read in the reports.”

    “R-Right… it’s no joke.”

    “Huh?”

    Suddenly, Yongjun noticed the atmosphere of hushed whispers around him and turned to see what was going on.

    But just like that, the people at the tables, who had been whispering to each other, were back to eating as if nothing had happened.

    “…? This place is kind of strange, don’t you think, Garam?”

    “Yes?! I-Is it?”

    “Yeah. If it gets too weird, let’s just go somewhere else. I’ve lived in this neighborhood for over 10 years, so I know all the good BBQ places.”

    “Uh? If we go somewhere else, there might not be enough agents to protect you, and you could get eaten…”

    “…? What did you just say?”

    “Ah, n-no! I didn’t mean that…”

    National Intelligence Service White Agent Han Garam.

    Along with her were agents posing as customers or the restaurant’s staff, completely controlling the interior.

    And the BBQ place itself was newly built with government funds, specifically as a ‘Yongjun Escort Route.’

    Everyone there was nervously keeping an eye on Yongjun’s condition, prepared for the possibility that he might suddenly leave.

    But then,

    “Here’s your meat! And the soju is right here.”

    One of the agents, disguised as the restaurant owner, quickly set out the food, skillfully cutting through the tense atmosphere.

    But the side dishes… were something else.

    “…?! Excuse me, we didn’t order these, did we?”

    “They’re our restaurant’s standard side dishes~.”

    We only ordered two servings of Grilled Pork Belly and a bottle of soju.

    But the side dishes included marinated crab, eel, soyabean paste stew, and nine different vegetable dishes.

    It was the moment when Yongjun, who was about to stand up, felt a weight on his hips.

    “You’re just giving it to me? I don’t have to order separately?”

    “Yes. You can refill up to two times.”

    “Garam, this place is insane! And the soju is only 3,000 won a bottle! These days, in Seoul, the base price for soju is 5,000 won!”

    “Ha, haha! Right?! Didn’t I tell you?! It’s a National Intelligence Service (NIS) recommended restaurant!”

    As expected of the NIS.

    They have plans even when eating.

    Having gained great benefit, whether or not he was being manipulated by the NIS, Yongjun completely dropped his suspicions and poured a glass of soju for Garam, whose face had already brightened.

    After that, well.

    “Please pour me one too, Garam.”

    After all, when it comes to company dinners, friendship and trust grow through the exchange of drinks.

    Thinking of this, Yongjun handed over the soju bottle with a light heart, as he would when drinking with his younger brothers.

    But the person pouring the drink, well…

    “It’s an honor, Yongjun!”

    “Uh, yeah…”

    Did the kings of the Joseon Dynasty receive drinks like this?

    It was so excessively respectful that Garahm poured Yongjun’s glass in a way that was burdensome.

    “I will live my life remembering this moment forever!”

    “Haha. We’ll be working together a lot from now on, so there’s no need to remember every single moment.”

    “…!! Is that so?! Then I will remember them all!”

    Sssizzle.

    Now that the drinks were poured, it was time to grill the meat.

    Naturally, I placed a strip of pork belly on the grill.

    It had been a long time since I heard that delightful sizzling sound.

    The smell of the juicy meat cooking filled my nose, and I felt a refreshing wave of satisfaction…

    “What are you doing, Yongjun?!”

    “Hey, young man?! What do you think you’re doing?!”

    “Sir! You can’t do that!”

    “Why is a man grilling the meat?!”

    …Here we go again?

    In the brief moment that I closed my eyes to savor the sound, nearly everyone in the restaurant had gathered around our table.

    The reason was obvious: because I, a man, had been grilling the meat.

    “What if the oil splashes?!”

    “How can a man be grilling… are you out of your mind?!”

    “Yongjun! You need to be aware of the danger!”

    “Well, I mean, it’s just grilling meat, I can do it…”

    “Give that here!”

    As if to ensure I never do it again, Garam snatched the tongs from my hand.

    Then, like a mother taking her clueless son to a restaurant, Garam skillfully sliced the pork belly into neat pieces and placed them in my dish, even though I could’ve done it myself.

    “I’ll cut it for you, so just eat. And no matter how much you want to eat quickly, don’t ever do something dangerous like that again. Got it?”

    “Well, I think it’s a bit too much to leave all the cutting to you…”

    “No! It was really dangerous just now! Yongjun, if this had been stream, you would’ve been banned for failing to control the content!”

    “What?!”

    I was planning to do a mukbang of pork belly when my face was revealed later.

    That could’ve been a disaster… but wait!

    What exactly are the streaming standards in this world?

    It was dizzying just thinking about it.

    “Is it good?”

    “Hm? Chew, chew… Oh!? It’s delicious!”

    As expected of an NIS elite.

    Garam’s skill in grilling pork belly, cutting it and cooking it perfectly, was remarkable.

    How could it taste this good?

    “Is it the quality of the meat itself? I thought this place was cheap since it’s 9,000 won per portion, but maybe not.”

    In fact, the pork Yongjun was eating was a premium cut, processed with the utmost care by Korea’s finest butchers, passed on to top chefs, and then lovingly aged and prepared.

    It was pork more expensive than beef.

    But, of course, Yongjun didn’t know that.

    “Mm~ it’s delicious.”

    “Hehe, I’m glad.”

    He just thought he’d hit the jackpot and continued to eat.

    “What a view…”

    “Yeah, no kidding…”

    “That’s what makes it a meal.”

    The NIS agents, happily eating rice as a side dish to the sight of Yongjun enjoying his meal, all shared in the moment.

    It was a moment of pure happiness for everyone.

    But the peaceful atmosphere didn’t last long.

    “Garam, if you keep grilling like that, when are you going to eat? So, I’ve prepared something.”

    “…?”

    Rustling around,

    Yongjun carefully made a wrap and offered it to Garam, who had been working hard (?) for him.

    “I’ll make a wrap for you. Here, eat this.”

    It was a considerate act, one that anyone with a bit of sense would do.

    However…

    “…Yes?”

    The man-made food.

    That is.

    The man grilling meat.

    The wrap he made for her.

    With that fact, Han Garam’s brain temporarily halted all thinking.

    Cold sweat formed on her forehead.

    Even though the more expensive pork was starting to burn on one side, she couldn’t care less.

    As a faithful female, she asked her instincts.

    Even if she became Yongjun’s chat manager, was it okay to just accept such overwhelming kindness?

    However, regardless of that, her instincts, wanting to eat that wrap, indecently stuck out her tongue further and further, as if the decision had already been made.

    She was about to press her lips to it, as if she would even suck on her fingers…

    Chewing.

    “Mmm~ This is delicious. The meat here is really good, Yongjun.”

    “What?!”

    Who the hell is this bitch?

    In the realization that her wrap, no, Yongjun’s wrap, had been stolen by someone else, Han Garam’s brain once again froze.

    Meanwhile, a woman had somehow walked over to Yongjun’s table.

    Realizing who she was, Yongjun was shocked and called her name loudly.

    “Seong Suhyeon?!”

    “Hehe. We meet again after parting at the shoot that day, Yongjun.”

    It was the reappearance of Seong Seoyeon, a rising rookie actor currently the hottest in Korea, praised in the entertainment industry as a genius male-role actor.

    Meanwhile,

    “My… wrap…!”

    Whether she was a genius actor or not didn’t matter—the woman who ate the wrap that Yongjun had intended for her…

    Looking up at Seong Suhyeon, Garam’s rational mind seemed to snap.

    “…!”

    “G-Garam, no!”

    “You bitch! Stop it.”

    In the middle of the restaurant, Garam, consumed by rage, assumed the stance for the ‘groin punch technique.

    A move forbidden even in mixed martial arts due to the sounds it would force women to make when struck, a technique banned solely for women.
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