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  Chapter 1: Virtuosos rule the world!
Cover View
After the COVID-19 Break.
​
Not even in the mainland, but right here in South Korea,

A virtual male ‘idol’ group appeared like a comet,

sweeping the Melon popularity charts and stirring up various video sections on YouTube.
​
At that time, quite a few domestic VTuber fans might have thought this.
​
‘VTubers will rule the world!’
​
Of course, that never happened.
​
Well, setting aside the fact that this virtual male idol group was quite different from the ‘VTubers’ commonly thought of by VTuber fans,

those born in the deepest shadows tend to live in the shadows.
​
Thus, everyone thought something like, ‘Of course, how dare those flat 2D Japanese avatars run rampant in the sacred land of Dangun’s mountain spirit,

while others simply decided to stick to watching the mainland 2D Japanese avatars they were used to, losing interest.
​
But then, another eccentric figure appeared, planting seeds of uncertain hope in the hearts of domestic VTuber fans once again.
​
“My Oshi (Favorite). Haruka (遥: Distant).”
​
Just like her name suggested, she showed distant, unreachable talent—overwhelming vocal skills,

seasoned broadcasting sense that completely hid her beginner status, content creation ability, and even perfect chemistry with her colleagues.
​
She was even skilled at what might be the most crucial talent for a VTuber: brewing broth—truly a VTuber with a massive hexagonal talent distribution.
​
(TL Note: “Brewing broth” is Korean internet slang for a VTuber or streamer cultivating obsessive,

often romantically inclined fans, likening their intense devotion/sweat to broth.)
​
The several cover songs she released in a short time after her debut swept YouTube’s trending videos and trending music videos sections.
​
Her original song, announced at her birthday solo concert,

achieved the feat of entering the upper ranks of the Melon popularity chart and continued to climb back up the charts occasionally thereafter,

building a reputation worthy of being called the VTuber of VTubers.
​
But then, suddenly, she stopped her music activities.
​
The bewilderment over what on earth was happening was brief.
​
[(Popular)][I told you Haruka definitely got a boyfriend, didn’t I?]
​
A VTuber who made a living through singing suddenly stops releasing songs and just showers fans with love confessions to manage the broth—what else could it be but getting a boyfriend? ㅋㅋㅋㅋ Isn’t it obvious?
​
While she’s hitting you guys with ‘I love you~ Let’s get married~’ to farm those serious romantic fans,

Haruka is at a motel with an alpha male, getting fcked pregnant ㅋㅋㅋㅋ lollllllllllll
​
[Post: Die, you cucks, jerking off at home while your oshi gets taken ㅋ]
​
[Interactions: Recommended: 29 Not Recommended: 101]
​COMMENTS:-


	
Why the hell does this piece of sh*t post have logged-in user upvotes;



	
This is… a popular post?



	
Sh*t, it’s so trashy it doesn’t even hurt..



	
Looks like they swarmed in from somewhere again.



	
Are the mods slacking off?
└ Seriously, there are blatantly 20 anonymous upvotes, and they’re not deleting this?






	What’s with the upvote manipulation bot? ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ

A sub-moderator has their duties, after all.




“No matter how many times I gallery ban these mentally ill bstards, do they just keep multiplying like shadow clones?”
​
Get rid of one crazy anonymous user, and two more pop up.
​
The IPs are all ones I’ve never seen before.
​
It’s clear they aren’t Korean IPs, but it also seems certain they aren’t all from just one country either.
​
“Am I… am I actually fighting a war against the whole world……?”
​
Well, unlike some loser with a mustache who failed art school entrance exams and tried to hypnotize the entire nation with an app,

there’s no way a mere sub-moderator of an underground community could be doing that.
​
It seems like they’re coordinating and swarming from somewhere again, but this fan gallery,

masquerading as a universal punching bag, has too many enemies for no reason,

making it impossible to even guess where they’re coming from.
​
Anyway, the topic this round of trolling latched onto is the boyfriend rumor, huh.
​
Honestly, in our group, which is practically a clean zone, it was laughable nonsense.
​
First of all, getting caught with a boyfriend means facing hefty penalties and contract termination,

not to mention the CEO, who has survived the longest in the internet broadcasting scene,

is famous for thoroughly managing members’ boyfriend issues.
​
When several other groups collapsed due to boyfriend scandals triggered by some stalkers,

our group was practically the only one that emerged completely unscathed.
​
“And what? Made a living through singing? Hah, ridiculous.”
​
Haruka is good at singing ‘too’.
​
She’s a VTuber with a massive hexagonal talent distribution, I tell you.
​
And I actually liked it when she showered us with love confessions.
​
I mean, who wouldn’t like their girlfriend clinging to them saying ‘I love you’ almost every day? Hehe.
​
Anyway, where the hell are these guys coming from?
​
Now they’re running some weird program, spamming several pages of the gallery; it’s like facing the horror of the ROK army confronted with human wave tactics.
​
“Seriously, what are the other moderators doing…”
​
[(Popular)][Honestly, the mods who abandoned the gallery while it went to sht should hand out burgers]
[Deleted post]
[Seriously, why is that guy always working alone?]
[Sub-moderator mad movie crazy ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]
[He even scrapes tweets from the VTubers ㄷㄷ Is he really a machine?]
[Deleted post]
[Deleted post]
[(Popular)][Haruka’s tweet + pic.jpg]
[Gallery management history looks insane ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]
[Deleted post]
[(Popular)][Kohaku’s good morning tweet.jpg]
[Is it true the sub-moderator gets paid 5 million won a month?]
​
I have to deal with the trolls and appease the angry gallery users by handing out burgers.
​
On top of that, I have to grab the posts from the tweet scraper, bring them here, and get upvotes, so it’s exhausting even if I had two bodies.
​
I was mercilessly teased once after being late and letting another logged-in user beat me to it, so I can’t yield on this.
​
“No, but really, where did all the other moderators go?”
​
They used to joke that whenever trolls appeared, they’d ditch me, the outcast, and go have an orgy at a motel amongst themselves. 

Was that actually true?
​
You gay bstards?
​
I’m busy as hell already, you guys are seriously unhelpful.
​
And now the CEO declared they’ll debut the 2nd generation within half a year.

 It’s obvious what will happen to this gallery, where I’m already practically working alone, once the 2nd gen debuts.
​
Should I stage a coup, snatch the head moderator position, and replace all the sub-moderators?
​
“No, that’s not it.”
​
The lonely backs of countless head moderators who disappeared, obsessed with the witch hunts that have become a traditional folk game in this gallery, flash through my memory.
​
Yeah. No matter how shtty it gets, being the head moderator is not worth it.
​
Living life as a burger-dispensing machine only to be hanged and disappear? Isn’t that too futile?
​
…Huh, it doesn’t seem much different from my current situation.
​
Anyway, I’ve driven out most of the invading trolls.
​
I need an outlet to release all this pent-up stress.
​
Still, I don’t do classless things like expressing my ego using the sub-moderator account.
​
I already get cursed out for no reason; if a mod adds fuel to the fire, there’s no telling what might happen to this gallery.
​
It’s a miracle the mods haven’t made mistakes so far, so I should lend a hand too.
​
“But maybe they don’t make mistakes simply because they don’t do any work…? Hmm……”
​
Anyway, to protect the peace of this fcked-up gallery, I switched to my alt account and started spewing shtposts.
​
[(Popular)][iwanttosnuggleunderblanketwithharukaandsniffhercozyscent]
​
[POST: She probably smells like fresh organic cow milk sweet milk tea ….. Uhehehe..]
​
[Interactions: Recommended: 35 Not Recommended: 60]
​COMMENTS:-


	
Kyaa upvote upvote ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ



	
Upvote (Idiot)



	
Kyaa ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ(What the hell)



	
She’s my wife, get lost
└ (NTR emote)






	Text gore, sht
└ Why isn’t this deleted, moderator you piece of sht
​
[(Popular)][Official) Pic related confirmed virgin lol.jpg]





(Haruka’s profile picture)
[POST: Her hymen is probably protected by a triple barrier lol]
​
[Interactions: Recommended: 129 Not Recommended: 1]
​COMMENTS:-​


	
(Scornful Haruka emote)



	
fr lol



	
ㅋㅋConfirmed!



	
(Winking Haruka emote)



	
(Winking Haruka emote)



	
lolwut;



	
Haruka is a very famous virgin






[She’s my wife.jpg]

[POST: (Fanart of Haruka lying in bed)]​

[Interactions: Recommended: 1 Not Recommended: 6]
​​COMMENTS:-​


	
Yeah, she’s sleeping next to me right now, later loser
└ (NTR emote)



	
Stfu



	
Thanks for the use
└ ?
└ Burp
└ Gtfo Imarriedherfirst
└ Sharing the same hole then
└ What the fck;
​





Yes. The Pax Galeria is complete.
​
Stop the fcking trolling, won’t you join me in saving up for our Oshis’ donations?
​
It’s convenient for organizing data when they get pinned as popular posts too.
​
Someday, if the gallery queens discover this gallery, they might sue us for sexual harassment.
​
No, there’s a 99% chance they will.
​
If that happens, I’ll have to pay a hefty settlement, but I’ve been working part-time jobs saving money just for that day, so there’s no need to worry.
​
Thinking of it as fundraising so my Oshi can hold even one more concert, getting a red line on my criminal record is nothing.
​
Of course, if the plan goes slightly awry, I might end up in jail and unable to attend the concert in person, but as long as my Oshi is happy, everything’s okay.
​
“Good night. Haruka.”
​
With that thought, I recalled the recent memory of fervently waving a lightstick at Haruka’s birthday concert, had a good dream, and woke up.
​
As expected from a good dream, my body felt light.
​
It felt as if about 40 kilograms had just vanished.
​
My joints, usually stiff from staying cooped up in my room being a fan, moved smoothly as if oiled,

and the creaking sound of my lifespan decreasing,

which always happened when I twisted my neck bent from scanning too many barcodes at the convenience store, was gone.
​
Even my eyes felt incredibly clear, so much so that I didn’t seem to need the greasy glasses I always wore. 

I stopped searching for them as usual and noticed the long, soft hair tickling my shoulders… Oh my, what is this?
​
Did I think too many lewd thoughts?
​
I wasn’t naive enough to believe such superstitions, but anyone whose hair suddenly grew long enough to cover half their torso overnight would think that.
​
Ignoring the dazzlingly white and delicate arms and hands as best I could,

I carefully gathered the hair curtaining my front and parted it to both sides, revealing a small body.
​
Below the chest, swollen enough to fit in one hand, was a smooth abdomen with a cute belly button in the middle. 

Seeing the wide pelvis below that and the appetizingly plump thighs gave me a clear idea.
​
“I… I’ve become a girl?!“
​
Chilly.
​
It wasn’t a cold sensation passing through my chest; it was literally chilly down there.
​
The wind was getting in without anything blocking it.
​
With trembling fingertips, I lifted the dolphin shorts and saw a bare mound.
​
“Huck.”
​
Wait, I wear pants properly but sleep without underwear?
​
Tilting my head at the strange preference, I calmly covered it back up.
​
Then, lifting my arms and grasping my shoulders, I felt incredibly delicate and soft skin.

I didn’t want to scar this clear, transparent skin, free of any blemishes.

It felt like I would experience the same sense of transgression as leaving the first footprints on a street covered in fresh white snow.

Seriously, I become a woman overnight without any warning like this?

“Eheheh.”

Would Haruka be happy that she gained a female fan?

Well, finding a female fan in this deepest of deep, shadowy otaku circles is harder than plucking stars from the sky, so maybe that’s why she’d pay more attention.

Thankfully, Haruka sings incredibly well, is f*cking cool, pretty, cute, elegant, sexy, beautiful

—she just hogs all the good traits—so she unusually had many female fans who liked her,

saying their wombs trembled, but the other members had almost none.

Anyway, if I listened to Haruka’s song in this body now, would my womb tremble too?

Alright.

Let’s try it.

~♪

“Heueung.”




  Chapter 2: So you were already broken in, you b*tch.
There’s a saying about music that resonates with the soul.

Music that brings emotion, thrills, and joy usually brightens your heart just by listening, sends your energy soaring, and makes you feel like you’re floating on clouds.

Of course, when personal taste gets involved, experiencing such music might become a once-in-a-lifetime difficulty.

The chances might be low, but wouldn’t there be at least one person somewhere in the world who listens to Mozart and thinks, ‘Hmm… sounds kinda sh*tty?’ before going off to listen to electronic music?

Compared to that, I’m quite lucky.

Because both before and after my body changed, I could feel the same way listening to Haruka’s songs.

Still, the feeling when I first heard Haruka’s song after becoming a woman was slightly different.

How should I put it, it felt like something vibrated deep within my womb while also being gently pressed from the inside?

“That’s Haruka for you.”

Making a strange woman’s insides tremble like that.

I marveled quietly at my oshi’s demonic charm and looked down at my thin, elongated fingers.

‘…Like in some erotica, would it feel better if I pressed down firmly on the womb area?’

I carefully gathered my fingers and pressed the soft flesh.

The sticky texture of bare skin naturally clung to my fingers, and when I applied pressure without thinking, it yielded softly and deeply, like pressing into a high-end hotel bed.

It felt like rubbing it like this would make me drowsy…

“I’m not really sure.”

Anyway, I can’t just stay still like this, so maybe I should start moving.

“Ugh.”

Moving this unfamiliar body, I navigated the equally unfamiliar studio apartment, grabbed a towel, quickly washed my sweat-soaked body, and got out.

Hmm… I should probably grab two or three towels next time.

The floor has become a complete water park.

Still, after somehow managing to wipe the floor, I started applying various things to my body, but I couldn’t tell what was what.

For now, I read the labels carefully and only applied what seemed essential.

I wanted to just slap on some all-in-one skin lotion like when I was a guy and be done with it, but since I have this clean body now, I don’t want to cause any blemishes. Yep.

…Honestly, just drying my hair is exhausting.

By the way, during the shower, I didn’t feel like I was going to lose my mind seeing a strange woman’s naked body for the first time… not really.

It seems my brain recognizes it as my own body; I was surprisingly calm.

Honestly, it’s a bit disappointing.

I was expecting the usual event from novels like this, looking in the mirror, getting turned on by my own body, and doing… things, but surprisingly, there’s no reaction at all.

Anyway.

“Mmm~ Is this the scent of a young woman?”

After finally managing to dry my hair and slathering cosmetics all over my body, a nice scent suddenly wafted up, and I buried my nose in the crook of my arm.

…It’s an unfamiliar scent.

Since I’ve never had any connection with a woman in my life, it feels kind of nice.

Like the kind of smell that gently rises when you blow raspberries on a baby’s tummy covered in baby powder… Hmm. Is that right?

But thinking about it, I did fight through hellish competition to buy and spray the perfume merchandise containing Haruka’s scent, so is this actually the second time I’m properly smelling a woman’s scent?

“……Ah, right. My body.”

Come to think of it, is my old body still around?

I pre-ordered Haruka’s original song merchandise; did the package arrive safely?

“Crazy.”

What about the lovely merchandise and fanbooks left in my studio apartment…?

“…Anyway, it’s not as good as Haruka’s special perfume.”

I snorted and stopped fidgeting and sniffing.

Right. Cheating is bad.

Of course, I’m not against hako-oshi (TL: Having multiple favorites in a group), and I also like Haruka’s fellow members, though not to the point of calling them my oshi.

Still, in my life, Haruka alone is more than enough, overflowing even.

So there’s no time to enjoy sniffing another girl’s scent…!

After that brief deviation, I decided to investigate the current situation.

“A month… has passed already?”

First, the date had changed.

About a month seems to have passed since before the body swap. 

When I used what looked like this body owner’s old budget phone to call my previous number, some stranger answered and said my body’s remains were in the morgue, asking if I was an acquaintance and wanted to come see it later for the funeral.

It seems my former self is dead…

Well, I had no family, acquaintances, or friends, so it seems like I died alone, but who’s handling the funeral?

To think I lived life as a burger-flipper at McDonald’s and ended up dying alone.

“Tears… aren’t coming……”

I felt a bit gloomy, but I was also strangely calm, to the point where I felt awkward about myself.

Was I a psycho? Or is it because I have no relation to this body’s original owner?

Like, maybe because the brain changed, the cognitive abilities changed too, something like that.

Anyway, next priority is investigating the personal details of this current body.

If this isn’t a dream and is a situation I’ve only encountered in subculture, I’ll have to live in this body from now on.

First, I gathered my thoughts and searched the phone further; it seemed she didn’t have parents.

“You had a rough life too, huh.”

I felt a sense of kinship because my parents also passed away early.

And it seemed she had just become an adult this year, and looking through her contacts, she didn’t seem to have many friends.

Strange.

When I looked in the mirror while washing, she had quite a cute and pretty body.

Among girls, you could guess she might have been bullied, but it’s a face guys wouldn’t just leave alone.

In fact, this type is likely more popular among peers than women who are too mature and sexy, making them seem unapproachable.

You know, the kind of cute and approachable-looking girl who makes you think, ‘Maybe even I could somehow…?’

Of course, that’s just my standard…

Suddenly curious, I searched every corner of the studio apartment, straining my short arms, and couldn’t help but sigh.

“So she went to an all-girls middle and high school.”

In the graduation photos, which looked like they were from her middle and high school days, there was the stereotypical gloomy, glasses-wearing loner girl #1 with bangs covering her face, like you only see in manga.

Did her cute face only show when her bangs were pushed back during the shower?

What a waste, why did she do this? She even had good eyesight but wore those unflattering Harry Potter glasses.

Anyway, the owner of this body seems to have been as much, or even more, of an outcast than I was during my school days.

At least I had my fellow VTuber otaku friends.

‘Though we had a huge fight and split up because our oshi groups were all different…’

Anyway, there’s really nothing to see here.

The phone messages, call logs, chat histories, and the auto-logged-in social media accounts are almost ghost accounts. The only saving grace is that her ID photo was taken quite prettily without those crappy Harry Potter glasses…

Ah, I did find one thing, a Twitter account. It seems this girl was also a VTuber fan whose oshi was Haruka.

Haruka’s oshi mark (TL: The symbol representing the streamer, often using emojis) – the yellow bird and cheese emojis – were in her bio.

Right. Actually, I had already suspected it.

“So this body was already fully trained, huh, you little b*tch.”

Otherwise, no matter how good Haruka’s song is, it couldn’t possibly make my womb tremble to that extent, right?

……Or could it?

Anyway, since I found a clue, I need to find the rest.

Since the clue points towards VTubers, let’s start there.

Being a VTuber fan is actually harder than you might think.

It’s naturally difficult for those who don’t speak Japanese, but being a fan of Korean VTubers is quite hard too.

That’s why fans tend to leave traces everywhere, and thanks to this girl being a VTuber otaku, gathering information seems like it will be easier.

First, in the case of a hardcore VTuber otaku like me, who even other otakus and normal people find repulsive, you don’t just follow on Twitter to hear news about your favorite members or participate in events, you also join the fan cafe,

“Bingo.”

You have to know all the social media platforms where artists post fan art,

“Wow, she has them all installed.”

You need to subscribe on YouTube and follow on the live streaming platform Twitch, of course, as well as subscribe to VOD channels and even Kirinuki (clip channels) in case you miss something from other members’ streams.

“This b*tch really is a VTuber otaku.”

Furthermore, if there’s a member like Haruka who uploads songs separately on Soundcloud, you have to find and subscribe to truly be considered living the true VTuber fan life. 

“Whoa… even this?”

Of course, if you go to certain galleries in underground communities, guys like me can find and bring back almost all news and events about the members and the group within a minute.

But there’s no way this seemingly timid girl would have gone to such a crazy place…

So, in the end, all I could do was dig through her Twitter account or rummage through her Naver ID.

‘First, let’s check her fan cafe activity history.’

……Wait, she draws fan art?

In fact, it seems she drew some of the high-quality fan art pieces that I used to carefully select, bring to the gallery, and get featured as recommended posts.

At this level, she should have expressed her ego at least once when Haruka toured the fan cafe, saying ‘I’m that female fan!’, but this girl seemed to have drawn purely out of fan love.

I’m starting to like the owner of this body more and more.

“Mhm. You were a true member of Rainbow.”

‘Rainbow.’

This was our fandom name.

My oshi’s group, ‘Bellus’, their 1st generation uses the activity name ‘Crystal’.

Just like their shining jewel-like name, the members themselves named the fandom during their first collaboration stream, hoping we would also become a shining rainbow.

It’s a bit cheesy, but it’s a name we’re proud of.

From there, individual member fandoms split off, each with their own names, and similarly, the 2nd generation will get a group name and their own fandom names will emerge, but fundamentally, we are Rainbows.

Among such Rainbows, there’s an unspoken promise: the absolute prohibition of ‘ego expression’.

Maybe it’s easier to think of it in terms of idols.

An idol is doing an Instagram Live, but in the comment section, five idiots are not only forming their own clique but also start a separate room, rating the members’ faces and provoking others.

Any fan who isn’t bothered by that is a saint.

There are guys like that over here too.

Typically, the kids who engage in toxic cliques using Twitter Spaces (TL: Similar principle to Instagram Live but audio only), or even turn on their own Twitch stream, tag the members, and then stir up trouble.

And Kirinukers (TL: Kirinukishi, Kirinuker, Clipper: People who make clip videos), who betray the name ‘clipper’ by streaming themselves, forming toxic cliques, stealing viewers, and even damaging members’ images by editing videos to their liking, are also included in ego expression.

Because of this, there was even a member who suffered early on because a weird image got attached to them, attracting trolls to their live streams.

Those guys only watched the Kirinuki clips, beat dead memes into the ground, or pushed strange narratives until they were annoying enough to get banned.

“…They should have at least managed their comments properly.”

That member was so traumatized by the incident that even now, she can’t watch her own Kirinuki videos.

Even now, just thinking about it makes me grind my teeth without realizing it.

Moreover, such toxic cliques and malicious editing are strictly forbidden by the company and are written in the members’ streaming rules.

If you insist on doing what’s forbidden, you’re not really a fan.

In that sense, doesn’t this girl deserve praise?

A Rainbow full of fan spirit who, despite having such brilliant talent, only uploads fan art.

“And she’s also a cute girl (important)!”

If I had even a little talent for drawing, I would have continued this noble work, but I don’t know if this girl’s talent has been passed on to me.

I’ll have to check later.

While thinking such thoughts and digging through her emails, I discovered something strange.

[Dear Ms. Woo Seowoo,]

[This is Kim Kanghyun, CEO of the virtual idol group ‘Bellus’.]

[As a result of our internal document evaluation, we are pleased to inform you that you have passed the document screening for the ‘Bellus 2nd Generation’ recruitment.]

[The interview schedule is as follows:]

[1st) Month X, Day X, 2 PM]

[2nd) Month X, Day O, 2 PM]

[3rd) Month X, Day Y, 2 PM]

[4th) Month X, Day Z, 2 PM]

[5th) Month X, Day G, 2 PM.]

[Ms. Woo Seowoo, you are scheduled to attend the 5th interview date.]

[If you wish to reschedule, please reply at least 2 weeks in advance.]

……?

What in the world is this.

I blinked my stiff eyes, perhaps from reading text after a long time, and looked it over again.

It was some kind of notification about passing a document screening…

“Wh-what…? Applied where…? Passed where……???”

Cancel that.

I take back all the praise from before.

This gloomy b*tch’s ego was beyond imagination.

Her name is Woo Seowoo?

As expected, it sounds truly goofy.

I immediately lifted my butt and delivered judgment with my palm.

Smack!

You bad b*tch!

Smack!

You should have just stuck to forming toxic cliques on Twitter!

Smack!

How dare you try to form cliques with the members!

“Heu-eung.”

…Wait, but this interview date is today?




  Chapter 3: My chest felt flat…  It swells magnificently.
The Korean internet broadcasting scene can be seen as largely divided into two pies after a foreign mega-platform pulled out due to ISP issues.

One is the giant platform that maintains its unshakable number one position, AfreecaTV.

“Kkiyoooooot!”

…You know, the place famous as the idol of every soy sauce brand.

This place leads in every aspect, including scale, number of broadcasters, and viewer base size.

And the other one is Twitch,

which is evaluated to have absorbed more than half of the viewers from the foreign platform after it left Korea.

Of course, the rest were all snatched up by the dopamine paradise, AfreecaTV…

Anyway, since this place absorbed even the culture of the platform that was practically its parent company,

it established a broadcasting culture quite different from AfreecaTV,

which is famous for female streamers (yeocam) and provocative content.

A broadcasting culture that could be called, so to speak, otaku-oriented.

If I had to compare it to AfreecaTV, that place is the underground ‘insider’ position, while Twitch should be described as the underground ‘outsider’.

There are other platforms, but they are mostly focused on adult broadcasting or have such small shares that they aren’t mentioned much.

Because of this, the virtual group ‘Bellus’, which couldn’t possibly go to AfreecaTV and thus made a powerful debut shocking the otakus who migrated with Twitch’s opening, has, whether by luck or something else, been hitting miraculous jackpots for over half a year since their debut.

[Upvote if you’re proud of our babies kekekeke.jpg]

(Bellus 1st Gen Group Fanart)
It’s a brand new platform so there were no floaters and it was chaotic, I was so f*cking worried they debuted at the wrong time
But they succeeded like this kekekekeke
I’m so happy, guys..

Recommended: 146 Not Recommended: 21


	
What’s with the downvotes
└ Seems like they swarmed from somewhere



	
I really want to pat the kids’ heads alotㅋㅋ





During the relay broadcast of the four debut members, the average viewership was a staggering 30,000…!

No matter how much of the foreign platform’s pie it absorbed,

and even though it launched intentionally by recruiting several large corporate streamers,

it’s almost impossible to find a case where a rookie broadcaster on a new platform achieved this level of success.

Actually, Haruka’s role as the first starter was huge in achieving these abnormal numbers.

Her ultra-high note shout, as if declaring that all other VTubers were beneath her and she was the best, is still talked about as a legendary debut broadcast.

And the other members who received the baton also showed their individual charms,

displaying talent remarkable enough to make VTuber otakus who watched mainland VTubers widen their eyes and join the fan cafe.

This was quite an achievement, because, fundamentally,

the mindset of those who watch mainland VTubers is deeply ingrained with the perception that ‘Korean VTubers are spiteful and not true VTubers’.

The reason is, of course, that in Korea, there’s an overwhelming number of unorthodox VTubers,

such as Dullahan VTubers who only show an avatar, female streamers who just use partial face cams to attract attention,

and part-time VTubers who grab quick cash and then ‘graduate’, rather than the mainstream VTubers from the mainland.

Therefore, the mainstream VTuber group Bellus, which is overflowing on the mainland but rather unique in Korea, shattered this prejudice and absorbed the otaku pie like crazy, setting a remarkable record that even so-called ‘major corporate’ streamers couldn’t easily achieve.

[Hey ㅋㅋ Heard your house went bankrupt?]

Twitch peak concurrent viewers 100k kekekekeke
You call this a competing platform? The rival is more than three times larger?

Ahkekekekekekekekekekekekekekekeke
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Argh, mod;



	
Really not doing your f*cking job



	
It hasn’t even been a year since launch, is this supposed to be a compliment…



	
Fighting over viewer numbers isn’t our culture here kekeke





(TL Note: The censored word ‘g**ji’ is derived from the Japanese word ‘shougaiji’ (disabled child) and used as a slur meaning someone is pathologically obsessed with something, in this case, numbers/stats.)

However, inherent limitations also clearly existed.

That is, Twitch’s position as the perpetual runner-up, trailing behind AfreecaTV, the number one in the Korean industry in terms of scale.

It might be an overly harsh assessment for a platform not even a year old, but since it’s losing viewers to AfreecaTV rather than taking them, it’s not exactly wrong either.

In fact, although the internet broadcasting pie exploded due to the COVID issue, it had been shrinking daily as people returned to society after the pandemic.

Consequently, the viewer pie was also shrinking, and the group Bellus was no exception.

Having shown continuous growth right after their debut, they started showing a slight decline recently. 

At this point, CEO Kim Kanghyun’s announcement of recruiting a 2nd generation was enough to make even the fans tilt their heads in confusion.

[Seriously, the pie itself is shrinking, and you want to split it further here?.jpg]

(Pepe the Frog with question marks)
Even now, 4 members are sharing a pie of just over 20k, and you’re adding at least 6 more to split it even more? Is Kim Kanghyun in his right mind?

Recommended: 5 Not Recommended: 28


	
This is an unconditional positivity gallery (totally positive). If you don’t like it, get lost.
└ Even with unconditional positivity, you expect us to endure this too? ㅋㅋ
└ Do you not know what unconditional positivity means;
└ Yeah, if you’re unconditionally positive about even this, Bellus will fail ㅋㅋ
└ They won’t fail, you dmbass
└ This is a fan gallery, sir..



	
Fighting over viewer numbers isn’t our culture in the first place, where did you come from?



	
Mod, delete this post
└ Come to the suggestion box
└ No, you b*stard, delete the post instead of replying;
└ Ooh.. our mod is slow..





(Featured)[Stop making a fuss ㄴㄴ]

Did we know the kids would be this successful?

Back then, we thought even 1000 viewers would be a huge success.

Haven’t you heard the story about how the kids cried during a phone call with the manager after their first broadcast?

Nobody knows what will happen in the future, so why make such a fuss?

Besides, Kanghyun-hyung also said before that the kids’ schedule was too tough and they’d probably need to recruit more, so it was bound to happen someday.

Recommended: 52 Not Recommended: 8


	
Seriously, even if it drops more from here, it’s still beyond imagination.



	
The kids are practically being overworked, I wish they could rest a bit..





[But where did one mod go]

He worked almost alone without complaining, did everything, had no ego, brought news about the kids even before notifications popped up, and even handed out burgers. He was a good guy, where did he really go?

Recommended: 5 Not Recommended: 17


	
You b*stard, you miss the burgers, don’t you?
└ You caught me



	
Don’t mention dead people ㄴㄴ



	
Calling him a named figure is too much, but seriously, where did he go?



	
Since he’s gone recently, the gallery frequently turns to sh*t ffs





While those expressing doubts like this were a minority, and most were likely trolls anyway, even the fans offering unconditional support were worried internally just the same.

But they also know.
That their oshis are hitting their limits.

Even with plenty of rest, they only take one day off a week, release cover songs monthly,

occasionally release original songs, sometimes group songs, participate in external events,

advertisement broadcasts, internal events, internal and external collaborations,

large-scale collaborations… Honestly, even ten bodies wouldn’t be enough for this schedule.

Moreover, rumors with no source are spreading, speculating that Haruka,

who played a significant role in the group’s success story and naturally bears increased pressure as a founding contributor,

is no longer singing perhaps due to overwork.

Thus, there was indeed a need for other members who could let them rest even a little.

“Heheh… My wives should take it easy with work. Oops, I only have Haruka…!”

Of course, the person spewing this frustrating nonsense has now disappeared from the gallery.

Anyway, the fans’ gazes, mixed half with anxiety and half with anticipation,

became focused on the 2nd generation, confirmed to debut within a few months.

….

‘Sh*t…!’

It’s a good thing I woke up this early morning; if I had woken up in the afternoon, I would have been immediately disqualified from the interview…!

When I first opened the email, I internally cursed the ego of this body’s original owner, Woo Seowoo,

but thinking about it carefully, this was an opportunity I couldn’t miss either.

Maybe if I go to the interview, I might accidentally run into a member visiting the headquarters for a recording schedule or some other business?

For a man, this is a definite go.

“The kids’ red pills (*real-life appearances) were incredibly pretty…”

Of course, mentioning the red pill is taboo among the fandom,

and a true VTuber otaku should perceive the avatar itself as a person and not be interested in the person behind it.

But you get curious anyway, don’t you?

If that wasn’t the case, terms like ‘avatar’ or ‘red pill’ wouldn’t have even been created. Yep…

Especially since I was a moderator of the fan gallery,

and kids who came to stir up trouble sometimes brought the red pills, I unintentionally saw them more than once or twice.

Honestly, we call them red pills for convenience, but they all had looks stunning enough to make you stare blankly, like the bluest of blue pills.

 It seems the saying that VTubers these days are also chosen based on looks in preparation for their red pills being leaked is true.

Anyway, if I could glimpse their real selves even by chance, wouldn’t it be okay to die that day?

If I got a little greedier, maybe somehow pass and with the members…

“Eheheh…”

Hmm.

I quickly looked around, but thankfully, no one reacted to my creepy laugh.

“Phew.”

I let out a sigh of relief and dashed into the subway station.

I’m currently heading towards Daegu, where the headquarters is located.

I thought the headquarters of a group like Bellus would be in Seoul,

but thinking about it, although overshadowed by their massive success,

it’s a group run solely by the CEO and former streamer Kim Kanghyun without receiving any investment, so their capital must be quite limited.

Still, the house Woo Seowoo lived in was also in Daegu, so being able to travel just by subway was quite lucky for me.

And it was also fortunate that there were clothes suitable for an interview in that shabby studio apartment.

I almost went to the interview wearing a white t-shirt and dolphin shorts.

Reflected in the large mirror at the subway station now,

the clothes draped on my body were just a cheap-looking blouse, a white t-shirt, wide-leg slacks,

and a somewhat mismatched cheap handbag, but this should be okay, right?

There was actually a suit skirt, but that’s a bit…

Still, it’s good I’m wearing pants; the feeling of my meager chest bouncing inside the bra,

the sensation of the thin, soft panties brushing against my skin, and various other things felt incredibly awkward.

Earlier, the feeling of something brushing between my thighs felt strangely good, and I unconsciously rubbed my thighs together.

Though when I snapped out of it, my cheeks burned, surprised I was doing that in the middle of the street.

Anyway, I managed to leave the house and get on the subway, but maybe because of the clothes or the long, flowing hair, it was too hot.

This d*mn body is so short that walking briskly makes me tire out incredibly quickly.

Moreover, Woo Seowoo’s field of vision is much lower than my original body’s,

so I keep misstepping and have almost face-planted on the ground more than once or twice.

“No… the stairs are too high…!”

With every step down, my weak knees tremble like aspen leaves.

My body definitely feels much lighter than before, but it seems even my bones have become lighter than necessary.

If a physically fit man threw a low kick, this body would probably shatter…

Grumbling internally like that, I slipped into the subway train just as the doors were closing.

“Pant, pant, hua…!”

Exhaling hot breaths, I pushed my bangs back with one hand, and with the other,

I fanned the chest area of my t-shirt, letting in some sacred air. 

The gazes inside the subway focused on me.

What are you looking at, you dirty Korean dudes?

…Saying that would cause big trouble, right?

Even though I used to be a Korean dude, right now I’m a cute girl.

There might be some perverts out there who enjoy being scorned by a mesugaki who looks like this, but it seemed unlikely they were here. 

(TL Note: “mesugaki” is a Japanese internet slang term and character archetype. It literally translates to “female brat.”)

Besides, I find that kind of thing disgusting and couldn’t do it anyway.

As I tried hard to avoid their gazes and cool down my sweat, the situation I wanted to avoid most approached.

He looks like an ordinary office worker.

Lunchtime just passed, what’s up? Ah, was today Saturday?

As expected of a company run by a streamer, even the interview date is completely arbitrary.

Anyway, I thought it was quite pitiful that the person was wearing a suit even on a Saturday.

Of course, I would have kept thinking that if he hadn’t approached me with his eyes fixed on me.

‘No way, right? Really?’

Regardless of my silent screams, he indeed came up to me, gave an awkward smile, and held out his smartphone.

“Um… I really like your style. If it’s not too much trouble, could I get your number…”

“……I’m a guy.”

“……What?”

The man looked me up and down, bewildered.

Why, what is it?

First off, my mind is male, and this body’s chest is small too.

Anyway, please stop looking at me like that. 

It really feels like bugs are crawling all over my body, it’s so creepy I feel like I might scream involuntarily.

Since becoming like this, I’ve become overly conscious of people’s gazes.

…D*mn it. Where did all the confidence I had as a physically fit man go?

“Ahaha… S-sorry.”

“……Yeah.”

He returned to his seat with the same awkward smile as when he came, muttering something.

“A trap? Femboy…? Looks like a girl…… but she does seem really small. Is it… possible?”

What is that crazy pervert b*stard saying?

I deeply hate myself for understanding all of that.

What kind of life have I lived?

Anyway, seeing me reject the approaching man in such a bizarre way,

the other men around also quickly averted their gazes, allowing me to travel in a more comfortable posture.

Right. Standing with my weight on one leg, leaning one short arm against the subway pole, now this feels a bit more like a man.

“Hmm. She is kinda cute.”

Pushing back the bangs definitely makes her look much prettier.

Although her chest is a bit, no, very lacking, her hips are quite wide,

and compared to her short stature, her limbs are long, giving her excellent overall proportions.

If she had wanted to, she could have been quite popular… well, I saw her graduation photo.

Like a narcissist, I kept looking at myself in the mirror, fiddling with my clothes and hair. 

Finally, I got off the subway and headed to the address provided in the follow-up email.

I really wanted to just grab a taxi, but the owner of this body had almost no money in her bank account.

She could barely afford the subway fare.

No wonder there wasn’t a single piece of merchandise at home…

She was good at drawing too, did she not work as an illustrator?

It seems she didn’t have a part-time job either and foolishly just drew fan art. 

Now I’m the one suffering after somehow ending up possessing this body.

After grumbling while battling the heat for a long time, I finally arrived at the address mentioned in the email.

“Is this Haruka’s headquarters?”

My chest felt flat…

It swells magnificently.

Still, perhaps because it was built in the province, it’s quite a flashy-looking 4-story building.

Mhm. I think my heart is starting to pound.

“Alright… Is this where the bond between me and Haruka begins?”

The ceremony can be held in the central hall?

The wedding could be a 3D concert format. 

It’s a bit tacky because it requires motion capture, but exchanging kisses with her amidst the cheers of tens of thousands of fans would be amazing.

Yep. Because I’m a cute girl.

“Okay. To cuddle tightly with Haruka under the same blanket and sniff sniff…!”

Taking a deep breath and psyching myself up, I entered the headquarters.




  Chapter 4: If you’re trapped in a black company, signed a slave contract, and working like a dog, please shake a carrot.
The inside of the headquarters was quite clean.

‘…Wait, there’s really nothing here?’

There was something that looked like a reception desk, but no staff.

Did I get the date wrong?

Just in case, I carefully went up to the 2nd floor, the interview location, and thankfully, I saw a place where a group of people who looked like applicants were sitting.

What the heck, there isn’t even a staff member to guide people on the interview day.

I might have been a little disappointed.

To think my Haruka belongs to a place like this.

As I approached, cursing inwardly, a woman short enough to have a good fight with me, ponytail bouncing cutely, trotted over and bowed her head deeply.

“I’m sorry! We don’t have enough staff… Please show me your ID, and you can wait for the interview over here.”

Hmm.

When she bowed her head, I sneakily checked her chest leaning downwards; it was much larger than mine.

Is this that ‘busty loli’ thing?

But somehow, her voice sounds strangely familiar.

It’s a voice I often heard on the members’ streams…

“Uh… Are you perhaps Ari-nim?”

“Ah! You noticed?”

“Yes. You’re the manager, right?”

“Ehehe, you’re the first among the applicants to recognize me on sight.”

The woman’s eyes widened, and she tilted her head, then soon smiled bashfully and bowed her head once more.

Watching her ponytail sway ignited a strong desire to grab it and spin it around like a fire wheel.

She really is an incredibly cute creature, just like the members’ stories depicted.

Ari-nim works as the manager supporting the Bellus 1st Generation, Crystal members. 

She handles various tasks like announcing event and anniversary news, managing the group’s official accounts, planning and executing group schedules, planning and producing Bellus official content related to Twitch, sometimes turning on streams to do showcases with members, appearing on members’ streams to help out, being urgently summoned to play games together when members lack players for multi-queue games, not resting even on weekends and getting dragged around shopping by members, going on business trips domestically and internationally for collaboration discussions, contacting celebrities interested in content with the group like domestic broadcasters, internet personalities, and artists to schedule things…… Anyway, she does an enormous amount of work, involved in almost everything.

She was another one being overworked…

No, at this point, it’s not overwork; they’re practically grinding her bones and drinking it like a cool beverage.

She made a lot of mistakes early on and got a lot of flak from the fandom, but after realizing the weight of her responsibilities, a wave of sympathy became the dominant opinion within the fandom.

At this rate, isn’t she the CEO rather than the manager…?

No, seriously, what does CEO Kim Kanghyun even do?

“Here’s your number tag. Please wear this on your chest and wait in an empty seat. I’ll be going now!”

Watching her back as she hastily trotted into the interview room, I suddenly felt the strange burden of a corporate worker.

Is that what being a working adult is like…?

“Huh……”

Come to think of it, did I accidentally apply to a terribly exploitative company…?

Well, I wasn’t the one who applied, but maybe I should just go home for today…

Life as a barcode machine at the convenience store wasn’t so bad. Yep.

Realizing something was going terribly wrong, I gulped and trembled my leg. After quite a long time passed, I finally saw Ari-nim calling my name.

“Interviewee number 329! Number 329, please come into the interview room!”

If that interview number signifies the order of interviewees, perhaps far more people applied for the Bellus 2nd generation recruitment than I thought.

Well, rather than becoming a small-time VTuber, applying to a large VTuber group like this is certainly more reliable.

Anyway, the interview is about to start, so let’s put aside distracting thoughts and focus.

But why are my leg and arm on the same side moving together?

Am I losing control to this body’s original owner again?

However, the situation I imagined didn’t happen at all, and I solved the strange phenomenon simply by not moving my arms at all.

It must look quite funny from the side.

A small girl walking with her upper body held rigidly straight, only her legs moving like a ghost.

Walking stiffly like a less-developed AI robot, I followed her guidance into the interview room. Inside, I saw a table and, sitting behind it, the man I’d seen more often in old YouTube videos than broadcasts, CEO Kim Kanghyun.

That exploitative CEO bastard.

What kind of structure did he create for this virtual group to operate on?

“Ah, hel-hello. I am applicant number 329, Woo Seowoo…! Please take care of meow…!”

I bowed my head deeply and planted my butt on the chair set far from the table.

My cheeks flushed hotly.

Dammit, I accidentally bit my tongue seeing the exploitative CEO.

“Haha, don’t be nervous. This is just a casual meeting to see each other.”

“Ahaha, okay.”

You’re making me more nervous, man…!

As I screamed silently inside, Ari-nim also took a seat next to the CEO.

“?”

Ah, Ari-nim is also an interviewer.

‘…Seriously, what doesn’t she do?’

Ari-nim. If you’re trapped in a black company, signed a s*ave contract, and working like a dog, please shake a carrot.

As I kept glancing at Ari-nim, sending desperate signals, CEO Kim Kanghyun smiled warmly and opened his mouth.

“I heard you recognized our manager at first sight.”

“Ah… yes. It’s a voice I often heard on broadcasts.”

“I see. You seem to have a lot of interest in Bellus usually?”

“Yes!”

I’m confident about this.

Right now, I can recite everything from the members’ names, ages, species, birthdays, favorite foods and songs, number of cover songs, etc., without hesitation!

“Yes, I actually knew. You were an early member of the fan cafe and drew quite a lot of good fan art.”

“Ah…”

I wasn’t the one who drew those, though.

Come to think of it, the email this body’s original owner used to apply was linked to the cafe ID, is he talking about that?

“Hahaha. Honestly, considering your fan dedication and drawing skills, the manager and I view you quite favorably.”

“Thank… you?”

Is this how interviews normally go?

Everything sounds negative.

I hope it’s just my imagination that it sounds like, ‘So you have fan dedication and draw well, but what else? Is there nothing more? Is this it?’

Well, what would I know? The only interview experience I have is from a convenience store part-time job, consisting of conversations like, ‘Can you start tomorrow?’ ‘Yes.’

I must be crazy to just show up for an interview like this.

“Well then, it seems we’ve already confirmed your motivation for applying. Do you happen to have an oshi VTuber?”

What, I never mentioned my motivation, when did they confirm it?

What did she write during the document screening…

“Ha-Haruka!”

“Haruka…? May I ask why……?”

He met Ari-nim’s eyes and asked as if puzzled, and I nodded confidently.

I’m really confident about this part.

“I love Haruka’s songs and voice! Especially the unique singing style where the emotions, packed tightly starting from the low range, explode during the climax with a satisfying shout, and the solid vocal tone that supports it! Honestly, I never get tired of listening to the original song released during her birthday concert, even if I listen every day! I listened to it this morning too…!!”

“……”

“Ah, and besides singing, I also like how she loves animals, takes good care of the members behind the scenes, and her voice when she’s half-asleep during Spaces, which has a big gap from her usual voice! And… and also…!”

This is the moment I regret my poor vocabulary.

If I had experience in speech contests, I could talk all day, but it’s hard to get the thoughts floating in my head out of my mouth.

To only be able to express this much about Haruka, I’m disqualified as a Kanari.

“Ah, so you were a Kanari. There was indeed a lot of Haruka fan art…”

Kanari is the name of Haruka’s individual fandom. It refers to ‘Haruka Kanata’, which often accompanies Haruka’s name, meaning ‘cozy yonder’, and it’s also a name derived from the ‘canary’ bird because Haruka personally likes yellow birds, believing they bring good luck.

I personally like this nickname very much too.

Bringing good luck.

It makes it seem like Bellus and Haruka’s unexpected success was because we brought them good luck.

Although, of course, it was something she achieved herself.

By the way, what was that just now when Ari-nim flinched and Kim Kanghyun gave her a look when I said I liked Haruka’s singing? Did something really happen to Haruka?

“Yes, understood. However, given the nature of our work, it would be good if we could see something like a personal talent that showcases your strengths.”

“Uh… I do a good Haruka impression!”

“Pfft… Go ahead then?”

“Hello! Nice to see you, Kanaris~ It’s Haruka~”

“Puhahahahahahah!”

In the early days of her debut, that greeting had more phrases attached about the sun’s light and jewels, but it gradually shortened to become that simple.

Honestly, overly elaborate settings are painful for both the person doing it and the person watching.

Korean culture is different from Japanese culture, after all.

Anyway, why did Ari-nim burst out laughing?

Is it that weird?

“Yes… It wasn’t exactly the same, but your confidence was excellent. I hope we can see that kind of flair on broadcast as well.”

“Huk.”

Does that mean… they’re going to pick me?

Can I now meet Haruka and get all touchy-feely, cuddle, wrestle tongues, make babies, and play house?

I grinned and rubbed my soft palms together eagerly.

However, contrary to my hopes, the corners of his mouth turned up in a smirk.

“Last question. Regarding the current internet broadcasting culture, what are your thoughts as a woman? For example, aspects that make you uncomfortable. Or things you wish would be fixed. Viewers being too mischievous. Something like that. Please, speak freely.”

“Heok.”

Right, sh*t.

This guy has recently been called the feminist slayer.




  Chapter 5: An egg the size of a quail egg.
“Phew… It’s finally all over.”

“You worked hard.”

After all the interviews were finished, Kim Kanghyun rubbed his tired eyes and let out a long sigh, while Ari, the s*ave of the black company Maeng Ahyeon—no, the Bellus employee and manager of the Crystal members—gave a bitter smile.

Since the announcement of the 2nd generation recruitment about a month ago, over 1500 applications had been received just for the document screening.

It made one wonder if Korea had so much VTuber talent, but, as expected, her boss eliminated all but about 350 people right from the document screening stage.

This was also based solely on looks.

He believed that the heart follows only when the appearance is up to par.

Claiming to be a VTuber, a job requiring unimaginable hard work and diligence, without even being able to properly maintain one’s appearance?

That was truly absurd.

Honestly, from Kim Kanghyun’s perspective, he wanted to keep only 30, but the manager kept saying it was too harsh, so he reluctantly kept that number.

“Anyway… what about that applicant number 329?”

“Hmm…? Ah, the Kanari?”

“Yes, the one whose oshi is Haruka.”

Ari thought deeply.

She was certainly a peculiar applicant.

While many applicants usually had prior experience as streamers, female streamers, VTubers, YouTubers, or even Kirinukers, her record was abnormally clean except for fan cafe activity, and her fan devotion felt genuine.

Actually, all 350 applicants were asked about their oshi.

Most people, perhaps due to underlying pride, rarely named a Crystal member, or mentioned them blatantly with obvious ulterior motives, but she spoke Haruka’s name with truly pure and favorable eyes.

Honestly, it made Ari seriously wonder if she was homosexual.

If that was acting, wouldn’t it be better to apply as an actress rather than a VTuber?

‘She did have the face to be an actress.’

Innocent, dark eyes and long, straight hair with a slightly light brown tint.

Her hair looked a bit messy, but the fact that her looks shone even with such a hairstyle meant that if she just tidied up, she could have made quite a name for herself as an actress specializing in rich daughters.

Of course, her age listed on the documents indicated she was already an adult.

Anyway, she had mentioned Haruka’s singing, and Ari couldn’t help but flinch for a moment.

Because currently, she is…

“She’s passionate, has fan devotion, and while I don’t know how she’ll use it for broadcasting, she draws well for now. Her fan cafe history is a concern, but we can separate the accounts so she doesn’t get caught, and even if she does, she was a clean user who only posted fan art, so there won’t be controversy, and the fans might even like it.”

Just then, Kim Kanghyun started nodding to himself and listing his evaluation of her.

Ari stopped thinking about Haruka and instinctively nodded, agreeing with his words.

Although it was their first meeting, she was strangely likable.

Perhaps sincerity truly gets through.

Ari also genuinely loved VTubing and was currently working like a s*ave, not shying away from dirty work because she wanted to be helpful to the group members.

Actually, Woo Seowoo’s motivation was slightly different, but her love and consideration for Bellus were the same.

“Well, her looks are cute too, so there’s no worry even if her red pill gets exposed. She’s exactly the type fans would like…”

“Are you already worried about her red pill being exposed?”

“…There’s already precedent.”

Kim Kanghyun gave a bitter smile.

In the case of the 1st generation Crystal, everyone except one member had their red pills revealed within a month.

From minor things like previous life activities* to deeper details like family relationships or even school days.
(*TL Note: 전생 (Jensaeng) – Refers to a VTuber’s previous activities/identity before their current VTuber persona, like a past account or streaming career.)

Being a VTuber in a famous group like Bellus sadly meant you couldn’t rely on the anonymity of being a VTuber.

“Let’s put that aside for now. It was written on her application that she sings quite well, but it bothers me that she didn’t do it as a personal talent. We’ll have to see. If she can’t, we can just get a trainer like we did for Kohaku and throw her in, she’ll sing like a human eventually.”

“Kohaku was truly terrible at first.”

“Yes, if it weren’t for the trainer, we almost couldn’t have debuted her.”

Kim Kanghyun recalled the not-so-distant past, shaking his head and tapping the document for applicant 329.

As he thought earlier, she was a strangely memorable applicant.

“And well… that impression was quite… Pffft. Ah, it still makes me laugh thinking about it. Does she have talent for broadcasting? Anyway, her ideology is not just excellent, it’s perfect.”

“We’ll have to watch for a few months to know that.”

At the manager’s sharp remark, the CEO chuckled bitterly.

She was right.

It was a story known only to the members and internal staff, but the 1st generation was supposed to debut with five members, not four.

However, just a week before the debut, they discovered that one of the members’ ideologies actually leaned that way. 

They terminated her contract after receiving the penalty fee, and the few remaining staff members pulled all-nighters reworking the debut song to barely make the debut.

Not only did they have to mentally prepare the members again, but they also had to discard the virtual character they had received from a famous Japanese illustrator and even finished rigging.

There was also an incident where an overworked Ari accidentally announced the debut members as five, but since she was the one who discovered the problematic posts on that member’s ancient Twitter account from lives ago, preventing a bigger disaster, they couldn’t say anything.

“This time will be tough too.”

So this time, they planned to have them live together, send them on a trip with a manager to loosen them up and probe their thoughts, and even conduct surprise phone checks to thoroughly verify their ideologies.

Thorough background checks during the debut preparation period were a given.

Do you know why Kim Kanghyun is called the ‘Feminist Slayer’?

Because he literally cut off anyone who showed even a hint of it.

He was actually someone who didn’t hold much resentment towards that particular ideology.

He was too busy working towards his own dream to care.

But if it stood in the way of his dream, he had no choice.

He believed the most important quality for a VTuber was ‘cultivating obsessive fans’, the ability to train incoming fans until they lost their minds.

Although he couldn’t confirm if they had that ability until they actually started broadcasting, his principle was to at least set up a minimum filter.

To give a simple example, what would happen if a VTuber, who needs to treat fans like boyfriends, held such ideologies?

No matter how much they try to hide it, it will eventually show, and the problem will surface someday.

When that happens, it doesn’t end with just expelling that member; the entire group falls into stagnation.

Countless small and medium-sized VTuber groups have collapsed this way or lost their momentum for growth altogether.

Therefore, he remained vigilant until the very debut, thoroughly excluding them. 

Naturally, the furious dropouts exposed his thorough background checks and ideology verification on female-dominated online communities, spreading it in the shadows. 

However, it led to the ironic situation where VTuber otakus were actually proud of it.

“Let me tell you. Huh? When other groups had feminist issues blow up, we thoroughly kicked them out. Huh? When other groups had red pills exposed, we prepared in advance and picked good-looking ones. Huh? When other groups had boyfriend scandals, we exclusively hired female staff, managed the members, and didn’t even give them a chance. Huh? Ma, I did it all!”

“Boss… you sound like an old man.”

Anyway, the man named Kim Kanghyun, famous among streamers for being generous, affectionate, and good-natured, was also a man who knew how to be ruthless for the sake of his dream.



“Ten eggs… for 5,000 won…?”

On my way home, I stopped by the supermarket to buy some food and was utterly shocked.

Seriously, why does a carton of 10 eggs, each the size of a quail egg, cost 5,000 won?

“Are these dinosaur eggs or something…?”

Since I took the subway back as well, the money left in my possession is exactly 6,220 won.

If I buy these tiny eggs, I won’t be able to do anything else.

A mere few hundred won is far too little to do anything in South Korea.

“Still, there’s nothing quite like eggs…”

When I rummaged through the studio apartment after waking up in this body, I did see rice and seasonings.

Humans are creatures that can survive for weeks with just rice and eggs.

Boil eggs with chopped green onions, and you get egg drop soup. Scramble them, and you get scrambled eggs.

With effort, you can make omelets and rolled omelets.

Fry an egg, drizzle soy sauce, and eat it with rice (gan-gye-bap), eliminating the need for side dishes. You can even simmer them in soy sauce to make braised eggs (jangjorim).

Since it’s an ingredient allowing for such a diverse repertoire of dishes, it can be considered quite cost-effective for someone living alone.

But thinking about the future where my bank account holds less than a thousand won after buying this brings an undeniable sense of fear.

“Ri-right. Let’s just close my eyes and buy it…!”

They said I’d get a call within a month if I passed, so I just need to hold out until then.

After that, I’d enter group lodging, and they said they’d provide a small amount for transportation and food expenses.

It reminds me of the reserve forces compensation pay, but hearing they’d give it felt good.

“Alright.”

For now, I’ll survive on rice and eggs for two weeks and look for simple ways to earn money…!

Beep beep beep beep. Bee- Bee- Bee- Bee-

“Ah.”

Come to think of it, I don’t know the passcode for this apartment’s door lock.

I was so preoccupied with the interview that I didn’t even look for a house key before leaving, so right now, there’s no way for me to get inside.

“Ha…”

All the strength drains from my body.

Engulfed in emptiness, I hang my head low and see the carton of 10 eggs in my hand.

…To become such a beggar overnight.

Still, in my previous body, I worked hard at part-time jobs and saved up some money.

There’s no way to retrieve that money either.

But what on earth was the owner of this body, Woo Seowoo, thinking, living like this?

Did she perhaps attempt suicide?

Like in novels, did my soul, coincidentally wandering nearby, possess the body of a girl who killed herself?

Anyway, since I couldn’t sleep on the streets, I opened the budget phone and called the number listed as ‘Landlord’ among the few contacts.

“Hello. Um… This is Woo Seowoo from unit 203…”

“– Ah, student from 203! I was waiting for you to call!”

“…Yes?”

“– Well, the student suddenly paid two months’ rent at once. It really surprised me, you know?”

“Ye……s?”

What the heck.

Was this the reason there was no money in the account?

What, did she plan to die if she failed the interview after paying the rent in advance?

“– Anyway, why the sudden call? Is something wrong?”

“Ah… I forgot the door lock passcode… I lost the key too…”

“– Aigoo… What will you do if you’re already like this at such a young age? Hold on, where are my car keys…”

“…Thank you.”

“– Don’t mention it. Just wait a bit, okay?”

Fortunately, the landlord seemed kind and was coming right away.

My previous body’s landlord was a certified lunatic; Woo Seowoo seems quite lucky.

…Is she really lucky, though?

“I don’t know.”

As the tension from the interview eased, reality slowly began to sink in.

My mind is a mess.

I can’t comprehend how things ended up like this.

I don’t understand Woo Seowoo’s situation, and I have even less idea why I suddenly ended up in this body.

I couldn’t even grasp what exactly had happened.

“Ha… Sh*t. Life as a mod just slaving away and simping for Haruka wasn’t so bad.”

Of course, I did the crazy thing of going to an interview because I wanted to meet that Haruka, but I never thought about wanting to become a woman like this, nor did I wish for it.

The more complex my thoughts become, the more disjointed fragments of imagination surface, churning inside my head.

It feels unpleasant, like the God of Mischief tossed me into this body and is now contemplating how to cook me up.

Right. Just like how I’m pondering how to eat with this quail-egg-sized egg for two weeks.

“Ah, it’s complicated.”

I shook my head roughly.

Just as this body felt unfamiliar, my mind was also a mess.

Actions that felt natural in my original body now feel only awkward.

Even turning my head feels foreign.

Every time the long, soft black hair visible in the corner of my eye brushes against my neck, I feel an awkward sensation.

This feeling that nothing is mine, I want to escape it quickly.

I haven’t even fully adapted to the body yet, and right now, I don’t want to think about anything.

“I miss Haruka…”

Come to think of it, I’ve missed a whole month of the members’ broadcasts, including Haruka’s.

Just catching up on all the cold, leftover VODs would probably take days, wouldn’t it?

Right. That should be enough time to clear this chaotic mind.

There won’t be any problems. Yep.




  Chapter 6: I’ll put your drawing skills to good use.
Korean VTubers are quite different from mainland Japanese VTubers.

The mainland is characterized by features represented by gachikoi, RP (Roleplay), and persona.

Simply put, it means creating a virtual character (RP), performing method acting (persona), and engaging in romance with fans (gachikoi).

Although recently there’s a trend towards becoming lighter even on the mainland, the existing core structure is generally maintained, so it can be seen as the identity of VTubers.

While there are certainly Korean VTubers who follow this basic framework of mainland VTubers, Korea was generally slower to adopt VTubers, the inherent nature of the internet broadcasting scene itself is strong, and resistance was also quite significant, so there are many different aspects.

To put it simply, if Japan is closer to a virtual character actually debuting with the person inside acting, Korea has a strong tendency for the person inside to simply borrow the avatar (*virtual character) to broadcast.

Therefore, most VTubers seen domestically are, in fact, mainstream unorthodox VTubers whose identity is closer to Dullahan, just wearing a VTuber skin.

Honestly, seeing things like that,

“This kind of thing is a VTuber…?”

The words just come out.

Though this is the reality of the Korean VTuber evaluation.

It’s hard to pinpoint the exact reasons why these things happen.

But if I had to pick one, I believe the fact that the pie VTubers can build independently is overwhelmingly smaller compared to Japan holds the largest weight.

In Japan, VTubers can sufficiently self-regulate even while collaborating internally and externally, but that’s not possible in Korea.

It means that no matter how much of a VTuber you are, you’ll fall behind if you don’t interact with other broadcasters.

Well, if there were a company in Korea with the scale and viewer base capable of self-regulation, like, for example, Hololive, the story might have been different.

“In my opinion, that’s why Kanghyun-hyung seems to want to keep releasing new generations, not just the 2nd gen…”

No Rainbow would be unaware that this 2nd generation debut announcement isn’t the end.

From some point on, he continuously sent signals through the manager that he would keep increasing the generations.

Actually, Kim Kanghyun initially took a lot of flak from the 1st generation Crystal fandom.

The reason, again, was interacting with other ‘normie’ broadcasters, an element that inevitably made the unicorn VTuber otakus cough up blood.

[Why do I have to watch our idols kiss up to those normie b*stards?]

Honestly, seeing them go on external collabs and talk with normie streamers makes it seem like they can’t escape the Korean VTuber stereotype either.
Would it kill them to just do internal collabs;
Do they have to act like non-virgins?
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At the time, troll posts like this appeared in the gallery almost daily, but even some fans got swept up, terrorizing not only the collaborating streamers but also the company’s email.

It’s a comedy from afar, but this is the true face of the creatures known as VTuber otakus.

Of course, I didn’t do that. Yep.

Back then, I was scanning barcodes at the convenience store to hand out burgers to the pissed-off gallery members while continuing the war against trolls…

Anyway, Kim Kanghyun, who sought collusion with the trends to survive in the Korean internet broadcasting scene, seemed to want to create a Korean version of Hololive after getting burned badly back then.

But perhaps his initial strategy wasn’t entirely wrong?

Indeed, the period when Bellus was most active in external activities and participated in large collaborations was their peak.

His belief that there’s a Korean way of survival in Korea was definitely correct.

Even the mainland doesn’t completely avoid external collabs or interactions with male internet personalities.

But perhaps he also thinks that if he could create a mega-virtual group in Korea capable of functioning solely through internal collaborations due to the self-regulation of numerous generations, the merit would be even greater…

Since the mainland VTuber scene grew that way, it’s Kim Kanghyun’s grand plan to benchmark them and build a huge VTuber pie in Korea… or so I speculate.

Anyway, the reason I’m saying this is because, again, I can hear a normie’s voice on my wife Haruka’s broadcast.

Ugh… My horns are breaking…

“– So the 2nd generation is really debuting? Official?”

“– It’s official, but I can’t say more than this.”

It feels like discovering the stockings of the innocent female lead from Architecture 101 in a close senior’s apartment… just kidding, that normie is the administrator of our Bellus’s private Minecraft server.

That person, who also managed large servers held several times on Twitch and AfreecaTV, is a great figure who thankfully created a healing Minecraft server for our kids.

So just because she’s talking with a normie,


	
So jealous





There’s no reason to type such low-level chat messages!

Tap tap tap… So… jealous… Enter.

Hehe.

“– Oh~ So Haruka-nim is a senior now too?”

“– Eh? Is that so~? Maybe I’m kinda cool?”

“– Hahahahaha!”

Dammit, don’t laugh so heartily in front of Haruka with that deep, handsome ikemen voice. So jealous!

Are you trying to kill me twice when I can only make sounds like a snot-nosed kid now?

Growl-

“Heung…”

Anyway, maybe because I haven’t been eating properly, I’m starving like crazy.

The little money I had in my account was almost all spent on the subway fare on the interview day. Now, I’m barely surviving on rice mixed with water during the day and soy sauce egg rice in the evening, along with the 10 eggs I bought when trudging home.

I scrapped the initial ideas of braised eggs or rolled omelets.

Come to think of it, even eating one egg a day wouldn’t be enough.

Thankfully, my stomach is small, following this tiny body.

Or is it just fuel-efficient?

Anyway, I get full quickly even with a little food, so I’m somehow managing, but at this rate, I’ll starve to death waiting for the interview results announcement.

I tried to get a job scanning barcodes at Coupang or a logistics center, but they wouldn’t accept me, maybe because there were no openings, and other monthly-paid part-time jobs pay too late.

“In that case, perhaps…”

I turned my gaze away from Haruka’s broadcast screen, which was switching to the ending chat as the time approached.

Haruka’s miniature character eating cheesecake on a small coffee cup was so cute I wanted to stare at it all day, but I held back.

It’s already been almost two weeks since I started watching the members’ backlogged VODs, focusing mainly on Haruka’s broadcasts like this all day.

Now, I really have to do something.

The rice is about to run out too…!

Clutching my aching stomach, I lowered my gaze, and below the monitor, diagonally, I saw the display tablet.

Honestly, I was so hungry I considered selling it, but I haven’t fallen so low as to sell off this girl’s hand-worn belongings, which might as well be her mementos.

Should I turn it on first?

Turning on the screen revealed the familiar monitor background: Haruka’s birthday concert poster.

After gently caressing the monitor, I briefly minimized Haruka’s broadcast and opened the illustration tool installed on the desktop.

Thankfully, perhaps because ‘remember ID’ was checked, the ID was displayed. I quickly jotted it down and somehow found and wrote down the password too.

And now, the moment of truth.

I learned the basics of using the tool by watching YouTube videos, but now that I’m about to start, it feels awkward.

However, after momentarily losing focus and regaining it, a reasonably sized canvas had been created, and my left hand was positioned precisely over the shortcut keys.

“A ghost…?”

Startled for a moment, I looked around with wide eyes, but as expected, only the dust of the rather old studio apartment was visible.

If Woo Seowoo isn’t coming back to reclaim this body, is this that ‘muscle memory’ thing or something?

I couldn’t understand it at all, but since coming into this body was a supernatural phenomenon in the first place, I just accepted it.

First, pushing away distracting thoughts, I picked up the pen and drew a line on the layer.

If the body remembers, it should be different, right?

“Um…”

The first line drawn was irregular and awkward, as if an earthquake had occurred.

Taking a deep breath, I focused again and drew.

This time, I was surprised. A truly clean straight line appeared on the screen.

“Wow.”

So you can draw such a perfect straight line even on a screen.

But that wasn’t the only important thing.

There’s definitely something there.

I don’t believe in the occult or gods at all, but at this point, I felt I had to admit it.

It seemed I could now use the talent of this body’s original owner, Woo Seowoo.

It’s a truly unexpected ability.

Alright. Then let’s work on it like this.

The first drawing is the scene that comes to mind first. The pen pressure is perfectly calibrated to me, so let’s not touch the settings and just trace the line art.

Wait, what’s pen pressure?

“……!”

Contrary to my silent screams, my hand began to realize what I was imagining with surprising naturalness.

First, it drew the human figure model to establish the basic skeleton, then quickly sketched out the background lines.

Opening a new layer, it started the line art. The lines flowed smoothly, gradually taking shape.

Adding another layer and laying down the base colors overall, the entire mood of the picture began to emerge just from this.

Sky-blue hair resembling the blue sky, tied up high in a ponytail.

Confident eyes and jewel-like blue pupils matching the hair color were drawn, and a choker was placed around the porcelain-white, smooth neck.

After coloring the luxurious off-the-shoulder dress she always wore, which daringly revealed her clean skin, her fan character, the yellow canary ornament, was added to her head.

Then, the background was colored, and the screen was briefly zoomed out using shortcuts to check the overall balance.

“Th-this… I drew this?”

However, contrary to my inner thoughts, my hand moved the pen relentlessly, as if saying it was still far from finished.

Add a multiply layer, lay down shadows, then use special layers again to express light.

Matching the concert venue setting, dark but bright where the lights hit, and overall cool tones.

Unifying the overall color scheme with cool colors, speed was increased using the airbrush and lasso tool.

‘No, what the hell is that, you otaku.’

I was confused, but paradoxically, I was immersed.

The more I understood the movements my body remembered with my head, the higher the quality of the drawing became.

Shadows drawn with the multiply layer filled the areas untouched by light.

Then, raising the layer again, reflected light and the background drawn so far were finalized, and the layers were merged.

Finally, through correction work, the overall proportions were adjusted, and the lines were cleaned up.

Don’t know what I’m talking about? It’s okay. I don’t really know yet either.

It just… works.

It feels like I’m dreaming.

“Wow, wow. Wooooow……”

The cheering crowd and frantically waving lightsticks.

Haruka, standing before them, holding her in-ear monitor, smiling brightly and singing.

‘To the Kanaris who always supported me… and the Rainbows who came to my concert, thank you so much! Thanks to you, I was able to hold this concert… Today really feels like a dream. I’ve gained the strength to work even harder! I’ll work hard and definitely hold a group concert with the members next time!
Okay, the next song is the original song I’ll be releasing this time! I believe you’ll like it… So, so please, stay with me in this moment just a little longer…! I love you all…!!”

That scene from that concert I saw sometime ago comes back vividly.

I felt like crying.

“Wow, f*cking crazy.”

Ego-strong body owner.

You were an amazing friend, huh?

Alright. I don’t know why you didn’t take commissions, but I need to earn some money to survive.

“I’ll put your drawing skills to good use. Hic“

Whether it’s possession or body snatching, I don’t know, but for now, I’m the owner of this body.

And I was originally the type who found it frustrating when characters in novels held back out of respect for the original body owner or whatever.

If it’s useful, you should use it all.

Besides, I paid my respects to Woo Seowoo by diligently participating in the interview she applied for, and if I pass, I’ll repay her further by working diligently to debut as best as possible.

Since Woo Seowoo also seemed to be an ardent fan of Haruka, wouldn’t she like it if I became close friends with Haruka in this body and did some safe baby-making girl-love heart-pounding stuff?

Growl-

“Heung.”

Right. Those who need to live must live.

Come to think of it, I stayed up all night drawing without eating while hungry.

Haruka’s broadcast ended long ago.

I thought it would take just a few hours, but illustrations take much longer than expected.

Well, if illustrations could be completed with little effort, AI wouldn’t be so hot right now.

Maybe it finished quickly this time because I was immersed as if possessed?

To maintain focus without breaks in between, it seemed I’d need to allocate around two to three days leeway to draw something of similar quality.

Anyway, I decided to think about commissions after getting some sleep and yawned while cracking the last remaining egg.



(Featured)[Super Pretty Concert Haruka.jpg]

(Haruka drawn by Woo Seowoo)
Grabbed from the fan cafe
It’s been a while since I saw this person’s art, still so f*cking good ㄷㄷ
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Thus, the flawed commission post uploaded by Woo Seowoo, who had never even seen a commission before, unexpectedly gained popularity due to its insanely cheap prices, far below the market rate.

Woo Seowoo’s Twitter DMs exploded.




  Chapter 7: Please… let there be no members among the passers this time…!
When I woke up and checked the number of messages on my Twitter account, my blood ran cold.

Because I thought I had made a mistake.

Could it be that I shouldn’t take commissions while using my oshi mark? I wondered, but that wasn’t it; it was simply that a whopping 15 people had requested commissions from me.

The account Woo Seowoo originally ran was a fan art account, so it seemed to have quite a few followers, giving it good visibility.

“…Crazy, if I charge 50,000 won per person, that’s 750,000 won.”

No matter how much of a part-time mod hero I was, single-handedly blocking the incomprehensible giant army of mentally ill invaders on the fan gallery, this hit hard.

But, as expected, I didn’t accept them all.

I’ll just earn enough to live on for the time being.

If I pass the interview, I’ll enter group lodging, and if I fail, I can just take commissions again then.

Normally, I would worry, “What will I do to survive if I fail…?” but with this talent, the current me is invincible.

It’s a brilliant talent I never had in my previous body; it would be a huge waste not to use it.

‘Am I… a little disgusting?’

Still, no one knows that a community-dwelling, basement-living, convenience-store-working, sexually-harassing VTuber otaku lives inside Woo Seowoo’s body. Yep.

Anyway, both Woo Seowoo and I like Haruka, so nothing changes.

Right. That’s all that matters.

Letting out a slightly self-deprecating smile, I forced the last bowl of rice mixed with water into my mouth.

“Mmm… I won’t eat rice for a while now.”

I received the commission fees as upfront payments, so tonight I’ll order delivery.

Hmm. Should I order a hamburger?

Come to think of it, I only handed them out to calm down the angry folks; I rarely ate them myself.

…Let’s not think about it further.

Skimming through the messages, I accepted commissions on a first-come, first-served basis and politely declined the requests from others.

If, by some chance, I really do debut, there’s a 99 percent chance this account will be exposed, so I shouldn’t do anything that could cause trouble, right?

Anyway, I finished the meal-that-wasn’t-a-meal, chewing the tasteless rice as long as possible to feel full, did the dishes simply, and threw myself into the chair.

The chair, the only decent thing in this old house, accepted my light body without much trouble. Lightly kicking the floor, I spun around, and the tablet came into view.

This is my treasure now.

With a proud gaze, I cupped my chin and looked at the precious tablet.

“You’re pretty today too.”

Meeting Haruka’s smile displayed on the tablet, I smiled back and gently stroked the screen with my hand.

“I hope I passed.”

Besides the chance to see her in person, there was also something I wanted to ask.

For that, pretending to be a VTuber was nothing, so I’m just waiting to debut.

Well, anyway, right now I need to earn money for food, so it’s time to work.

First, I plan to accept and draw about three commissions over the week.

I think I could manage up to seven if I really push myself, but if I fail to meet the deadline or the quality drops because of it, I’ll be the only one losing out, so I should be conservative.

‘Hmm… If I ever take commissions again, maybe I should use an open chat.’

As far as I know, the number of chat rooms is limited, so it would be easier to accept requests on a first-come, first-served basis.

Okay. I’ve decided.

It’s an assumption I really don’t want to think about, but.
If I fail, I’ll build recognition through commissions and then debut as an illustrator.

I’ll become the best illustrator in Korea and be in charge of Haruka’s original song illustrations.

Although I won’t be able to see her in person, working with her is something I couldn’t even dare to dream of before.

Woo Seowoo, who gave me this precious opportunity, was also a Kanari, a fan of Haruka, so she would surely like it.

“Wouldn’t she?”

Today too, the old studio apartment returned only an empty answer.



“Finally…! At last…!”

The numerous applicant documents spread messily before him didn’t particularly matter.

After all, the interview passers had already been selected.

Ten people survived the interview.

Now, for two weeks, these ten applicants, under the guise of VTuber training, would live and eat at the company, acquiring the necessary skills for their activities one by one, and be evaluated in real-time.

A manager would constantly be attached to monitor them, weeding out any hidden ‘stones’ that hadn’t been picked out yet, and any dropouts would be mercilessly kicked out.

No, honestly, the VTuber training was just an excuse; it was simply about spending two weeks together to check their character.

If you roll around together for two weeks, someone is bound to show a flaw.

Anyway, the target number was six members.

Even if no particular problems were apparent, four people had to be dropped unconditionally.

For this, Ari had finished handing over duties to a newly hired manager and needed to complete the mental care for the new manager before they potentially quit.

And the members who still had tasks that could only be done at the headquarters, such as official content preparation or recording, would also be barred from entry for two weeks once they hastily finished their remaining work.

The same applied to other employees.

For the time being, everyone except a few essential employees at the headquarters and some trusted trainers brought in from outside under non-disclosure agreements would be effectively unemployed.

Although, of course, they would continue working from home and receive their salaries.

In other words, starting about a week later, the headquarters would firmly close its doors for two weeks.

“Manager-nim. Please send emails to the successful applicants right now. If there’s no reply by tomorrow morning, give them a call once, and if they still don’t answer, just contact the backup candidates in order.”

“Yeees…”

Ari, feeling like her workload hadn’t decreased even after finishing the handover, nodded weakly.

Actually, since there were fewer than 10 employees, including the CEO and herself as manager, it was unavoidable.

Still, once this task was completed, she would be going on a short vacation before the group lodging period began, so she managed to muster some strength.

‘The pay is good, and I can hang out with the members…!’

Her biggest motivations were money and fan devotion.

And before her, a woman with high twin tails, puffing her cheeks sullenly while sitting with her legs crossed, opened her mouth.

“So, is it over now? I was bored to death waiting.”

“Kohaku…”

Kim Kanghyun sighed, pressing his forehead.
Come to think of it, she was here too.

‘If your recording is done, hurry home and rest.’

Kim Kanghyun couldn’t understand why this kid, who already takes one day off per week, came in for recording on her day off and was still hanging around even after finishing work.

The members of this virtual group he created, Bellus, were too much workaholics, which was actually troublesome.

However, Kohaku, one of the members of Bellus 1st Generation, Crystal, and famous for being the most energetic weirdo, smoothed her deeply furrowed brow as if oblivious to his circumstances and shouted.

“Alright! Ari-ping! Let’s go eat Malatang now!”
(TL Note: ‘-ping’ is a cute suffix sometimes attached to names.)

“Haah…”

That damn Malatang-obsessed woman.

The manager probably just wants to finish work quickly and go on vacation, what is she trying to tempt her with?
Besides, the boss gave her work, where does she think she’s going?

“Malatang?!”

But the other Malatang… no, the Malatang demon’s eyes sparkled, and she clenched her fists, looking at him with desperate eyes.

Kim Kanghyun let out a sigh.

‘My wife also asked me to buy Malatang and soju on my way home today. With lots of bok choy.’

Perhaps the female species was actually created just to eat Malatang.

He hated himself from a week ago for casually promising to buy it every day on his way home just to save on delivery fees.

‘I really didn’t think she’d ask me to buy it every single day.’

“Yes… Go ahead. But you have to finish sending all the emails while working overtime before leaving.”

“Yaaay~!”

The two Malatang demons cheered like that, held hands, and left the office.

‘I was going to let her leave on time today if she finished work quickly, but oh well.’

The exploitative boss shook his head.

But being a man full of affection, known as a respected big brother figure among many streamers, he hesitated for a moment, then left a message for the manager before opening the company email account.

***

Kim Kanghyun – [Just go home today]
Kim Kanghyun – [Come in tomorrow, contact the passers who haven’t replied, and once everything’s done, go straight on vacation ㄱㄱ] (TL Note: ㄱㄱ means ‘go go’, basically ‘do it’)

KakaoTalk notification

Ari Manager – [Wow]
Ari Manager – [Really?]
Ari Manager – [Boss, you’re the best! (Hachuping giving a thumbs up)]
(TL Note: Hachuping is likely a character from an emoticon set.)

***

He chuckled, put down his smartphone, and began checking the passers’ documents and composing the emails.
He intended to double-check before sending.

First, interview number 12.

“Two previous lives, no particular controversies during those times.”

Her broadcast concepts in previous lives were all ‘menhera’ (mentally unstable), but when met in person, she was quite bright and sociable.
(TL Note: Menhera is Japanese slang for someone with mental health issues, often used as a character archetype.)

Perhaps she had a strange obsession that menhera always works for VTubers. If this part could be fixed and her true personality revealed, her potential could explode. If chosen, she would likely become the mascot of the 2nd generation.

However, despite two previous lives, her broadcasting experience is too short.

It’s proof that she has no grasp of VTubing, and question marks hovered over her broadcasting ability and singing skills.

Next, number 157.

“An Utaite* background…”
(*TL Note: Utaite refers to people who cover existing songs, often Vocaloid or anime songs, and post them online.)

While she had recently been making a name for herself in the Utaite scene and the quality of her works was very good, her live performance was surprisingly disappointing when heard. However, since she shows strength in cover song production, if she debuts, synergy with other members during song production could be expected.

Her live skills can also be improved through a trainer, so it needs a long-term perspective.

And her personality is loud.

Kim Kanghyun felt like his ears were going to burst during her interview.

But this needs to be seen on broadcast.

Some people are loud in real life but clam up once the broadcast starts.

Next, number 168.

“This one has a whopping 12 previous lives, but she’s trustworthy.”

Her age wasn’t young, but she would be that much more desperate.
And she was very calm and composed, speaking logically and articulately.

Truthfully, kids who jump headfirst into this internet broadcasting scene often lack social experience and tend to cause trouble, but if this one gets picked, she’s worthy of being a reliable leader who holds the center.

With no controversies during those many previous lives, her character seems decent, and she has broadcasting know-how.

And she also comes from an Utaite background. A quite famous one at that.
Four of her previous lives were also Utaite activities.

She’s the most favored passer, a candidate he had kept in his jewel box and personally offered a spot, leading her to participate in the interview.

Next, number 170.

“An applicant from Japan.”

A typical case where interest in Korea developed through a love for K-pop, leading to learning Korean.

She debuted once in Japan, and although she had decent activities as an indie VTuber with a considerable scale, it’s unknown why she came here, but she applied nonetheless.

Looking up her previous life videos, she showed not only K-pop interest but also otaku tendencies, which wasn’t bad.
Most applicants, being VTuber hopefuls or having past experience, are knowledgeable about subculture, but this one is the real deal.

Actually, in the Korean VTuber scene, being Japanese is practically a cheat code, so if she had no personality issues, she would have been picked immediately.

Though, of course, she needs to be observed.

Next, number 329.

“A peculiar kid from the Kanari fandom.”

As an ardent fan of Haruka, she leads the pack in terms of affection for the group.

If the two become close, they could be pushed for a ‘teetee’* vibe.
(*TL Note: Teetee comes from the Japanese word ‘toutoi’, meaning precious or sacred, used in VTuber contexts to describe heartwarming or wholesome interactions between members.)

And her drawing skills are good, and most importantly, her ideology was so perfect it felt like a 20-something man was inside her.

Another strength is her expressive face, meaning she’s likely to take well to facial tracking*.
(*TL Note: Facial tracking technology captures a person’s expressions for the avatar.)

And she’s the most unique among those seen in the interview, standing out in a slightly different way.

Her thoughts were really transparent on her face.

‘For some reason, she seemed quite dissatisfied with me.’

And number 344.

“Came from next door.”

Came over from AfreecaTV, a former idol trainee who sings and dances very well.

Over there, she ran a typical female streamer ‘yeocam’ room before applying. If her skills haven’t rusted, she’s talent worthy of being the 2nd generation center when a 3D concert is held.

However, if her previous life gets exposed, it could be a bit troublesome.

Not because she did anything strange, but the perception on this platform is a bit different.

And her broadcasting ability has many question marks.

Someone who twerked while spinning a roulette wheel suddenly comes wanting to be a VTuber? She was picked because her other abilities were outstanding, but it was very 불안하다 (buranhada – anxious/uncertain).

“And the rest.”

It might seem cold, but the remaining 4 passers didn’t particularly stand out.

They were essentially insurance, selected in case dropouts occurred among the best 6.

They were chosen solely because they seemed to have no major disqualifying factors, but seeing only 10 remain made him feel that this field wasn’t easy either.

“Phew… I can’t stand this job either.”

Kim Kanghyun felt a discomfort in a corner of his heart, but since it was a process he had to go through every time he recruited a new generation, he decided to adapt as much as possible.

Still, you never know.

Who knows if a hidden gem, undiscovered during the document screening and interview, might suddenly shine on its own?

For now, he planned for 6 members to match the 4 from the 1st generation, but it could always change flexibly.

If there was too little talent, he could pick fewer, and if there was abundant talent, he could pick more.

“Please, please… let my judgment not be wrong.”

Even after sending the emails to the successful applicants, Kim Kanghyun sat still in his seat for a while, praying.

‘Please let there be no passers this time who have spouted misandrist posts on Twitter, or are members of female-dominated underground sites, or did R-rated broadcasts in a past life we haven’t discovered yet, or caused trouble in other groups and got kicked out, or own a certain book by someone born in a certain year, or are DCInside members…!’
(TL Note: “DCInside members” likely refers to users of specific controversial galleries on that site.)

If, this time too, someone gets caught a week before debut causing a fiasco, he was prepared to piss himself right there on the spot.

However, contrary to his desperate prayers, passer number 329, chosen as one of the top 6, was none other than the esteemed part-time moderator of the ‘Bellus Gallery’ and the guardian deity who single-handedly blocked a million trolls – a figure of glorious renown.




  Chapter 8: Is the Manager a Pig?
A week passed after I started taking commissions.

As if harboring resentment for not being able to eat well before, I ordered delivery food to my heart’s content. When I bought a Mom’s Touch burger for myself, the same kind I always handed out to the gallery folks, and put it in my mouth, I actually shed a few tears.

Also, the people who commissioned me were so thankful they showered me with gifticons, turning me into a gifticon millionaire.

I worried about when I could possibly use them all, but it’s in my nature not to refuse things offered…

They were all kind people. Thanks to them, this small body could eat its fill.

“Mmm~ Delicious.”

I exclaimed in admiration, scooping up a big mouthful of gukbap from the delivery container topped with kkakdugi and chewing thoroughly.

It seems this gukbap place is a winner.

Seasoning it moderately with saeujeot and adding buchu, it was so good that the three great delicacies seemed unnecessary.

I almost freaked out when gaji muchim came as a side dish, but the other side dish, kkakdugi, had a deep, homemade taste, so maybe I’ll put some effort into the review event comment.

I lifted the gaji muchim with my chopsticks and stared intently at it.

A strangely colored food that looked both plump and mushy.

The slimy flesh clinging to the purplish surface looked like some kind of devil’s phlegm.

“Ugh…”

Just looking at it completely kills my appetite.

I remember seeing some guy hyping up a place claiming their gaji muchim was so good you didn’t need meat separately while browsing the gallery back then, but does that even make sense?

Eggplant should be grilled or fried. It’s already a watery ingredient; how could it be tasty when simply seasoned and mixed?

Looking at this body, one could easily imagine a scene of a child tearfully forcing down the eggplant their parents placed on their rice, urging them to chew it well, but I am a respectable adult who can freely exercise picky eating.

Eating well now won’t make me grow taller or anything, so I coolly tossed it into the food waste bin.

Anyway, as I was finishing up a hearty meal like that and busily working on commissions, a call came from the Bellus company number I saw in the email before.

I’m nervous. My mouth, which had been watering earlier while thinking about what delicious food to eat while watching broadcasts tonight, went completely dry.

Did I pass or fail?

The reaction during the interview didn’t seem bad, so maybe I can get my hopes up…

Come to think of it, I saw online that they don’t even call if you fail, so perhaps…?

“Hello?”

「Hello~? Ah! Hello! This is Ari, the manager of the virtual idol group Bellus! Is this Woo Seowoo-nim’s number?」

“Huk, Ari-nim.”

「It’s been a while! You’ve been well, right?」

Unlike my own kid-like voice, hers was bouncy, bright, and cute.

The tension that made me clench my tiny fists tightly loosened at the voice of Ari, the Bellus manager, who is treated practically as a 1.5 generation member among Rainbows, with many saying she would have definitely succeeded if she had debuted as a VTuber.

She really is a harmless creature.

She would have been popular if she debuted as a VTuber.

Actually, the Rainbows wondered too.

Why she was working as a manager instead of becoming a VTuber.

Anyway, the fact that she, treated as another idol by the Rainbows, called me… If it had been her personal number instead of the company number, I would have saved it and enshrined this sluggish budget phone as a family heirloom. What a shame.

「You received the acceptance email but seemed to have missed it, so I called. If you hadn’t answered the phone either, you would have been out without exception, you know?」

“Huuhhk.”

So there was that behind-the-scenes story. As expected, it was a scary black company.

I patted my sinking chest, my hand catching on the small mound, making me flinch.

It was true that women don’t wear bras at home.

Even though they’re tiny like gumdrops, it’s incredibly uncomfortable.

“Th-then… Does that mean I passed?”

「Yeees~ You passed the interview. Just pack your things and come to the headquarters by the date written in the email. The list of items you can bring and precautions are also written there, so make sure to read it carefully, okay?」

“Kyaaaaaaak!”

「Ehehehe, I’m glad you seem happy. But don’t let your guard down until your debut is confirmed, okay? Our CEO is really merciless.」

I screamed like a little girl.

I felt like jumping up and down in place so excitedly that I might accidentally summon the downstairs neighbor, but honestly, it wasn’t worth such a feeble scream.

I just wanted to see Ari-nim’s reaction. That’s all.

“Yes! I know! Thank you!”

「Yep! Well then, I need to call the other applicants, so I’ll hang up now! Please be careful on your way to the headquarters~」

Ari-nim delivered her energetic greeting and hung up immediately.

As expected of a busy person… It’s a bit disappointing, but it can’t be helped.

Still, hearing Ari-nim’s healing voice made me feel like I could energetically draw again today.

After carefully reading the acceptance email and deciding what to pack, that is.



“Phew… All done.”

I packed lightly for the two-week group lodging.

Well, there wasn’t much to pack in Woo Seowoo’s house anyway. After gathering simple clothes, cute underwear, cosmetics, a hairdryer, and some basic medicine, there wasn’t much left to put in the bag.

“Ah, gotta pack towels!”

The creature known as woman really consumes a lot of towels.

When I was a guy, I just divided sections and wiped everything down, but that doesn’t work now.

And since I now possess a woman’s body, I wondered if I should shave and considered packing a razor, but strangely, this body doesn’t grow hair.

Anyway, after packing various things and leaving the house, I felt dizzy from the hot sun and immediately hailed a taxi.

I have lots of money now!

“That’ll be 21,400 won.”

“…What?”

That’s right.

No matter how much money I thought I had, it was just a little earned from commissions.

After ordering delivery food and even buying a travel suitcase, all I had left was 70,000 won and the gifticons. 

And this much remained only because, thankfully, this small and precious body didn’t require much food expense.

Out of that, over 20,000 won just disappeared, so it wouldn’t be particularly special for my tiny heart to shrink even further.

Calming my wildly pounding heart after the shock, I got out of the taxi. After getting help from the taxi driver uncle to unload the suitcase from the trunk and struggling towards the front of the headquarters, I saw a gyaru standing there with a large suitcase.

“What’s this.”

A gyaru.

A gyaru like you’d only see in Japanese manga.

Though not the type with a deep tan, just heavy makeup and a bombastic figure revealed unconcealably. Whether kuro gyaru or shiro gyaru, a gyaru is a gyaru.

Meeting a pretty gyaru girl straight out of a manga didn’t mean my socially awkward self could possibly talk to her. I tried to naturally pass by her, dragging my suitcase that was as big as my body.

No, how do you even talk to a gyaru, let alone a Japanese person?

It’s scary.

As I struggled past her, she, who had been looking up at the headquarters building for a while, opened her light pink lips.

“Is this Beruru-su’s headquarters?”
(TL Note: She mispronounces Bellus.)

“What?”

“Hm? Good morning/afternoon?”

Bellus?

Apparently, this genuine gyaru girl in front of me wasn’t just a tourist.

Well, it was strange for a tourist from Japan to be standing like that in Daegu, where there’s nothing to see in this heat exceeding 37 degrees Celsius.

“Hello?”

“Good morning/afternoon?”

I returned her greeting with a greeting, and she replied with another greeting.

She politely clasped her hands and bowed her head deeply, mismatching her gyaru appearance, making it hard to find fault.

Though I wouldn’t have said anything even if she were delinquent.

“Uh… Nice to meet you?”

“Nice to meet you?”

I knew it instantly.

This gyaru is definitely a 2nd generation applicant.

The mischief visible in her bright eyes showed she was absolutely not destined to be an ordinary person.

And since I too was not destined to be an ordinary person, but an outcast who’d be a mod in an online community, the current situation where the initiative in this awkward conversation seemed to be mine was terrifying.

I felt cold sweat trickling down my back.

Various words swirled in my head, but I couldn’t find anything specific to say and could only move my lips silently.

Argh, I should have tried talking to girls more.

Regretting the past that had already gone wouldn’t change anything, so I just bowed my head and entered the main entrance of the headquarters.

“Wait!”

“Et!”

As I opened the main door and went in, she urgently shouted and followed behind me.

Naturally, my tiny heart couldn’t withstand her sudden burst, and I startled, needing to calm my chest.

Wow, listen to that heartbeat.

This body, is it going to die young like this?

“Are you also a trainee?!”

“……Trainee?”

Well, since I’ll be lodging at the headquarters and undergoing some sort of training to become a VTuber, technically, it’s something similar to being a trainee.

When I nodded bewilderedly, she beamed and stuck close to my side.

She seemed to be quite the inssa.

My body instinctively tensed up at the encounter with a different species from me.

“I’m so glad! I was so lonely coming here alone.”

“I-I see.”

“I have no friends in Korea… I wanted to come with my friend from Japan. But my friend wanted to stay in Japan.”

“I… see.”

It was hard to keep up with her inssa energy.

As expected, to apply to a Korean VTuber company, not even the mainland, and come all alone, you probably need that level of friendliness.

“I want to see Manager-san. Manager-san was kind during the interview…”

“Ah…”

She seemed a bit scary at first because of the makeup, but she seemed surprisingly soft-hearted.

Right, leaving home like this, crossing over to the neighboring country, and taking on a challenge without even certainty of debuting wouldn’t be easy.

…Maybe engaging in conversation a bit wouldn’t be so bad.

“She called me this morning too. She even booked my train ticket.”

“Ah, Ari-nim is quite kind…”

“That’s right!”

“Um… So… According to the stories the 1st gen members told, back then Ari-nim…”

“Oh? You two have arrived?”

“Manager-san!”

Just as I was trying my best to respond to her conversation, I saw Ari-nim coming down the stairs.

And the gyaru girl immediately dashed over and hugged Ari-nim.

What the. Weren’t we just having a conversation and getting friendly?

I really mustered my courage…

“Huh? Why are you making a face like a puppy whose snack got stolen?”

“…It’s nothing.”

The puppy seems to be that gyaru.

I thought, glaring at the gyaru who was clinging to Ari-nim like a Golden Retriever wagging an invisible tail, but naturally, I couldn’t say it out loud.

Anyway, they seem quite close already. What happens if she gets eliminated?

“……”

I don’t know. I need to survive first.

I didn’t have a grand ambition to become a VTuber, but it’s hard to pass up the chance to see Haruka in person and broadcast with her.

If we become friends, I’ll ask her to hang out together for a 1 night 2 days trip…… Ehehe…

“The other applicants are already here, you know.”

“Neeh? Is watashi late?”

“No, everyone just moved quickly since they came from far away~”

“…Sokka.”

“What’s wrong?”

“I came from the farthest but arrived last. Watashi is a lazy buta (pig).”

“That chest certainly looks like a pig’s, though.”

“Manager-san’s is big too! Is Manager-san a pig?”

“…Your Korean is good?”

“? Yes! Watashi practiced a lot with K-dramas.”

I followed behind them, eavesdropping on their stand-up-comedy-like conversation.

This feels exactly like pretending to sleep with my head down in the classroom while listening to the inssas talk.

Plus, my legs are short, so chasing after the two of them taking large strides up two steps at a time was incredibly taxing.

How does Ari-nim, who has similar physical conditions to me, climb so comfortably?

My soft thighs vibrate like aspen leaves with every single step I take.

Clunk-

“Kek.”

Right. I was pulling a suitcase.

“Are you okay?!”

Ari-nim, who was ahead, quickly turned around, startled, came over, and helped lift my luggage.

She finally noticed me…

Anyway, following them up to the 2nd floor, just as Ari-nim said, 8 women who had arrived before us were sitting in their respective spots in a cafeteria-like area.

“……”

They’re all pretty… As I stared blankly, their gazes gathered on me.

Feeling my face flush, I lowered my head.

It was the first time I had received the gazes of so many women.

And each one of them clearly prettier than the average person… I really can’t look them straight in the eye.

Are they trying to create a virtual idol group here, or a real idol group?

“Good morning/afternoon!”

“……”

“Yes.”

“…Hello.”

However, the cheerful gyaru, unlike my shrunken self, greeted them with a broad smile. When only a few people acknowledged her with a slight nod, she froze on the spot.

Honestly, the atmosphere was quite murderous.

It didn’t feel like they particularly disliked each other, but it was a competitive situation nonetheless.

Only now did I realize my situation.

I have to be among at least the top 6 here to be able to film a sweet, close-up, outdoor date 1-night-2-days special with Haruka.

“Ah, the CEO just arrived. He’s coming this way.”

Ari-nim said with a smile, completely ignoring the seemingly murderous atmosphere, and went down the stairs.

Presumably to greet Kim Kanghyun.

“……Should we sit down for now?”

“…Hai.”

I led the gyaru, who looked thoroughly deflated, to an empty seat.

This girl seemed scary at first because of her makeup, but her actions are exactly like a large dog’s.

It wasn’t a nickname to give a girl, but anyway, she is taller than me.

As I cautiously observed the awkward atmosphere, Kim Kanghyun finally came up with Ari-nim. He smiled back as we hastily stood up to greet him, maintained his smile, and then suddenly said this:

“Thank you all for coming all this way… But first, I’ll tell you the rules you must follow for the next two weeks. From now on, we will never use our real names within the headquarters. This will be the same even after you debut. Sharing personal information such as real names, ages, places of residence, or phone numbers among yourselves is also prohibited. Simply put, don’t introduce yourselves by name. If you already have, it can’t be helped, but those who haven’t, do it after your debut is confirmed, if you must. The 1st generation, who might become your seniors, all went through this process, so if you have any complaints, you can leave now.”

“Huk.”

Don’t even exchange names?

No matter how much they are competitors, and even if those present don’t seem particularly friendly, they are people who have to live, eat, and rub shoulders together for two weeks.

It sounds a bit suggestive, but physically or psychologically, they have to clash.

But can they endure being here in this awkward state, not even knowing each other’s names?

Of course, people can become friends without knowing anything about each other, but for someone socially awkward like me, that’s too high a hurdle.

Isn’t this basically a declaration to leave now if you don’t have the confidence to be completely thick-skinned?

Well, based on my VTuber otaku experience, it probably means they’re observing whether we can adapt to the VTuber RP, but even if maintaining a VTuber RP is tough, isn’t this a bit too much from the start?

It feels like human dignity might vanish.

“……”

No, didn’t that man do something similar to the 1st generation too?

It’s amazing that our soft-hearted, affectionate, precious Haruka, whose heart is as delicate as Goryeo celadon, endured it.

Hmm.

Should I just report him to the police?




  Chapter 9: Gyaru who is kind to Butaku
What does RP mean to a VTuber?

RP stands for Role-Playing, literally acting out a role.

In VTuber terminology, it means a VTuber taking on the persona of a virtual character,

acting and speaking as if they truly are that character based on a set backstory.

This RP, which might seem cringey and unimportant at first glance, is actually considered somewhat essential,

even though its significance seems to be waning even in its homeland [Japan, implied].

It hasn’t disappeared entirely, making it a necessary element in a way.

RP serves several functions, a major one being that it can be the initial hook that draws VTuber fans into a stream.

For example, compare ‘A stream hosted by a nun with blonde hair and blue eyes‘.

Isn’t it much more intriguing if you add a backstory like, ‘A busty, blonde, blue-eyed nun, formerly part of the hero’s party, activated a divine teleport to escape just before being violated by the Demon King after their defeat, only to end up on 21st-century Earth. 

Now, she streams to gather divine power from her viewers to defeat the Demon King once more.’?

If this VTuber then says, ‘My body feels weak today, so I’ll draw divine power from my believers,’ and plays ASMR sounds, the VTuber fans would absolutely lose their minds.

They would respond with things like, ‘Ooooh… My divine power is being drained by the busty nun mommy! Heu-eung,’ and tune into the stream every day just to have their ‘divine power’ drained.

You could say it’s similar to how titles in other subculture genres are getting longer and longer to attract attention.

Rather than being ordinary, having something special is what baits VTuber fans into watching, immersing themselves, and thinking, ‘Ah, I’m a fan of such a special VTuber!’

This becomes the driving force for their passionate activity.

Once they establish themselves like that, even if the RP breaks down later, that itself can become a multi-faceted charm, creating its own narrative.

Even if the person inside (the performer playing the VTuber) suddenly has a moment of clarity and mutters something like ‘…So disgusting,’ the VTuber fan thinks, ‘The nun scorned me! Mommy..’

(TL Note: ‘Person inside’ refers to the actual performer behind the avatar).

They don’t interpret it as the performer finding them repulsive, but rather as a ‘reward from the nun,’ and they actually enjoy it.

This doesn’t really apply to part-time VTubers who are just casually earning tuition money before graduating* (*VTuber term for ending activities)

or those who were just Dullahans (streamers without avatars) before creating a character.

The problem is, most domestic VTubers tend to be like that…

Of course, if a VTuber is exceptionally talented and also beautiful in their real appearance (‘red pill’), then the previous points might not apply.

The 1st generation members are like that, after all.

In fact, even they honed their skills as VTubers through RP training,

so unless one is born with immense talent,

becoming a true VTuber—not just someone looking for quick cash—requires tremendous effort.

However, the 2nd generation candidates,

who are just starting to be selected,are still fledglings who haven’t even debuted,

no matter how extensive their past activities (‘reincarnations’) or how pretty their real appearance might be.

Most of them, regarding their past activities,

haven’t even done proper broadcasts in front of many viewers, let alone RP.

That’s why…



“From now on, within the company headquarters, we will absolutely not use real names.“

“That will remain the case even after you potentially debut, and sharing personal information like real names, ages, or where you live among yourselves is forbidden.”

“Simply put, don’t introduce yourselves using your real names.”

“If you already have, it can’t be helped, but for those who haven’t, wait until your debut is confirmed if you want to do it.”

“The 1st generation members, who might become your seniors, all went through this process, so if you have any complaints, you can leave now.”

Gasp



Kim Kanghyun, who had finished speaking and was observing them for a moment, turned his gaze towards the source of the sound and saw a cute woman with straight hair staring at him with an expression that seemed to say, ‘This guy seems crazy. Should I call the police?’

He suppressed the laugh that threatened to burst out, inappropriate for the serious situation.

He’d thought it since the interview; she was truly an expressive girl.



“…If you’ve gathered your thoughts, I will continue.”

“Starting today, you will live and train together for two weeks.”

“You will receive the detailed schedule from the manager who will be with you throughout the process.”

“For today, you will have time to think about what activity name you would use if you were to debut.”



Kim Kanghyun excused himself with a ‘Just a moment…’ took a sip of bottled water, and looked over each candidate one by one.

The rounded eyes from when he almost laughed were gone, replaced by a sharp gaze that belied the streamer’s assessment of him being gentle and affectionate.



“We plan to use the activity names you choose for your debut as much as possible, and your RP will be set accordingly, so please think carefully and decide.”

“You can think amongst yourselves or consult with the manager.”



With a concluding remark, “Well then, I’ll see you again tomorrow,” he abruptly left, and silence once again filled the terrace.

No matter how determined they were to beat the competitors beside them and debut as VTubers, or how their undeniably beautiful appearances created an intimidating, unapproachable atmosphere.

Most of them were fundamentally closer to being ‘hardcore otaku introverts’ than average people—after all, they had applied to Belus,

considered the most authentic virtual group in Korea similar to the Japanese scene,

with the intention of becoming VTubers—so they were surprisingly soft-hearted.

“Everyone must be feeling overwhelmed.”

After that crazy guy Kim Kanghyun left, while everyone was just glancing at each other, Ms. Ari broke the silence with a wry smile.



‘Yes. How are you working under that lunatic?’ I wanted to ask, but thinking about it conversely, maybe you have to be that crazy to hit it big in Korea with a VTuber group concept close to the authentic mainstream style from Japan.

“The CEO’s personality is just like that sometimes.”

“Hmm… A very famous piece of sh*t?”

“Pfft…”

Scattered laughter could be heard at her unexpected badmouthing of her boss.

She smiled at the reaction, satisfied even though things were still awkward.

“Just kidding. As you probably know if you looked into the CEO, he’s a good person, just like his personality on broadcasts.”

“He’s just very serious about VTubers.”

“That’s why you all applied here, isn’t it?”

“Of course, some of you might be here to make money, but that’s not necessarily a bad thing.”

‘What should I do?’

‘I wasn’t either of those.’

‘I came here to get closer to Haruka.’

‘Hehe.’

“Alright! Now, I’ll show you where to store your luggage and where you’ll be sleeping.”

“Don’t worry, those who want to change into comfortable clothes can do so and come back here.”

“Okay.”



Following the manager, we went up to the third floor and entered the staff duty room there.

“……?”

Wow, a company that seems to have so few employees has such a huge duty room?

It was obviously designed for groups pulling all-nighters to sleep in.

‘Could this be a company where the sun never sets?’

Glancing around, everyone else seemed quite taken aback too.

Of course, they would be.

The duty room was as big as a military barracks, containing 12 beds.

Still, when they said we’d be lodging at the headquarters, I thought we’d be sleeping in sleeping bags in the hall, so this wasn’t bad, actually.

“I’ll take this spot!”

The gyaru girl, as if she’d never been intimidated, quickly grabbed her suitcase, claimed a bed in the corner, and gestured towards me.

“M-me?“

“Yes! Hurry, hurry!”

She waved her hand frantically, urging me to come quickly.

Let’s ignore the fact that her large chest swayed with her movements, making it hard to know where to look.

I was still dying of awkwardness, but after exchanging just a few words, it seemed her internal intimacy level with me had already hit MAX.

It’s like some idle dating sim where likeability gets farmed automatically.

I’m scared of myself…!

“Unpack your things here!”

“Okayy.”

Anyway, who knew there could be a gyaru friendly to a VTuber fan?

Well, right now, I’m not exactly a room-dwelling, socially awkward VTuber fan loser, but more like a top-tier beauty, though.

A few others glanced our way, seemingly displeased that we had snatched the corner spots,

but they didn’t say anything specific and just went about choosing their own beds.

Thinking back to my limited social experience, like basic training,

people would usually start breaking the ice by introducing themselves in a situation like this,

but since that was forbidden, we just quietly unpacked…

“It’s nice to meet you all.”

Or not?



As I was putting the yellow panties with a teddy bear print—definitely not mine, originally Wooseo Woo’s—into the wardrobe next to the bed, I looked up to see a woman standing there with a wry smile.

She was short but had her hair tied back neatly, giving her a rather demure appearance.

She looked like the oldest one among us.

Though, even at most, she didn’t seem older than her late twenties.

“The CEO forbade formal introductions, but we still have to see each other’s faces for two weeks, right?”

“Wouldn’t it be good to get a little closer?”

‘Ooh… Is she the Mamang-type?’

Not because of her looks, but based on her voice tone, way of speaking, and the general vibe she gave off.

For a VTuber, those traits can be weapons.

If she debuts, I think she could grow into a VTuber with a very solid, loyal fanbase.

She might not be the type to trigger dopamine rushes and attract transient viewers, but Mamang or healing-types are valuable.

“You’re right. Nice to meet you all. Let’s work hard for these two weeks!“



The one who agreed with the Mamang-type woman and offered a cheerful greeting was someone who unmistakably reeked of ‘insider’ vibes, looking to be in her early to mid-twenties.

She bowed her head slightly, her wavy, amber-colored bob bouncing.

From then on, the atmosphere loosened considerably, and we exchanged simple greetings while changing clothes in a warmer mood.

Yes. Changing clothes.

To change, you have to undress, and when you undress, apart from underwear, you’re practically naked.

Before switching into Wooseo Woo’s body, I had never seen a naked woman, so I initially thought I might get excited or embarrassed seeing this body.

But I was surprisingly calm, and with everything that had happened, I figured I had developed a tolerance to the female form and was taking it easy.

I almost worried if I was so influenced by Wooseo Woo that I might react that way to a male body, but fortunately or unfortunately, it seems I don’t have to worry about that.

“Gasp…”

Witnessing the gyaru’s enormous breasts swaying right in front of me made my vision swim.

The pink lace bra looked overwhelmed trying to contain her chest, but it was somehow managing to do its job, albeit strenuously.

And when I looked around… hmm. A feast of flesh tones.

Everywhere I looked was filled with flesh-colored hills.

‘Oh… Wow…’

I felt like I was about to get a nosebleed.

Deep inside, guilt gently reared its head.

‘I used to be a man.’

But that thought quickly tucked its tail between its legs.

‘What? A man? Look at your own smooth plains, you b*tch.’

“Haaa…”

Again, Wooseo Woo doesn’t grow hair down there.

Anyway, everyone else is huge.

There wasn’t anyone with outrageously enormous breasts, but they were all quite well-endowed.

“……”

I stopped halfway through unbuttoning the shirt I had worn and looked down at my chest.

Inside the shirt, the yellow bra was slightly puffed out.

No cleavage visible… Am I really the smallest one here?

I felt a slight surge of frustration, unsure if it was my emotion or Wooseo Woo’s; it kept switching back and forth.

Still, as someone who used to be male, I shouldn’t feel this way, so it must be Wooseo Woo’s feelings.

Wooseo Woo! Get out of my body!

“…What are you doing? Ah, sorry. You look so young, I spoke informally without thinking. I’m really sorry.”

While I was deep in contemplation in this room of anguish and temptation, a puzzled voice came from my side.

It wasn’t the gyaru. She was on my right, and the voice came from the left.

“Ah, it’s okay. You can speak comfortably.”

“Really? Phew, that’s a relief. Anyway, you seem a bit dazed.”

The person who had taken the spot next to me was the Mamang-type.

‘Heu-eung. She smells faintly of sweet milk.’

“I-I’m just a little dizzy…”

“What, are you anemic? Are you okay?”

‘Mamang is so kind…’



This Mamang-type’s chest is also quite substantial, though not as much as the gyaru’s.

And her capacity for acceptance seems even larger than her bust.

Moved by her immense acceptance, I wanted to bury my face in her chest and heal completely,

but as expected of a lower-tier man like me, I could only think about it.

“Anemia? Want some vitamins?”

Next to the Mamang-type, a woman who seemed to have finished changing was casually touching up her makeup and glanced at me.

She was beautiful.

An aura flowed from her, a level higher than anyone else here.

If Wooseo Woo’s stats were all dumped into cuteness, this one seemed to possess perfect balance.

Did she come from being an idol trainee or something?

The casually worn white t-shirt revealed a toned upper body without reservation,

and paired with pink dolphin shorts, her beautifully proportioned hips boasted perfect balance, emphasizing her long legs.

I glanced down at my own body.

Her chest was slightly larger than mine, but that alone couldn’t explain the indescribable difference.

It was almost the same outfit I usually wore at home.

Is it height? Or perhaps the difference in self-care, since she looked like she exercised quite a bit?

I lifted my head again.

“……”

Right… It could be her face.

“I-I’m okay. It’s not anemia, I think it’s just the heat.”

“Hmph~”

She nodded vaguely as if uninterested and went back to focusing on her makeup.

Why, somehow, I feel a sense of defeat.

Wooseo Woo! Get out of my body!




  Chapter 10: If you have to sprinkle burgers, you can get a dog
“Shall we quickly fill out the consent forms before thinking about your activity names?“

Ms. Ari, who had changed her clothes, handed out some papers to us as we started settling down on the terrace.

“This is…”

Reading it slowly, it felt like some kind of menacing pledge.

If caught leaking information about the dormitory or headquarters externally, there’s a penalty fine for damages…

Oof, I wouldn’t be able to pay this off even if I worked on commissions for my entire life.

Unless I become one of the top illustrators in the country, I’d probably have to live a life rolling around on the streets to pay this penalty…

Anyway, I agreed to the other minor clauses and finished signing the confidentiality agreement, finally allowing us to officially begin our lodging together.



“Once you debut, your activity name will likely not change, so let’s decide on that carefully first.”

“Ah, please try to make the activity names Japanese-style!”

“You know the vibe, right?”



Honestly, it might be a bit hard to understand why a Korean VTuber would have a Japanese-style activity name.

But if you think about it, the reason isn’t particularly complex.

The homeland of VTubers is Japan, and the primary consumer base is also the otaku demographic.

Of course, since they are Korean VTubers, a Korean-style naming wouldn’t be bad either,

but Japanese names are just more familiar and easier for VTuber fans to immerse themselves in, making them more appealing.

Anyway, a name…

The only things popping into my head are names like Asuna, Yue, Ai, things like that.

What should I do?



“Have you decided on a name?”

“No…”

The gyaru asked, but I didn’t really have an answer.

Since I’m Korean, my knowledge of Japanese names mostly comes from anime.

Should I just use a random name generator?

“May I choose a name for you?”

“…I don’t really mind.”

“Then Kotori!“

“Kotori suits you!”

“Isn’t that too common?”

It’s a pretty name, but quite familiar.

It feels like a name I’ve seen often for heroines in anime.

“Hiyoko is also good!”

“Hiyoko?”



It sounded like a pretty name, so I searched it up and found out it means ‘chick’ or ‘baby bird.‘

What.

Are you teasing me for being small right now?

Even for someone like me, who used to be a basement-dwelling loser, this hurts my pride.

Believe it or not, my previous body was a healthy, military-discharged man over 180cm tall.

…Although my weight and eyesight had some issues.

“……”

When I glared at her, she flinched and avoided my gaze.

It seems she really did recommend it with that meaning.

At this point, I’m curious about Kotori, the name she suggested before.

“Kotori… Hmm.”

“Is this for real?”

“Y-Yes!”

So I searched it up, and it means ‘small bird.’

Wicked girl…

This is teasing too.

Sure, I might be the smallest and have the slightest figure here, but…

Hold on, apparently in Japan these days, Kotori is also being used as a name for small, cute boys?

“…Not bad.”

Thinking about it, it’s a bit of a stretch, but my current body is small and cute, and my mind is male.

Plus, Haruka’s fandom name is Canary, derived from a small, cute bird, so it does have some meaning for me…

“Kotori… It might be okay…“

“…!”

“It suits you perfectly!”

“Let’s go with Kotori!”

“!”



As I muttered to myself, the gyaru girl, who had been watching my expression, brightened up and clung tightly to me.

Startled, I scooted my butt backward.

Having something soft press against various parts of my body was really dangerous for me, someone who had been a single, virgin loser for over 20 years.

I shut my eyes tightly, trying not to look at her cleavage which filled my vision, and slapped at her weakly with my dainty hands, but she didn’t budge.

How can a girl be this strong?

“G-get off…!“

“Are you going with it?”

“I’ll do ittt…”

As I dodged her face that kept nudging towards me like a Golden Retriever, I gave a small nod.

Satisfied, she smiled and moved away.

I tried hard to ignore the pounding sound of my heart in my ears and cooled my flushed face.

Sometimes, fragments of Wooseo Woo pop out unexpectedly, but never at times like this.

Or maybe Wooseo Woo also had no tolerance for skinship, just like me?



“Phew…”

“Kotori feels like a small animal.“

“You smell nice too.”

“…I don’t wear any perfume.”

Wooseo Woo, being broke, didn’t even own perfume, something common for women, so I couldn’t spray anything.

Of course, even if she had, I wouldn’t have worn something with such a feminine scent anyway.

But do I really smell nice?

As I briefly buried my nose in my clothes and sniffed,

I saw the girl with the idol trainee-like appearance, whom I had exchanged a few words with earlier, approaching out of the corner of my eye.



‘What is it?’

‘She didn’t seem interested in me before.’

“Um, I was listening, could you possibly pick a name for me too?”

“…Yes!”

‘Truly beautiful people have an aura just by being expressionless.’

Her face seemed a bit blunt, but her tone itself was polite.

Perhaps because of that, the gyaru also brightened up, nodded enthusiastically, and rested her chin on her hand.

“…Hmm.”

The gyaru stared intently at the idol trainee’s face.

If it were me, I would have been so uncomfortable I’d want to dig a hole in the ground, but the girl calmly crossed her legs and sat on my bed as if she were used to it.

I couldn’t tell if she was confident in her looks or just accustomed to being looked at.

Anyway, sitting butt-to-butt with another girl on the same bed made me unnecessarily nervous.

Feeling the weight pressing down on the mattress right next to me, my body stiffened involuntarily.

As I unconsciously clenched my buttocks and sat bolt upright, the gyaru finally spoke.

“Miyu (most beautiful, excellent)…?“

“Or Hoshino is nice too!”

“I took it from the name of the character I like the most and think is the prettiest in an anime!”

Hearing her words, I tilted my head.

“Isn’t Hoshino a surname?”

If it’s from an anime, it must be that character from Oshi no Ko.

I watched it for a while too because it was fun, so I looked into it a bit; Hoshino was a Japanese surname.

And the pronunciation is the same as  (Hoshi no – of the stars), which actually seems to suit that perfectly idol-like girl quite well.

“It doesn’t really matter.”

“We won’t be using surnames and will go with single names.“



Ms. Ari, having overheard our conversation, nodded in approval and handed out the schedule we needed to follow.

I took the paper from her and nodded slightly.

Right, it’s not like we’re getting adopted into Japan; we don’t need to worry about surnames.

Anyway, what is this schedule?

Ugh.

With Ms. Ari’s permission granted, the gyaru’s and my gazes turned towards the idol trainee.

She must have some knowledge of subculture, having applied to be a VTuber, as she seemed to roughly know which character the gyaru was referring to.

“Hoshino… star, you say…“

She let out a dry smirk.

“Might be okay…”

The gyaru girl and I made eye contact.

‘Does this person have chuunibyou (eighth-grader syndrome)?’

[So when is the 2nd generation debuting?]

Is there any official news?


	
It’s been over two months since Kanghyun-bro tweeted about it, so maybe in 3-4 months?





└ Hmm

└ He said it could be sooner, but who knows

└ Probably within this year


	
Heard the interviews are done





└ Are you a HQ employee? How do you know?

└ Saw a post on a female-dominated community from someone rejected, cursing them out

└ ?ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ

└ It’s a popular post now



(Popular)[FeministSlayer-bro struck again ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ.jpg]

(A post on some female-dominated community cursing Kim Kanghyun)

Apparently, the last interview question was about what she, as a woman, thinks about the current internet broadcasting culture ㅋㅋㅋㅋ

Her answer is ridiculous lol

Recommended: 157 Disliked: 13


	
Sh*t ㅋㅋㅋㅋ This is why Korean VTubers get flak





└ Bro.. this is a Korean VTuber fan gallery


	
What kind of answer is that ㅋㅋㅋㅋ Saying viewers are disgusting but she’ll take their money? What kind of business are you running?





└ She’ll sell other things too if things go south lol

└ The sexual harassment is disgusting;

└ She’s here

└ The ahjumma got summoned instantly ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ

└ ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ Trigger button ON

└ Shouldn’t auntie start working hard now if she wants to be a Pongpongnam’s wife?

└ Got all your IPs. Suing you.

└ Wow ㅋㅋㅋ Preparing a PPT ㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷ

(Popular)[Told you the 2nd gen debut only hurts the 1st gen?]

They’ll just comfortably freeload off the path the 1st gen paved, what’s good about supporting the 2nd gen?

Honestly, they should be abandoned and forced to crawl up from the bottom, agree?

Recommended: 17 Disliked: 59


	
Upvote manipulation smh



	
Who the hell are the regulars upvoting this BS post?



	
This is f*cking ridiculous fr



	
The state of the gallery these days is serious



	
Mods, please do your job;







The hottest topic in the Belus Gallery these days was, perhaps unsurprisingly, the upcoming debut of the 2nd generation.

Perhaps humans are creatures that perpetually seek dopamine.

As soon as something becomes familiar, they discover or invent something new.

In other words, now that it’s been almost a year since the 1st generation’s debut, the creatures known as VTuber fans were seeking new stimulation.

Of course, this didn’t mean their affection for the 1st generation had waned.

They still loved their gallery queens and continued to support them.

But how could people not desire a new picture?

They were just VTuber fans, like baby birds waiting for food, anticipating the new generation members writing their own stories and creating new dynamics with the existing members.

[Still, once the 2nd gen debuts, we’ll have plenty to consume for a while, so happy days]

Lately, Haruka hasn’t released any songs, and the others haven’t had much content either, so it’s been boring.

It’ll be a bustling feast for a while.


	
Rewatch all the VODs, you’ll be full





└ Jobless bro..


	
Come to think of it, there hasn’t been anything dopamine-inducing lately





└ The members are taking short breaks, aren’t they?

So, it wasn’t unreasonable for posts filled with such anticipation to appear in the fan gallery.

And the fact that they were naturally feeling the absence of the 1st generation was, in truth, an inevitable situation bound to happen eventually.

The 1st generation, beloved by Belus fans, had been running relentlessly without rest for so long that they were starting to overload one by one.

Moreover, most streamers hold the peculiar belief that hospitals are places you only go to respawn after dying.

In essence, the 1st generation, Crystal, had been charging forward like runaway locomotives with their brakes removed, oblivious to their bodies breaking down.

The new manager, who took over from Ari,

looked at their schedules and felt ashamed for even considering quitting over mere manager duties

when the members themselves were handling such murderous schedules.

She resolved to work hard.

But thinking again, there was something she couldn’t understand from her perspective.

‘Is this a human schedule…?’

‘Why aren’t they dead yet?’

She urgently checked the members’ conditions through home visits and was utterly shocked.

Every single one of them had physical ailments and was on the verge of collapse.

This was partly Ari’s fault for not paying enough attention as the 1st generation’s former manager.

However, it couldn’t solely be blamed on her, as Ari herself had been in a similar physical state due to overwork before her short vacation.

Anyway, the new manager’s first task was sending the members to the hospital and persuading them, over several hours, to take a break.

Still, from the viewers’ perspective, there was no way to know these circumstances.

From their standpoint, the VTubers, who had been streaming so intensely and producing results simultaneously that fans couldn’t look away—truly the perfect VTubers they had only imagined—had suddenly entered a collective ice age.

(Popular)[Told you these b*tches all got boyfriends?]

VTubers who were basically corpses without their diligence suddenly go to the hospital en masse and take vacations, abandoning streams.

What else could it be if not boyfriends? ㅋㅋㅋㅋ Isn’t it obvious?

Once Haruka the wh*re got a boyfriend, everyone else started getting them too and going out to play ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ

Even at the very moment they’re showering you with ‘I love you~ Let’s get married~’ and brewing gachi koi, they’re at motels having orgies with alpha males ㅋㅋㅋLOLㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ

You Pongpongnams jerking off at home while your oshi gets f*cked, just die lol

Recommended: 598 Disliked: 109


	
Ahh sh*t, this is relentless



	
598 upvotes ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ Did the manipulation bot go crazy?



	
Feel like I saw something similar last month or the month before, what’s this?





└ Correct, it’s back again

└ Not gallery banned?

└ Dunno


	
Mod f*ggots, stop messing around with each other and please do your job



	
Mods not working?





└ Deleted it

└ ? It’s not deleted

└ If you deleted it, how could comments be posted here?

└ Is the sub-moderator seriously an idiot?

└ Ahh you motherfcker, why did you delete the fanart below it, sht



Thus, trolls seized the opportunity, flooding the gallery, and even some less discerning users got swept up, making the gallery even more chaotic.

With the gallery literally turning into a sh*tshow, the users of this Belus gallery began to miss the super sub-moderator (‘Shu-peo Patak’) from not long ago.

He used to laugh off ten thousand mentally unstable posters,

fight single-handedly against a hundred thousand trolls,

stand firm against a million reactionaries,

was a psychic who brought member news faster than official notifications,

yet would break into a cold sweat and distribute burgers at the slightest complaint.

(Popular)[Upvote if the mods should distribute burgers ㅋㅋ]

No, actually, maybe they just missed the burgers.




  Chapter 11: Are there that many farming and farming groups?
Yoo Sea, who would be using the alias Hoshino, quite liked the name.

Fitting for her exceptionally pretty face and body toned by rigorous exercise, she was indeed a former idol trainee.

Not just any trainee, but a super-trainee who was considered a certainty for the debut lineup, ranked at the very top even within the debut group.

It was only natural that her pride was incredibly strong.

In fact, from her prideful standpoint, she might have initially thought it unfitting to attach the name of a character hailed as a legendary top idol in an anime to herself, someone who ultimately failed to become an idol.

No, it was definitely like that at first.

Her pride was hurt, and she felt self-loathing.

But upon reflection, it didn’t seem too bad.

Her dream was to become the best idol, truly a star illuminating the dark night sky.

In a way, she had the talent for it.

Her unparalleled looks, stable and strong vocal skills, dance ability worthy of the center position,

and a physique sculpted through rigorous exercise, diet, and thorough self-management.

However, there was one fatal flaw she lacked control over: the luck of her peers.

“Sea… your team’s director has been replaced.”

“What? Right before our debut…?”

“…Ahem. S-Sea. Actually, about that debut…”

Well, it wasn’t her fault that right before debut, two adult members were caught by paparazzi having a threesome with the director at a motel.

Though it seemed like a childish dream, for her,

who had strictly avoided even the minor deviations others indulged in for stress relief to become the best idol,

it was devastating news. But with such a massive scandal breaking out, the debut naturally had to be cancelled.

At the time, she was nearing adulthood.

She had been a trainee for 8 years since she was 12.

Despite holding on for another 2 years hoping for just one more chance, the company floundered, and no debut opportunity came.

She wanted to move to another company,

but after slapping the cheek of some vice president from a large corporation who tried to grope her breast during a meeting arranged to secure an opportunity, everyone became hesitant to take her.

‘F*cking lolicon trying to prey on underage virgins.’

Eventually, disillusioned with reality, she quit being a trainee, and her family kicked her out for being a useless freeloader.

She was 21 years old then.

Having invested everything for 10 years to become an idol, she didn’t have the grades to go to college. 

Following a recommendation from someone around her, she started streaming on AfreecaTV just to make ends meet immediately.

“Oppa-deul! Welcome! Kyaa- Thank you for the water balloons! I’ll drive the cultivator right away!”

She twerked wearing outfits that revealed much of her chest and thighs.

She pushed up her somewhat modest chest with padding as much as possible, bouncing while ‘driving the cultivator’ (a suggestive dance move).

After a few months like that, she managed to become a ‘Monthly Billion Queen’ (top earner) and could pay off the penalty fee stipulated in her trainee contract.

She thought living like this wasn’t too bad.

However, while she was very young, uniquely beautiful, and a good dancer in the streaming world, she lacked the know-how to manage her ‘chairmen’ (top donors).

Yoo Sea suddenly felt a wave of disillusionment when the middle-aged men called ‘chairmen’ on her stream started making sponsor offers.

‘I wanted to be an idol.’

Around the time she quit streaming and fell into lethargy, she happened to hear about the 2nd generation recruitment for the virtual ‘idol’ group, Belus.

Yoo Sea had some knowledge of subculture.

It was natural since she had no school friends due to focusing on trainee training,

and her peers were all practically addicted to s*x trying to relieve stress, so she spent most of her time alone.

Thus, she spent her short leisure time with anime, dramas, and movies. 

Thanks to her relatively low resistance to subculture, she could apply to the virtual idol group.

Although it was a niche world far removed from her original dream, it was still being an idol; there would be fans and stages, so it was worth trying.

At least it was better than offering her virginity to disgusting old men or becoming an underground idol altogether.

‘Haruka-nim held a solo concert, so someday there will be a group concert too.’

She was just a girl dreaming of singing and dancing in front of her fans.

So, she passed the interview and came to the lodging.

When the CEO told them not to use real names or when she received the schedule from the manager while thinking about her activity name,

 the expressions of others were dark, but she was different.

For her, who had endured the murderous schedule of real idol trainee training, this was far too relaxed.

The peculiar demand not to use real names was child’s play compared to the strict rules of her trainee days.

Besides, she thought it was ridiculous from the start that they could sleep freely from dawn until noon, no matter how irregular streamers’ patterns were.

Anyway, she started the lodging and observed the atmosphere around her.

It was natural, given how badly she had been burned by her peers before.

And she was disappointed.

Their competitive spirit was visible, but it seemed cute from her perspective.

 None of them seemed to manage themselves properly, possessing lazy bodies that appeared to have no connection to exercise.

‘Dancing must hurt when your chest is that ridiculously big.’

Meanwhile, she chuckled seeing a notably cute girl looking around with a bewildered expression.

That girl was grinning foolishly one moment, blushing the next, then rolling her eyes—a real mess.

Just as she was about to dismiss the girl as an ‘airhead’ and lose interest, she saw the girl talking to a gyaru-style trainee who looked Japanese, and changed her mind.

Having thoroughly researched before challenging herself with VTubing, she learned that something called ‘Teetee’ was popular among viewers.

Teetee is a core element of VTuber culture, referring to the close and affectionate atmosphere between members or peers.

This was similar in the idol world, so she was confident in creating an even more lesbian-like atmosphere. She decided to form a sort of ‘maknae-line’ (youngest members group) with those two, who seemed the youngest alongside herself.

Showing a friendly dynamic would increase their chances of debuting together and make them seem adaptable, so she aimed for that.

Even better, if they debuted together, they could showcase their chemistry to the fans.

Fans are creatures who would write petitions in blood if rumors of a heterosexual relationship surfaced, but would welcome a ‘Teetee’ atmosphere between same-s*x members with open arms.

That’s why Yoo Sea intended to get close to that airhead and the gyaru.

The airhead seemed likely to be eliminated, but she could debut with the gyaru. Acting wasn’t a big deal if it meant avoiding elimination and being loved by viewers after debut.

She had learned acting during her idol trainee days,

and above all, she was desperate.

Three days had already passed since entering the training camp… no, since starting the lodging at the headquarters.

During that time, we mainly received theoretical instruction about VTubing directly from CEO Kim Kanghyun.

Things like currently popular foreign and domestic VTubers, their characteristics, strengths and weaknesses, trends in the VTuber scene, song choices, the overall atmosphere of the streaming world, and viewer engagement.

When I saw the materials analyzing market demand, past trending games, upcoming games to preemptively claim, and even programs,

it contradicted my usual image of him as a malicious boss, a lunatic, or, as a Belus fandom ‘Rainbow’, a figurehead CEO who just dumped work on the manager. I felt quite impressed.

‘He wouldn’t mind if we left knowing this much information, right?’

Even if we took it, the truly important data would surely be kept separate.

‘So this is what it takes to lead a group like Belus.’

As expected, someone from a major company with the longest tenure in the streaming scene seemed different somehow.

And so, studying and sleeping together, contrary to my initial worries, I became quite close with some of the fellow trainees. Of course, not with everyone; we naturally split into several groups.

For example, me, the gyaru—ah, she’s Mao now—anyway, she and Hoshino are getting along somewhat closely. The Mamang-type, Sumire, and Miyuki, the girl with the wavy amber bob who radiates cheerful energy, generally get along well with everyone.

Of course, just as there are friendly groups, there are also groups engaged in fierce power struggles.

Beyond just a female-dominated group, this lodging consists entirely of women, so the unseen battles are intense.

Their veiled struggles during the short lodging period resembled the legendary verbal battles between Zhuge Liang and Sima Yi.

“You’re really bright and friendly. I’m so jealous… I can’t be like that. Won’t you be the most popular among us if you debut?”

‘Stop sticking to me grinning like an idiot, you wh*re. Are you going to maintain that fake image in front of fans even after debuting?’

“Oh my, it’s better than frowning all the time. We need to practice facial tracking anyway… And even if we’re close, saying things like only we’re confirmed for debut might make others uncomfortable, so let’s be careful. You know I love you, right?”

‘Do you think you can debut with that venomous face? Besides, I can debut, but you can’t. By the way, people are talking behind your back.’

Things like that, for example.

At first, I thought they were just chatting cheerfully, but from the next day, I started hearing their inner thoughts.

Every time I saw the sharp edge hidden beneath a bright smile, it was so chilling I felt like I would wet myself.

This is crazy. I refuse this kind of ‘red pill’.

Of course, not all members spend their time just fighting.

Most seem gentle-natured and work hard.

Hoshino, radiating that idol trainee aura, really just studies silently and even trains personally.

She’s the type of woman who makes you think, ‘She’s definitely going to be picked.’

At first, I thought she was just acting all serious, like a girl with delayed chuunibyou.

And this morning, on the third day, as soon as we woke up, we had to hear the news that two people had already been eliminated.

One person was caught smoking cigarettes in the headquarters’ backyard late at night by CEO Kim Kanghyun, who was working overtime and couldn’t go home. She had to pack her bags and leave immediately.

Another person was discovered by Ms. Ari sending photos of the headquarters facilities to a friend and was hit with a massive penalty fine before leaving.

To ignore the confidentiality agreement even after seeing that amount.

In a way, you could call it brave.

Although such unpleasant incidents occurred, the departure of the two who had constantly stirred up the lodging atmosphere caused the tension, which had just begun to ease, to rise again.

However, seeing Ms. Ari gathering us with a cheerful smile, seemingly unfazed by the uneasy mood, I started to feel increasingly scared.

I thought she was just the mascot type, but she might unexpectedly be hiding her strength.

“You all know today’s schedule, right? Warm up your throats, and we’ll start practice right away~”

A new rule had been added yesterday.

It was to practice and gradually adapt to using Moe-goe (*a cute or high-pitched voice), eventually using it continuously throughout the lodging period.

It seemed Ms. Ari planned to start practicing it this morning.

Even if it’s Moe-goe, it’s not as intense as it used to be back in Japan, and we’re practicing within limits to avoid straining our voices as much as possible.

Above all, throat health is the most important thing.

“Ah- Ah- Ahem… AEIOU~”

I didn’t know how to properly warm up my voice, so I just cleared my throat roughly, tightened it, and raised my pitch.

A shrill voice came out.

“Ah! Ah! How is it?!”

“Pffft…!”

Ms. Ari covered her mouth, muffling her bursting laughter.

It’s unfair. I practiced until dawn yesterday before falling asleep.

Besides, the Mamang-type, Sumire, who was watching from the side, also covered her mouth demurely, holding back laughter as she pointed it out.

“Y-your voice is thin… but it’s all accent… You sound like a child kidnapped by a villain in a superhero show. Kk-hup…!”

“Is it that bad?”

That’s quite a peculiar analogy…

Next to them, who were clearly trying not to burst out laughing, the gyaru girl, Mao, was sitting sprawled out watching.

Although she didn’t say anything, her mischievous expression suggested she was loading up ammo to tease me again.

As I glared resentfully at those smirking faces, Ms. Ari held up one finger and gave an example.

“Pffft… Ahem, hmm… Instead of just tightening your throat like that, try mixing in more nasal sounds and lowering your voice? It should put less strain on you too. In your current state, your voice will definitely be gone in a week. Now, try following me. Ah- Ah- Hello~ This is Ari~”

“Oh.”

A real VTuber-like moe-moe voice came out.

Why on earth isn’t this person a VTuber?

“Ahem.”

First, focusing on making a nasal sound like her, I consciously lowered my voice.

“Ah- Ah- Aah- Hello~ This is Kotori~”

“Kyaa~ Cute!”

“Sounds like a kid…!”

“Kawaii-!!”

Sumire and Ms. Ari jumped forward and hugged me tightly to their chests, while Mao laughed heartily from behind, slapping my back repeatedly.

Buried between two large chests, it’s hard to breathe.

I already have no tolerance for women, and the rich, feminine scent, like fragrant milk, flooding my nostrils makes it hard to stay conscious.

My heart is pounding like crazy.

For someone like me, who has never had any history with women, this kind of skinship is too intense…!

“Her reaction is cute…!”

Let go, let go, you wenches! I only have eyes for Haruka…!

“By the way, wasn’t her voice just now really cute?”

“Yes! She can stream like this!”

“Then we can just stick with this voice.”

The trio of large-chested women finally released me, just before I passed out, and started chattering amongst themselves, laughing.

I pouted dissatisfiedly while cooling my thoroughly flushed face.

“You said it sounded like a kid…”

Although I had previously self-assessed my voice as kid-like, it still retained a feminine feel.

But now, with the added nasal tone, it sounded exactly like a legal loli heroine from an anime.

Will this really work in Joseon, the land of scholars? (Figurative: Korea)

“It’s okay, the viewers will actually love it.”

“That’s right. It’s unique too…”

“…And?”

Ms. Ari trailed off and gave a wry smile.

And Sumire Mamang looked at me tilting my head and smiled very benevolently.

“Among men who like this kind of subculture, quite a few are… No, maybe it’s still too soon for Kotori…”

“……”

I know exactly what you wanted to say, lady.

……Anyway, are there really that many yuri fans (‘nongnongdan’) in Korea?

“Ah.”

Come to think of it, there used to be that crazy guy who regularly checked in on the Belus Gallery suggestion board once a week with the weirdest comments.

Since the other mods never checked the suggestion board, I always had to delete them, so I still vividly remember the content of those comments.

What he wrote back then was probably…

-Wakyapyahuknooooooooongppyooooooooongheueunghiieek uongae kek..!keeeng hereheuk..!kehek nuooooooooong oong ong kkkkkk softglutinousricecaaaaaake kuhup..nuooooong kkkkkkkkkk noooooong kkkkkkkkkkhukkkkkkhukkkkkkkhuk! Nooooooong kkkkkkek!

“Keuak! My, my head…!”

“Kotori! Are you okay?!”

Let’s not think about it further. Yes.




  Chapter 12: Pigs being dragged to the slaughterhouse
“Nice to meet you, everyone.”

“I’m vocal trainer Lee Jia.”

“But did I come here to meet idol trainees?”

“Doesn’t anyone want to try being an idol?”

Following the schedule indicating vocal training time, we moved to a recording studio near the headquarters.

Upon arriving at the recording studio near the headquarters, a woman waiting there offered us compliments upon seeing us.

She says she’s a vocal trainer, but suddenly telling us to become idols—the compliments felt excessive, way too excessive.

“…That person is a trainer who teaches girl groups, she’s really the real deal.”

“What?”

Hoshino, who was next to me, whispered softly.

‘No, that compliment wasn’t just empty words?’

‘Me, could I possibly have had potential as an idol…!?’

“Usually, she compliments and lifts you up, but there’s a rumor she turns into a demon once training starts.”

“Gasp.”

‘Then since training hasn’t started yet, she was just lifting us up…’

‘I got my hopes up for nothing.’

‘No, I came here to get closer to Haruka.’

‘I almost forgot my purpose for a moment.’

“The CEO is watching today too, so everyone needs to work hard, right?”

“Hahahaha!”

“Don’t worry about me too much, just relax~ Relax~”

“……”

The expressions of the 8 of us, including me, who visited the studio for the vocal test, soured.

He’s not just some workplace superior, but the CEO who will debut us, coming here himself and saying things like that—who would like it?

Anyway, today, the 8 of us, the trainer, Kim Kanghyun who insisted on coming, Ms. Ari, and the owner of this studio, the general producer H.M, Kim Hyunmin, who is partnered with Belus, were present.

Producer Kim Hyunmin’s first impression was like a corpse; compared to his tall height, he was rail-thin, and the dark circles reaching his cheekbones made him look almost like a zombie.

‘If I ran into him at night, I might just pee myself…’

“Then shall we enter the recording booth one by one and listen?”

“Ah, before that.”

The trainer said so, grinning widely.

Her gaze is scary.

Like a lioness stalking prey, her eyes seem to be searching for game.

Unconsciously gulping, I flinched, and Mao next to me, seeing my reaction, took my hand.

“……”

‘The soft hand feels quite nice, but being treated like a real kid feels strange.’

‘Even though my body is like this, I’m an adult man.’

Regardless of my peculiar feelings, trainer Lee Jia continued speaking with a grin.

“For those who already have a certain level of skill, I don’t plan on training you separately.”

“Well, since you won’t be focusing on group dance songs like girl groups, individual characteristics are more important.”

“If you already know how to sing your own songs, there’s no need to interfere.”

“Though I can still offer some advice.”

Virtual idols are indeed different from regular idols.

Idols undergo training according to the vocal direction pursued by their company and express individuality within that framework, but VTubers, compared to them, are much more individualistic.

If idols are like a well-trained Roman army, shall we say VTubers are like gladiators surviving in the Colosseum?

Of course, idols also have distinct individualities within their groups, making direct comparisons difficult, but relatively speaking, that’s the point.

The reason for this difference is, in fact, that compared to ‘idols,’ ‘virtual idols’ mostly focus their activities on solo songs.

Additionally, most VTubers in Korea known for singing well are often former Utaite or amateur singers, which contributes to their distinct individuality.

‘Probably, apart from Belus here, there are hardly any places that would go so far as to hire a trainer.’

“Conversely, those whose skills are lacking cannot refuse my training.”

“Because my employer has firmly stated that Belus, which claims the title of virtual idols, cannot debut someone who can’t sing.”

“For those who need training, I will take responsibility and make them into proper performers.”

“Kohaku is an example of this case.”

Kohaku, a member of the 1st generation Crystal, isn’t particularly good or bad at singing.

Compared to the average person, she could be considered relatively good, but she definitely lacks a lot to be called an idol.

Still, she has her unique cute singing style, and for a VTuber like her who has strengths elsewhere, that’s enough.

Because the fundamental base for VTubers is streaming.

‘Perhaps the trainer saying she’ll ‘make them into a person’ takes that aspect into consideration.’

“And there was also a vocal already so complete that I couldn’t even touch it.”

“It was Haruka.”

“If you all sing at that level, there will be no interference at all.”

“……”

A bitter smile hung on everyone’s lips.

‘She’s telling us to sing like that vocal monster?’

Although she hasn’t been musically active lately, she was the one who boasted insane vocal prowess, sitting atop all other VTubers in just a short time after her debut.

We’d be lucky to even reach her toes.

‘Anyway, Haruka’s toes, oh…’

“Then please enter the recording booth one by one.”

While I was lost in thought, two people I hadn’t exchanged many words with went in one after another and came out with ambiguous evaluations.

“Both of you are average.”

“It seems like it could change depending on the training, so let’s consult later and make a plan.”

They were vocals on par with Kohaku, who was mentioned as an example, rather than just average, but they didn’t seem to have strong individuality like her.

It seemed Lee Jia intended to provide guidance on that aspect.

“Next, Ms. Miyuki?”

The cheerful girl with the amber bob entered the recording booth looking a bit nervous, and sure enough, her voice cracked on the very first note, making her look crestfallen.

Lee Jia let out a small smirk and said.

“It’s just a test, so it’s okay.”

“Take a deep breath, and let’s go again.”

Perhaps because it’s a test, the demon-like appearance Hoshino mentioned isn’t visible yet.

Still, if you sing like a decent human being, you won’t get cursed out from the start, so I could relax a little.

‘Come to think of it, I wonder about Wooseo Woo’s singing ability.’

‘In my previous body, even though I couldn’t sing well, I went to karaoke alone sometimes, but after becoming Wooseo Woo, I’ve been cooped up in the studio apartment and haven’t sung even once.’

“Yes, you can come out now.”

“Not bad?”

“Looks like you’ve been to karaoke quite a bit.”

“Ehehe…”

She definitely seemed to sing much better than the average person.

Her vocal production felt different from the previous two.

‘Did she attend a vocal academy?’

“Next person~”

The next one was quite a flashy woman.

A woman with long, heavily curled dark hair tinged with red, her face relatively plain compared to others here, but emitting a strange sexiness perhaps due to heavy makeup, piercings, and a beauty mark under her eye.

My assessment after spending a few days together is that she chatters more than the sociable and lively amber-haired Miyuki and is louder than the naturally loud-voiced gyaru Mao.

She was a strange woman whose image didn’t quite seem to match.

‘Was her activity name Azusa?’

“Prrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr~”

‘Something feels a bit different starting from her vocal warm-up…’

‘Anyway, didn’t that woman have a slightly husky voice?’

Her vocal production feels like forcing herself into clothes that don’t fit.

“Hmm… Just a moment.”

The trainer listened to just the first phrase she sang simply after warming up, then signaled through the microphone to stop for a moment.

“Did you learn that singing style yourself?”

“Yes… Why?”

“Hmm… Well, I understand for now.”

“I’ll listen a bit more.”

Her singing was, how should I put it… truly unexpected.

How does she become so delicate only when she sings?

Like the ‘virgin singing style’ VTuber fans talk about, in crude terms.

Her appearance is like Jirai-kei (landmine style), but she’s lively like a high school girl, her speaking voice is husky, but she sings purely.

What kind of imbalance is this?

“You can come out now.”

“You have too many quirks, it’ll take some time to fix them.”

“You seem attached to that singing style, but frankly, it doesn’t suit you.”

“I won’t stop you if you insist on pushing forward with this… but anyway, shall we talk more seriously later?”

“Okay…”

Azusa’s eyebrows formed a triangle as her shoulders slumped.

Her red-tinged black hair swayed pitifully as her head drooped.

‘No, don’t act like a tragic heroine with that kind of mature woman face.’

“Next customer~”

“Y-yes…”

Perhaps completely tense from glimpsing the demon’s face just before, Sumire Mamang entered the recording booth like a pig being led to the slaughterhouse, breaking out in a cold sweat.

Looking at her pitiful back, I could only send her my support.

‘I’m scared too.’

‘So please drain some of the venom that’s starting to creep into that person’s eyes.’

‘Fighting, Mamang…!’

And after warming up briefly and singing, she was beautiful.

No lies or exaggeration, truly beautiful.

I see an illusion, as if a blue sky is unfolding above her head.

“A star emitting a faint light.”

From the introduction, the refreshing scent of a summer sea wafts over.

The song is an OST from a famous Japanese anime.

It clearly wasn’t a calm song, fitting the concept of an opening theme, but she purifies it with her own style and voice.

“Wow… What is this voice…”

Someone’s admiration is heard.

Her voice was that unique and refreshing.

To the extent that she’s practically a human Pocari Sweat.

‘Was she a former Utaite?’

Even underestimating, her singing, which clearly shows she has been active to some extent, gently tickles the ears.

I don’t know if she’s a former Utaite or an amateur singer.

Because the CEO told us not to share personal information.

But having ears, I could tell she was something different.

“Ah~ah-.”

“To heights no one can reach!”

While I was just admiring inwardly, the song raced towards its climax.

Unconsciously, I opened my eyes, which had been closed at some point.

Through the recording booth window, I can see her singing passionately with her eyes shut tight and hands clasped.

She freely transitions between falsetto and head voice, controlling her emotions.

Her voice, her emotions, became a sea breeze tickling my ears.

Among singers, there are those whose individuality is so strong that even when they cover a song, they make it sound entirely like their own.

Sumire is exactly that type.

No matter what song she sings, it seems like it would feel as refreshing and pure as watching a girl in a white dress, laughing beautifully while running barefoot on a wet sandy beach.

Honestly, Haruka’s singing suited my taste more, but her voice tone and emotion were also formidable.

‘This… If she debuts, she’s going to cause a stir.’

She’s the type that would make the eyes of the VTuber fans—the ‘unicorns’ obsessed with pure virgins, the rare ‘honmono’ (authentic ones), the unpredictable troublemakers—roll back in their heads.

To think I’m in the same generation as this hidden gem.

Her dazzlingly brilliant presence made me, appearing here as a clumsy peer, feel almost insignificant.

“Let’s move forward-“

“It’s spreading-“

The song ended, and those who had unconsciously closed their eyes to appreciate the music offered small applause.

The trainer, who had maintained a relatively indifferent expression until now, also joined in with a small smile.

As for Kim Kanghyun, he had his eyes shut tight as if trying to hold back tears…

‘What’s wrong with that guy again?’

Anyway, this is the first time today Lee Jia listened to the whole song without interrupting.

It must have been that good.

I’m a VTuber fan among VTuber fans, someone who doesn’t react much unless it’s Haruka’s singing.

It was only natural, as even I found myself completely immersed without realizing it.

“Her singing style is similar to the person just before, but this one seems already complete.”

“There seems to be nothing for me to touch.”

“Actually, she sings much better than me?”

Being a vocal trainer doesn’t necessarily mean you sing better than a singer.

However, her words, coming from someone who has taught idols leading the charts at the forefront of the industry, were definitely not light.

Sumire also seemed satisfied with her song, shyly cupping her slightly flushed cheeks with both hands as she came out of the recording booth.

“Sumire-chan… That was cool.”

“Th-thank you.”

“This is a little embarrassing…”

Mao was the first to praise her, and everyone else added their compliments towards the bashful girl.

Clap-!

“Alright! It’s not over yet, the next person needs to come in too, right?”

“Watashi… I am a pig being led to the slaughterhouse…”

Amidst the unsettled atmosphere, the next in line, Mao, entered the recording booth with slumped shoulders and came out in the shortest time yet.

Yep. Mao can’t sing.

“Ms. Mao, I’ll make you into a proper performer, so don’t worry.”

“Right now, you’re about at the Australopithecus level… but depending on your effort, becoming Homo sapiens sapiens within a few months is possible… Yes, don’t be discouraged.”

‘Is that supposed to be encouraging?’

‘Calling a person Australopithecus.’

However, Mao seemed completely unfazed, whispering softly in my ear, ‘Isn’t Homo gay?’ before sitting down.

‘You sure are carefree.’

“Alright, next.”

“Ms. Hoshino?”

“Yes.”

Hoshino, seemingly not nervous at all, entered with her usual blunt… looking, but actually nonchalant expression, sang the first phrase, and came out.

‘Because she couldn’t sing?’

No.

She was just different.

Her fundamentals were so solid that the producer even said, ‘Huh…? Are you perhaps a KRG trainee?’

It must mean there was nothing more to see.

Of course, Producer Kim Hyunmin got elbowed in the side by Lee Jia, perhaps for saying something he shouldn’t have.

Well, she doesn’t need to hide it like that. Living together, we had already roughly guessed she was a former idol trainee or something similar.

How could we not know when she’s like a different species altogether?

Besides, seeing her recognize Trainer Lee Jia instantly earlier made me somewhat certain.

‘…Still, rules are rules, so it’s probably right to be careful.’

“Finally, the last one.”

“Shall we go in?”

“……”

“…Ms. Kotori?”

“Gasp.”

‘Wait, it’s already the last one?’

The pressure is immense.

Being unnecessarily last draws a lot of attention.

As my anxious gaze darted around with nowhere to rest, Sumire came into view, making a small fist and striking a fighting pose.

‘Does that mean she’ll hit me if I can’t sing?’

“I-I’ll go in.”

Receiving all the gazes, I entered the recording booth, shrinking into myself.

Kim Kanghyun staring at me with that pressuring gaze bothers me.

‘I really don’t know what he expects from me.’

Taking a deep breath in front of the microphone in the center of the booth, I feel the air change.

My mind went blank, as if someone had scooped out my brain.

“Warm up your voice briefly.”

“…Ah! Yes.”

“A~ E~ I~ O~ U~”

Hearing Lee Jia’s voice, my slightly hazy vision cleared up again.

I feel the tension settling back into my body.

Wow, this is more nerve-wracking than I thought.

“Let’s test your vocal range.”

“Go up matching the piano.”

Next to me, Zombie Producer Kim Hyunmin, operating some machine, presses a key.

‘Ah, I’m not ready yet.’

“Ahem… Ah~ Ah~ Ah~ Ah~ Ah~”

“……”

‘What, why is everyone looking at me with such anxious eyes, like watching a kid left on the roadside?’

“Good.”

“Let’s raise the octave bit by bit.”

“Ah~ Ah~ Ah~ Ah~ Ah~”

“Okay.”

“One more time!”

My voice comes through clearly in the earphones plugged into my ears.

‘But this is totally a kid’s voice.’

“Ah~ Ah~ Ah~ Ah~ Ah~”

“Ah~ It went flat.”

“Go higher!”

“Ah~! Ah~! Ah~! Ah~! Ah~!”

I tried going higher like when I was male, but I can’t quite get the feel for it.

Even when I was male, I wasn’t a good singer, so I guess this is my limit.

Still, matching the trainer’s request, I shut my eyes tight and somehow pushed it out.

“Ah~! Ah~! Ah~! Ah~! Ah~!”

“Hmm… One more time?”

“Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!”

“Uh… One more time…?”

‘Seriously, how high are we going?’

Despite my silent screams, the trainer kept forcing me to raise the pitch.

“Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!”

“Ooh, let’s try a bit more!”

“Ah-! Ah-! Ah-! Ah-! Ah-!”

Going higher wasn’t as much of a problem as I thought, but I was so out of breath I felt like dying.

My face is so hot.

‘From the outside, wouldn’t I look like a kid screeching with a bright red, flushed face?’

“…Shall we stop for now?”

“Phew…”

I paused for a moment to catch my breath.

My throat doesn’t hurt, but I couldn’t breathe properly, so I felt like I was dying from breathlessness.

Well, it’s not like I’ve ever done something like this before.

As I was panting like that, I could see Lee Jia and Mr. Kim Hyunmin conspiring about something outside the window.

“…That last one was the 4th octave, right?”

“Seems like she reached D at least… Right?”

“Wow, she did that and her throat doesn’t even seem sore.”

“But the pitch seems a bit messy?”

‘I can’t tell if that’s criticism or praise.’

‘What on earth are they saying?’

“…Ahem.”

“Ms. Kotori?”

“Yees.”

“Shall we listen to a song first?”

“If you have something prepared, please tell me.”

“Um… I…”

Actually, on my way here today, I contemplated what to sing.

Since I don’t know my vocal range or what kind of voice I have.

I don’t even know what songs suit me, so it was hard to decide readily.

But after warming up my voice, those worries disappeared.

Anyway, the reactions seem strange, and even if I mess up spectacularly, the trainer will make me into a proper performer.

Right. As long as I don’t become Australopithecus, it should be fine.

“I’ll do this one.”

“Huh?”

“Ah, could you give me the Korean pronunciation subtitles?”

“I, uh, can’t speak Japanese…”

“Huh?”

Producer Kim Hyunmin looked at me as if wondering what kind of weird person he was dealing with, then without complaint, printed out the lyrics of the song shown on his phone and gave it to me.

Yep. With this, I can somehow manage to sing it.

Reading Japanese lyrics transcribed into Korean is quite unfamiliar, but in the past, I used to find and sing along to Korean pronunciation lyrics at karaoke, so it’s not that difficult.

Once I made up my mind like that, it felt like I wouldn’t care what happened anymore.

‘Is this mind control?’

Surprised myself for a moment at this reaction, uncharacteristic of my usual self, a severely socially awkward person, Mr. Kim Hyunmin’s voice came through the earphones.

“This is a synthesized vocal song, right?”

“Original key?”

“Or should I lower it a few keys for you?”

“Uh… If you change the key, I don’t think I can find the notes.”

“Huh?”

People like me who can’t sing can’t even match the pitch unless it’s set to the male or female key at karaoke.

At that, the producer kept tilting his head curiously, then played the song.

“Th-this is really difficult…”

“Anyway, I’ll start it.”

“I’ll just play the intro, so come in whenever you’re comfortable.”

A bewildered-sounding voice came through the earphones, and over it, the intro began to play.

With the characteristic fast beat of a synthesized song and its demanding distribution of high-note parts, one could easily lose the rhythm, fail to sing properly, and ruin it.

However, the reason I chose this isn’t focused on whether I sing it well or poorly.

It’s simply because I wanted to try singing this song.

This song.

It’s also a song that symbolizes my oshi, Haruka.

…Somehow, I feel like listening to Haruka’s singing.

When the schedule is finished, I should go back and fall asleep listening to her songs again today.




  Chapter 13: The Studio Where the Imperfect Tyrant Was
Producer Kim Hyunmin and Trainer Lee Jia were flustered.

When they tested the cute girl’s vocal range, her notes definitely went high, but that didn’t mean she could sing well.

And indeed, for Kotori, who couldn’t even hit the pitches correctly, that song was far too difficult.

This notoriously difficult synthesized song had such a high difficulty level that even renowned Utaite singers rarely performed it live properly.

The only person they had seen handle it comfortably, as if it were their own song, was just one.

Haruka, from Belus’s 1st generation.

She had appeared during her individual debut stream with the intro of this song, captivating the viewers at the time with an absolutely overwhelming performance.

When she confidently belted out the high notes as if declaring ‘I am the king,’ even Lee Jia, who had taught prominent singers and idols known for their singing, got goosebumps all over her body.

Furthermore, the shouting added as a chorus near the very end seemed unreachably distant,

and indeed, she later showcased singing skills on a different level from existing VTubers known for singing, firmly establishing herself as the top vocalist.

And when she sang this song on stage for the grand finale at the large-scale Minecraft collaboration concert hosted on Twitch, it was the song that forced even those who had harbored the slightest doubt to acknowledge her vocal prowess.

But that song, sung by that girl who clearly doesn’t look like she’s sung much?

“The song is starting. Let’s be quiet for now.”

Leaving their anxiety behind, the song began, and as expected, Kotori’s pitch wavered wildly, and she couldn’t even keep the rhythm properly.

Even her pronunciation was poor, making it hard to listen to.

Kim Hyunmin, wondering if he should stop the music immediately, looked at Lee Jia with wavering eyes. He sighed and nodded at her signal to wait a moment.

The high-note parts hadn’t even arrived yet.

For feedback purposes, it was probably right to listen for now.

“She’s matching the rhythm now though…”

Perhaps adapting as she sang, she started matching the rhythm, but the trembling pitch remained the same.

It sounded like she had never sung properly before, singing entirely with an untrained voice, and her breathing was so messy it was hard to listen.

However.

“Aah-!”

“Huh? Just now?”

The voice during the brief high-note section was distinctly different.

Gone was the wavering pitch mixed with a nasal tone; instead, a beautiful falsetto, perfectly matching the notes and reminiscent of someone else, briefly emerged and disappeared.

Thinking they might have misheard, they stared with wide eyes, soon noticing they both wore the same expression.

“…Could this possibly be.”

The song had just entered the high-note section.

Haruka, no, Kotori, visible through the window, roughly pulled out her earphones.

“…!”

Kim Hyunmin’s eyes widened as he shot up from his chair.

Turning his gaze, Lee Jia was also gripping her arm, goosebumps visible, her eyes wide with shock.

This… This was her high note.

The high note of Haruka, hailed as the best vocalist among VTubers, which, for some reason, could no longer be heard live.

The pent-up emotions exploded in an instant, and compared to the firm yet beautiful high notes, the unrefined vocal production—perhaps described as rough depending on the listener—fiercely ravaged the inside of their ears.

Though impossible, they felt a heavy weight, as if something had settled on both shoulders.

They felt a deceptive sensation of their chests being blown wide open, yet their bodies instinctively shrunk.

Like a vassal facing their king.

“Look at the goosebumps on my arm…”

Trainer Lee Jia showed Kim Hyunmin the goosebumps that had risen on her arm.

Kim Hyunmin also slumped back into his chair as if drained.

The high-note part that had thrilled everyone listening passed by like an arrow.

The trainees, who had tilted their heads after hearing just the first phrase, now stared at each other, mouths agape.

They already knew someone who sang this violently.

“Certainly…”

“Yes, apart from that part earlier, it’s a mess.”

The disastrous low-note part passed through their ears once more.

A terribly unbalanced ability to digest the song.

Regardless of their feelings, wondering if they were dreaming and digging at their ears, another enormous, rough wave soon surged towards them.

Startled, they turned their gaze to see the girl inside the recording booth singing passionately, her face bright red.

Her eyes were tightly scrunched, and her mouth was wide open, revealing even her uvula.

It was quite a comical sight, but no one present could laugh at it.

Though the pronunciation was funny, her emotions were conveyed properly.

A wave of emotion crashing in like a tsunami.

The unrefined, rough vocal production felt more fearsome and overwhelming than anything else.

They wanted to jump out of their seats, unable to listen passively, but couldn’t dare to move under the aura that seemed to press down on them.

And just when they thought the consecutive high-note parts were finally over, she opened her mouth again.

“Haaa~! Ah- Aah~!!!!!!”

“…!”

A shout so distant it was almost Haruka ( distant).

It was a chorus absent even in the original synthesized song.

This was Haruka’s signature chorus, something only she had sung, only she could handle.

The ultra-high shouting, far surpassing the song’s highest note of C# in the 4th octave, sent shivers down the spines of those who couldn’t just listen with slack jaws.

“Haah… Haah…”

Silence lingered for a moment in the studio where the incomplete tyrant had resided.

Clutching my chest, which felt like it would burst, I gasped for breath laboriously.

This song is hard.

Haruka sang it relatively easily, making me wonder if it was secretly not that difficult, but trying it myself was really tough.

Honestly, I don’t even know if I hit the pitches right, if I raised the high notes properly, or even if I kept the rhythm correctly.

I think I stumbled a lot at the beginning.

And the higher the notes went, the more my head hurt, so I just ended up screaming at the top of my lungs.

My wife truly lived on a different plane…

“Phew…”

My head is throbbing as if someone is shouting inside it, making me dizzy.

Besides, perhaps because I kept recalling Haruka’s singing while performing, my lower abdomen feels hot, and it seems like some kind of liquid is flowing out.

“……?”

The studio is quiet.

There wasn’t this kind of reaction when the other trainees sang before.

Everyone is staring at me as if they’ve seen a ghost.

‘Was I that bad?’

‘Was stumbling so much at the beginning the final straw?’

‘Watashi… Could my singing ability be at the Australopithecus level…?’

“…You worked hard.”

“Shall we have you come out for now?”

The nonchalance I felt when I first chose this song was gone, replaced by a sudden wave of embarrassment. 

As I nervously darted my eyes around, Trainer Lee Jia’s voice sounded.

I took out the earphones I had briefly put in to hear their voices and cautiously opened the recording booth door and stepped out.

Mao, Hoshino, Sumire, and Ms. Ari, whom I had become friendly with, looked like they had a lot to say but just moved their mouths without speaking.

‘What, did I mess up that badly?’

‘I thought I’d at least get some comfort.’

Just as my anxious gaze shifted towards CEO Kim Kanghyun, who was stroking his chin and staring at the floor as if deep in thought, Lee Jia finally spoke.

“…Ms. Kotori, you must absolutely receive training from me.”

“No, even if I fail to teach you, I’ll bring my own master if necessary to make sure you learn to sing properly.”

“…Was it that serious?”

“?”

Lee Jia shot me a look that screamed, ‘What kind of idiot is this?’

‘Don’t look at me like that.’

‘I’m in a fragile baby state right now.’

“You’ve never learned singing before, have you?”

“No… Just occasionally at coin karaoke by myself…”

‘Of course, that was also when I was male.’

“Haaaah……”

Her deep sigh made my shoulders flinch.

As I squeezed my eyes shut and trembled, a somewhat resigned voice came through.

“It’s because it’s such a waste.”

“A waste.”

“It’s not like you can’t sing low notes either, what on earth have you been doing with that talent until now…”

“Eh?”

“No, it’s nothing.”

“We can start now.”

“Anyway, Ms. Kotori’s talent is far more splendid than you think, so straighten your shoulders.”

“You look like my puppy Ppoppi guiltily eyeing me after tearing up toilet paper, I can’t stand watching.”

“Hul.”

What harsh words.

‘Anyway, I have talent?’

No, I know my original singing ability.

It must be Wooseo Woo who has the talent, not someone like me.

‘Wooseo Woo, you weren’t just good at drawing?’

Maybe this body was more amazing than I ever imagined.

“Anyway, everyone worked hard today.”

“I’ll give you my number, so those who passed can do as they please, but contact me if you have questions or need help.”

“For the rest, I’ll arrange a schedule, so come here for training according to the schedule.”

“CEO.”

“Shall we dismiss them now?”

“Yes, thank you for your hard work, Trainer-nim.”

“Not at all.”

“It’s my job… And I saw an interesting kid today.”

“Hahahaha… Right?”

‘What.’

‘Why are you two looking at me with such amused expressions?’

As I narrowed my eyes and looked at them suspiciously, Kim Kanghyun burst out laughing at me and approached.

“Ms. Kotori.”

“It said on your application that you sing well, but rather than well, it seems more accurate to say you have talent?”

“I wrote that I sing well…?”

“Hmm? Didn’t you?”

Wooseo Woo submitted the application, not me, so I didn’t know.

‘Then did the original Wooseo Woo really sing well?’

‘…Maybe I’m not drawing out 100 percent of this body’s talent.’

“I enjoyed the song.”

“As expected of someone from the Canary fandom.”

“No, simply calling you a fan seems insufficient.”

“You must really like Haruka?”

“Huh? Of course, that’s obvious.”

Why ask something so obvious?

‘Anyway, I don’t understand why this topic comes up after hearing my song.’

‘Is it because I sang her symbolic song…’

Maybe it’s because I tried my best to recall her singing while performing.

Actually, during the song, the voice hitting my ears through the earphones was so distracting that during the high-note sections, I pulled out the earphones and sang imagining only Haruka’s voice.

So I don’t know if I sang well enough to elicit this kind of reaction.

The voice heard through recording and the voice I hear through my own ears are different.

“Haha… By the way, Ms. Kotori, you don’t have any strange female community accounts or secret alternate accounts, right?”

“Eh?”

‘What is this lunatic saying?’

‘If he had asked if I used male-dominated community sites, that would have been really dangerous.’

I stared at him with a ‘Why are you asking such a thing?’ look, but despite the random, strange question, his eyes looked quite serious and desperate.

Like someone who’s been burned before.

“……Huh?”

‘Could it be…’

‘There was a ghost story floating around the gallery that the 1st generation originally had 5 members, perhaps…?’’




  Chapter 14: Is this… the best virtual group in the country?
Life is a series of plans.

Everyone makes plans, whether long or short.

The dream of a certain elementary school troublemaker to become Hokage is part of a plan,

and the decision of some basement-dwelling VTuber fan to settle for cup ramen for breakfast because the rice ran out is also part of a plan.

The kid aiming to be Hokage will gradually mature,

realize that things like chakra don’t exist in the world, and realistically revise their future plan to something like becoming President.

Similarly, the VTuber fan will wake up around 6 PM, realize the ramen has run out at home, and revise their plan.

Including them, even the aimless unemployed person who prides themselves on living life as it flows, unknowingly keeps revising plans in their head constantly.

So, what about the CEO leading Belus, a top-tier domestic VTuber group?

CEO Kim Kanghyun, who seemed like he would just dump work on his capable manager and slack off in the eyes of a former Belus Gallery moderator,

was actually going through a time of immense agony and suffering.

That’s how challenging the plan for Belus’s 2nd generation debut actually was.

“We somehow managed to get through the first week, didn’t we?”

“I know, right…”

“At first, I really thought it might fall apart right from the start.”

“…That really scared me back then.”

In a small meeting room at the Belus headquarters, CEO Kim Kanghyun and Manager Ari let out deep sighs, as if relieving ten years of built-up stress.

After kicking out two members just three days into the lodging, they couldn’t help but worry if this whole lodging process was really okay.

It was a natural worry.

A project prepared after long deliberation had almost collapsed right at the beginning.

First, the applicant who was caught smoking by the CEO and had to leave.

To some, it might seem trivial—why kick someone out for smoking when they broadcast hidden behind an avatar and wouldn’t get caught anyway?

But from Kim Kanghyun’s perspective, responsible for Belus’s future, even such minor deviations were unacceptable.

VTuber fans are beings that must be handled delicately, almost like dealing with a girlfriend on her period.

Even the slightest awkwardness can trigger them to start imagining negative scenarios amongst themselves.

This stems from the anonymity of VTubers; since they generally avoid mentioning the person behind the avatar, the inability to predict what the ‘person inside’ is doing becomes a seed of doubt.

Human psychology dictates that while people show less interest if everything is revealed openly, they desperately want to find out if something is kept tightly hidden.

Doesn’t the phrase ‘knows what’s hot’ come out more readily when seeing a tantalizingly censored picture rather than a fully explicit one?

VTuber fans pretend not to care, but in reality, they are incredibly curious about the person inside.

From trivial curiosities like whether the person inside is pretty or cute, to serious concerns like whether they are a man-hater or secretly dating someone.

Some types even wonder about their virginity—that’s how curious they are about who the ‘person inside’ is.

What if, during an event broadcast with a hand-cam, a cigarette gets caught on camera for such fans?

Nobody would argue if you declared ‘The group is finished’ that very day.

The impact is dimensions apart from when a famous idol gets caught with an e-cigarette on a live broadcast.

Although it might not get plastered across the society section of major search engines, the VTuber scene is far more closed off than the idol scene.

Those who lurk in the shadows tend to play even more insidiously.


	
What? She smokes? lol Confirmed!



	
They’re famous for being close, so they probably gather around puffing together lolllll



	
As expected of Korean YouTubers heh heh, spiteful.



	
Gotta filter out smokers. (TL Note: Refers to a Korean meme/stereotype)





It meant that having comments like these flood the official group Twitter account would be nothing.

Think it’s a joke?

Just last month, a neighboring virtual group collapsed exactly like that.

As the CEO, he had watched their broadcast to gauge the atmosphere, and the chat’s firepower was so intense that the broadcast couldn’t proceed, making him feel sorry for the VTuber.

The group’s end was angry.

One member couldn’t overcome it and graduated, and the group fell apart right then and there.

Therefore, Kim Kanghyun obviously couldn’t keep that applicant.

As someone in the same industry, witnessing events that couldn’t be dismissed lightly happening frequently, he couldn’t drag along a non-priority applicant while carrying such risk.

“Anyway, Manager-nim, how is the penalty fee situation?”

“She says she can’t pay.”

“Sue her. Is she serious?”

“The company doesn’t have a legal team.”

“Manager-nim, don’t you have a lawyer’s license?”

“Are you serious?”

The manager glared, putting force into her eyes.

To others, it might just look cute, but sensing the sincerity in her words, the CEO broke into a cold sweat.

“…A hyung I know works as a lawyer in the entertainment industry, so I’ll inquire with him about this.”

The second applicant who was kicked out and burdened with a hefty penalty fee was even more serious.

Taking pictures inside the headquarters and sending them to a friend—Kim Kanghyun, being mostly a man of common sense, couldn’t even fathom what state of mind she was in.

He was even horrified that some photos included parts of other applicants’ bodies.

Fortunately, the manager discovered her sending the photos right away and stopped them before they could be shared further.

It reached a point where he couldn’t refute the common criticism that ‘streamers are uneducated and lack social skills.’

As a former streamer himself, he felt nothing but shame.

Thankfully, they managed to contact the person who received the photos, paid a large sum to ensure their definite deletion, and confirmed they weren’t shared elsewhere. Otherwise, Kim Kanghyun had seriously contemplated scrapping the entire 2nd generation debut plan over two sleepless nights.

“Ugh… Kids these days, tsk.”

“……”

The bewildered gazes of everyone in the meeting room converged on one spot.

The recipient of the stares shrugged as if asking ‘What’s the problem?’ but couldn’t garner any sympathy.

Because Trainer Lee Jia, participating in the meeting as an external guest lecturer, was the youngest among them.

She was the only one in her 20s among the attendees.

Although, based on appearance alone, Ari was also in her 20s.

“…Alright, let’s wrap up the unpleasant talk. How’s the vocal side?”

“Good.”

“Ms. Hoshino and Ms. Sumire are already complete vocals, so there are no worries.”

“Rather, we should anticipate how much the viewers will love them after debut.”

“That’s a relief.”

“If those two debut without any major incidents, we won’t have to worry about the music activity side.”

“And the others are following along well.”

“Their potential for improvement is the same as my initial assessment.”

“However, two individuals are concerning…”

“As expected…?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“One of the two, Ms. Azusa, is refusing to change her singing style, so I’m continuously trying to persuade her…”

“You know what will happen if things continue like this, right?”

Sumire and Azusa were the ones employing the so-called ‘virgin singing style’ among VTuber fans, a style emphasizing purity.

Comparing the singing of these two, who shared this commonality, was like comparing a professor to a teaching assistant.

With completely overlapping styles and one being a downgraded version, there was no need to pick both.

It might have been different if they were in different generations, but debuting together in the same 2nd generation could lead to them cannibalizing each other.

However, simply dropping her was difficult because she had a recent career as a somewhat renowned Utaite, and perhaps thanks to that, her mixed recordings were quite excellent.

While most Utaite know how to mix, VTubers as skilled in mixing as her were rarer than expected, so he wanted to bring her along if possible.

“Let’s keep observing for now, and I will try to persuade her.”

“Okay.”

“Since I’m just a guest lecturer, I won’t interfere in deciding who to pick.”

“And the remaining one is Ms. Kotori, which is quite…”

Lee Jia trailed off and glanced at Producer Kim Hyunmin, who was nodding off.

Though called a producer, he handled almost all of Belus’s music-related tasks alone, leading to a moment of solemn silence in the meeting room.

Even those who shared the commonality of being exploited like slaves by a malicious company couldn’t dare imagine his workload.

“…Hmm? Yes?”

“Ms. Kotori?”

“Ah, she’s quite interesting.”

“She can only do high notes, nothing else?”

Kim Hyunmin abruptly lifted his head and calmly responded to her words as if he hadn’t been dozing off.

Hearing his words, Lee Jia scratched behind her ear and expressed her opinion.

“I’ve seen many who can’t sing high notes, but this is the first time I’ve seen someone who can only do high notes and nothing else…”

“Clearly, considering the emotional control and tension building shown in the highlights, her talent is top-tier…”

“You know what?”

“Just hitting high notes can be achieved through effort, right?”

“Of course, some people might not be able to, but still, what modern vocals demand more than that is individuality and how much emotion…”

Lee Jia rambled on for a while, and Kim Hyunmin, who had been listening blankly beside her, shook his head and started dozing off again.

Kim Kanghyun let Lee Jia’s TMI disguised as an appeal about Kotori’s talent disguised as a lecture on the direction of modern vocals flow in one ear and out the other, nodding while jotting something down on the evaluation sheet.

‘Hoshino, Sumire Vocals [A], Azusa Vocals [B], Kotori is… [D(A+)]. Depending on development, could potentially fill Haruka’s position…’

“Then how about the dance side?”

“……Haaaah.”

This time, only a deep sigh was heard.

A stark contrast to the vocal side, where detailed evaluations flowed freely.

“Not human…”

“Is it that bad?”

“Yes… I mean, did they just sit at computers all day at home?”

“How can none of them last even 5 minutes?”

“And they weren’t even dancing properly.”

“……”

Everyone except Lee Jia and the dance trainer either had jobs involving sitting at computers all day or similar professions, so they just exchanged glances.

Only Manager Ari, who traveled to various places for work, confidently puffed out her narrow shoulders.

The dance trainer, seeing this state, pressed her temples as if a headache was coming on and continued.

“First, Ms. Hoshino is perfect, truly perfect itself.”

“You can really feel that KRG quality.”

“Honestly, she’s good enough to perform on stage right away, to the point where I don’t understand why she quit being an idol…”

“…!”

“Ah! That friend is a KRG trainee, right?! No wonder I heard something!”

“Mr. Kim Hyunmin…”

“Ugh!”

Kim Hyunmin, who had been nodding off, suddenly sat up and shouted something, only to be pinched by Lee Jia and weakly sunk again.

During the vocal test, he had unintentionally almost revealed Hoshino’s personal information in front of the trainees.

Since forbidding the sharing of personal information was the CEO’s rule, he had been immediately silenced back then too.

“…Well anyway, apart from her, the rest are just walking skeletons, so I think a fitness trainer is more urgent than me?”

“A fitness trainer.”

“Did you say you’re picking about 6 people?”

“Once they’re all confirmed, even if you don’t get a trainer during the debut preparation period, I strongly recommend sending them to a gym.”

“I heard that if it weren’t for the newly hired manager, the existing members would have been in big trouble too.”

“No matter how sedentary the job is, stamina is important.”

“Rather, being inactive can cause the body to break down faster.”

“Look at the CEO’s potbelly.”

Kim Kanghyun, who had been sitting comfortably, quickly straightened his posture and subtly covered his stomach with his arm.

“Y-you are correct.”

“Worst case, what if the members’ health gets ruined during the contract period?”

“What will you do for the remaining period?”

“And you’re not just going to stream, didn’t you say you’d definitely hold not only solo concerts but also group concerts next year at the latest?”

“That’s probably why you called me.”

“Ugh…”

Faced with the sharp rebuke from the dance trainer, with whom he had maintained a collaborative relationship for nearly a year, the older Kim Kanghyun couldn’t lift his head.

And beside him, the manager, who had neglected her primary duty of managing the members’ health—no matter how busy she was, barely sleeping 4 hours a day—whimpered ‘Uuuh…’

“What is this.”

“Am I the CEO?”

“Should I debut the 2nd generation?”

“I’m a guest lecturer.”

“You guys need to do your job properly.”

Witnessing this scene, the trainer let out a sigh as if dumbfounded.

‘This is… the top virtual group in the country?’

In her eyes, having worked at prominent entertainment companies domestically, this novice company, claiming to be a virtual idol production, handling work in a slapdash manner was displeasing.

Of course, most other virtual groups didn’t even pretend to attempt half of what Belus was trying, so the fact that they were currently leading the domestic VTuber industry wasn’t just luck—which was fortunate for Belus amidst the misfortune.

Time flows quickly.

Even the military, famous for its slow passage of time, is often perceived by some as having passed in an instant once it’s over.

Thus, with half of the considerably short two-week lodging period already gone, the phrase ‘passed in the blink of an eye’ felt quite fitting.

During the first week, we studied quite a bit about VTubers, sang songs, and danced.

Putting other things aside, the dancing was honestly a bit of a mess.

An idol choreographer and dance trainer, similar to the vocal trainer, came, saw us flopping around for 5 minutes before collapsing flat on the ground panting, and gave us a look of utter despair.

‘Don’t look at us like we’re stray puppies that collapsed after a short walk.’

‘We’re a different species from you.’

“Ms. Hoshino!”

“Good!”

“That’s it!”

“Are you interested in joining our team?”

Ah, right. There was another member of a different species among us.

In this dance class, Hoshino literally flew. Her dance skills were so perfect that the rest of us could only stare blankly while cooling off our sweat near the air conditioner.

The dance was for a group song, but it was completely her solo stage.

Even the trainer mostly clapped without much criticism, wearing an ecstatic expression. Hoshino was a true superhuman, verily an Übermensch.

…Compared to her, we were about Homo sapiens level.

After the hellish dance class, which made it hard to distinguish whether it was fitness training or dance training, it was time for individual schedules.

Several people, including Azusa and Miyuki, left for vocal lessons, while Sumire Mamang went to get advice from the producer, saying she had many questions about mixing personally.

That zombie-looking guy with the dark circles, though called a producer, apparently handles everything related to music—directing, mixing, recording, guide vocals, composing, lyrics, arranging—so there seemed to be much to learn.

As expected, the slaves captured by that evil CEO Kim Kanghyun are all highly skilled.

No, no. Thinking I might soon belong here, I unconsciously gave a generous evaluation.

…To think this insane sweatshop is now exploiting its partner companies too.

Anyway, Mao, Hoshino, and I, who remained at the headquarters, are currently trailing behind Ms. Ari.

Ms. Ari’s short ponytail bounces ahead, making a ‘chong-chong-chong’ sound effect.

‘Seriously, one day I’m definitely going to grab that and swing it around like jwibulnori (Korean fire spinning game).’

“You three seem to hang out together quite often? Looks like you’ve become quite close.”

As Ms. Ari said, somehow, the three of us treated as the youngest often stick together.

We are actually quite close…

Eating together, playing together during breaks—doesn’t that count as being close?

I think I used to hang out like this with my VTuber fan buddies during school days.

Still, somehow, Hoshino feels like she’s drawing an invisible line between us.

Well, considering someone among us might get eliminated, her attitude is understandable.

Besides, it’s not like I approached them first to get close; it’s closer to the truth that I’m mostly being dragged around by Mao.

“We’re going to learn about facial tracking now.”

“Some of you tried it yesterday, but you three haven’t yet~”

Following Ms. Ari down the corridor, we reached a space that looked like a series of coin karaoke rooms.

She opened the door to the nearest of what seemed like several small spaces and beckoned us over.

“Tada!”

“This is the soundproof booth the members use when working at the headquarters or starting a stream~!”

“Woow~”

“Cool!”

“……”

Seeing the computer perfectly set up for streaming and the broadcast microphone, Mao and I reacted enthusiastically in turn.

‘Anyway, Hoshino, aren’t you going to react?’

‘Our Manager-nim gets excited and even cuter when you cheer her on.’

“Okay~ Come closer!”

“Okayy.”

As we approached her gesture, the virtual avatar Ms. Ari occasionally uses for showcases or announcements was visible on the monitor, already set up.

It was a character with a relatively common black hair and black eye color design, possessing a cute, somewhat young, new-employee look. However, the stray hairs falling from her tightly bound bun were strangely suggestive.

She wore a small glasses-shaped ornament as a hairpin, and her outfit was OL-style (office lady) but with cute points that matched her real image perfectly.

And her chest was large.

‘Belus really reflects the red pill (real appearance) as much as possible, even with the 1st generation members.’

“From now on, we’ll try moving my avatar~”

“You don’t need anything complicated, just this!”

She exclaimed confidently, raising her hand high.

Her short arm shot straight up above her head.

In her hand was an iPhone.

A latest model one, at that.

“……”

I stared silently for a moment at her purely sparkling eyes.

‘What, is she teasing me for using a budget phone?’

“Aha~”

“Hmm…?”

Mao smiled as if she had guessed something, while Hoshino tilted her head as if asking ‘Why this?’

Ms. Ari looked at Hoshino and me, puzzled, and chuckled playfully.

“We’re going to use this to move the avatar’s expressions.”




  Chapter 15: This is the perfection of ahegao!
“Once your debut is confirmed, you’ll each receive one of these latest model iPhones.”

“You can use this as your broadcast-exclusive contact, but it will also be essential for your future VTuber activities, so don’t lose it~”

Getting a phone upon debut confirmation is nice, but honestly, I don’t really understand why it’s necessary.

I was a fan of VTubers, never originally planning to become one, so I never looked into it deeply.

I only know a bit about streaming or VTuber-related terms, not specifics like this.

The Belus gallery folks didn’t really discuss this kind of stuff either…

Besides, I got into VTubers through Belus, making me, in a way, a Gen Z VTuber fan, so I know less than you might think.

Although my VTuber fan life became quite intense while being a moderator, becoming a fan itself was relatively recent.

“We’re going to download an app onto this iPhone.”

“This isn’t commercially available; we received it directly from a specialized company hired by a virtual company from the mainland (Japan).”

“Uh…”

I don’t really know what it is, but it sounds impressive.

I thought only the rigging was important, but there’s more to it.

“When running this app, the computer and phone need to be on the same Wi-Fi network.”

“Okay, now log in, finish a few settings, and turn on streaming mode~”

A 3D face model appears on the iPhone screen.

It looks a bit creepy.

“Tada~ Now let’s finish the settings and see how it moves!”

Ms. Ari beamed, finished the adjustments, and made a strange face.

Yes… Like the expression of a puppy that needs to poop.

Then, miraculously, Ms. Ari’s avatar on the monitor also scrunched its face and puckered its lips… Wow.

“…!”

It works? It was this easy?

Is this… the civilization of the new era?

Looking sideways, Mao seemed unfazed as if she already knew, but Hoshino looked quite surprised.

Wow, super fascinating. It’s the first time I’ve seen that Tibetan fox-faced girl’s eyes go wide like that.

Honestly, that sight is more fascinating than the feature itself.

“Want to try?”

Ms. Ari handed the iPhone to Hoshino.

Taking the phone, she followed Ms. Ari’s guidance, finished the settings, and tried scrunching her face similarly.

“Hoop…!”

“Ahaha! Hoshino-chan looks like poop!”

That crazy girl.

Mao, that girl, seems to be doing it on purpose. She must be good at Korean.

But seeing that always stoic Tibetan fox face crumpled up is kinda funny. Uhehehe.

“……”

Hoshino glared steadily at us laughing with half-closed eyes.

Ms. Ari’s avatar turned its gaze and made the same expression.

I flinched and quickly turned my gaze back to the monitor.

“Okay, pressing the buttons here can also make preset expressions, okay?”

“This allows you to express things that are difficult just by making faces.”

“Look.”

Ms. Ari took the iPhone back, fiddled with the settings briefly, and drew our attention.

When she pressed a button with her large body, a shadow fell over the avatar’s forehead.

Then, furrowing her brow and lifting her head, Ms. Ari’s avatar looked down on us with eyes full of contempt.

Oh… This is quite…

Next, she pressed another button, and this time, tears started welling up in the avatar’s eyes.

It makes you want to hug it tightly and stroke it gently.

“You can change expressions like this, and experienced users can combine facial expressions and buttons to create various looks.”

“Let’s practice this today.”

“Okay, next turn~”

The iPhone was passed to me.

Oooh… This is the civilization of the new era!

Calming my excited heart, I finished the settings and first tried rolling my eyes.

“Oh… Oooh…”

“It’s amazing, right?”

“Yes.”

It’s incredibly fascinating.

It wasn’t even a difficult process, but seeing the avatar mimic me feels somewhat scary and unfamiliar.

Shall I try sticking my tongue out this time? Will this work too?

“Blehh~”

A bright red tongue popped out from the cute face.

Contrasting with the pale white skin, it’s extremely suggestive.

“Wow!”

“Oh?”

“Oh… The tongue comes out too.”

The first exclamation was mine, the second was Mao’s.

The third, naturally, belonged to our Ms. Hoshino. I’m seeing many new sides of her today.

Shall I tease her a little more then?

Eyebrows sad, eyes crossed towards the center, tongue sticking out. My face feels tight, so I just pressed the smile button.

“Blehh-“

Tada. The completion of Ahegao!

Slap-!

“What do you think you’re doing right now!”

“Kyahng!”

A sharp pain flared across my back, and I let out an involuntary cute scream, turning around.

It seems Ms. Ari, not my intended target, had slapped my back, her face flushed.

It’s the first time I’ve seen her actually use violence.

Anyway, Hoshino’s gaze, like she’s looking at a pitiful child, is truly a critical hit.

……I’m not hurt. Really. Yes.



The day’s schedule ended, and free time arrived.

It’s 11 PM now. From now until lunch the next day, we’re free to get late-night snacks through the manager or sleep soundly.

At first, seeing schedules like those of idol trainees from training camps or the internet worried me quite a bit, but after adapting, it feels surprisingly relaxed.

It really feels like a lodging just to test VTuber aptitude, personality, and minimal social skills.

Excluding dance or vocal training, or learning and adapting to various VTuber functions like today, most of it was character education, advice on stream progression, and analysis of Crystal members’ and other VTubers’ broadcasts.

Sometimes Ms. Ari sends sharp glances, probably watching to see if anyone slips up like the two who were kicked out on the third day.

Well, anyway, after finishing the day’s work like this, we usually don’t go straight to bed.

Everyone looks like they’d be shaking their butts at a club at this hour, but as expected of people with streamer blood, they all tend to hole up in bed watching Twitch streams or YouTube until dawn.

Right now, the gyaru Mao is on my bed, peering into her small smartphone screen together with me.

…A sweet scent wafts from beside me, making my body heat up.

Even after being mixed among women all day during the lodging, I still can’t get used to it.

This is why I’m a single, loser, failure male…

[No, Bae, Baeksu-ya. Lilius-ya. You son of a b*tch!! C’mon!!!!]

“This person curses well. Watashi wants to learn this!”

“Don’t learn things like this. Please.”

Do you want to get teased by the Rainbows for having a pirated Korean language patch?

The stream we’re huddled together watching now is from ‘Hojin,’ one of the most famous streamers on Twitch and YouTube.

He’s a familiar streamer since I watched his broadcasts the most before becoming a VTuber fan. Mao wanted to know about Twitch’s broadcast culture, so I recommended him, and coincidentally, his stream was on, so we’re watching.

Actually, I wanted to watch Haruka’s or another member’s stream, but no one streamed today.

Lately, the members’ streaming hours keep decreasing, causing Belus withdrawal.

Before, so many streamed at once that it was hard to watch them all.

“Kotori-chan. Not fun?”

“Hm? No. It’s fun.”

Mao asked, tapping my shoulder gently.

The area she touched tickled, making me smile awkwardly.

I’m pointlessly sensitive.

It’s probably because my body is overly tense, still not accustomed to women.

Anyway, Mao in her comfortable pre-sleep attire, with her heavy gyaru makeup removed, is extremely dangerous, so it’s her fault.

“I want to debut together with Kotori-chan.”

“……Me too.”

Maybe because we’ve stuck together for a week, although her makeup scared me a bit at first, I see many positive sides to her now.

Like how she has a surprisingly cute face when she removes the heavy makeup, how she eats neatly, or how she sometimes looks like a modest, good wife and wise mother when she ties her hair back.

I’ve grown quite fond of Mao too, so it would be very sad if we couldn’t debut together…

Including my previous life, she’s the only one I could barely call a friend, excluding fellow VTuber fans.

“Anyway, if we debut, are you going to live in Korea?”

“Yes! Work visa? Need to get that.”

“Work visa? Do they issue those for broadcasters?”

“Shacho (CEO) said there’s a way. But debut comes first.”

“I guess so~”

Well, I know there’s something like an entertainment or long-term visa, but I don’t know if it applies.

“Kotori-chan. Shall we live together?”

“Eh?”

Impossible. Just being in the same bed sometimes during this lodging makes my heart feel like it’s going to explode, and you want to live together and sleep alone together every night?

In the first place, I’m going to spend my first night in the same bed with Haruka…!

“No way no way no way no way no way no way no way no way-!”

“Ahahaha! Like an anime character!”

Mao burst out laughing, slapping my back repeatedly with her palm.

This foxy wench.

They said on the gallery that’s flirting.

There’s no place for you in my heart, which belongs only to Haruka!

“What? What’s going on?”

Perhaps because we were noisy, Sumire, who was typing away on her laptop wearing headphones, tilted her head.

Ah, Sumire said she was going to try lightly mixing what she learned from the producer today.

She mentioned having professional equipment at home; I wonder what she does.

Is she really a former Utaite?

“Gasp. Were we loud?”

“Hm? No, no. I was just wondering what mischief you two were plotting. The manager was complaining today that one of the second-floor toilets is clogged; it wasn’t you guys, right?”

“Plotting mischief…”

I feel hurt.

Does Mamang think of us as somewhat lacking kids who need looking after?

While we were both earnestly assuring Sumire it wasn’t us, a delicious smell wafted in from the hallway.

Bang-!

“Anyone want chicken!”

Bursting through the door was Azusa, the Jirai-kei girl with dark, red-tinged hair, who hadn’t even thought of removing her heavy makeup despite the late hour.

She wore a bright smile completely unfitting her appearance, holding up chicken in both hands.

“Squeezed it out of the manager!”

Poor Ms. Ari… Overworked at the company and now getting money extorted by the applicants too.

But contrary to my pitying heart, my hand raises automatically.

During the lodging period, I had been barely surviving on gift cards, the little remaining money I had, and the small lodging allowance sent by the company, so this free late-night snack was an opportunity not to be missed.

“Watashi!”

“Me too. I’m starving.”

“Me too!”

Mao next to me also shot her hand up, and Sumire, who usually wouldn’t touch late-night snacks at this hour, raised her hand too, saying she was hungry, probably from focusing on her work.

And Miyuki, the amber-haired girl who was friendly with Azusa, didn’t miss out either, answering energetically.

However, Hoshino, who strictly manages her body, glanced at the chicken, then put on an eye mask as if planning to sleep and lay down on her bed.

I can see you drooling, buddy.

But that Tibetan fox-like girl would definitely refuse if asked to join, so I just went outside and followed Azusa.

Anyway, where did the two inconspicuous ones go? I saw them carrying bath baskets somewhere earlier; did they go to wash up?

“Let’s eat here!”

The place we arrived at was the terrace where we first gathered on the first day of lodging.

Some people who were there then are gone now, but instead, we’ve become quite close.

Actually, those who were kicked out back then were among those who needlessly started fights, so it was more like the muddying fish were removed, and the water naturally purified itself.

“Huh? Kohaku sunbaenim started streaming.”

“Really?”

“Let’s watch together!”

“I’ll put the stream on.”

Sumire placed the laptop she brought where everyone could see easily, and we set up the chicken, each grabbing a piece.

The drumsticks went to Azusa, who brought the chicken, and Sumire, the eldest sister figure.

Looks delicious… Hehe.

“Pfft. Here, Kotori, you eat it.”

“Gasp… Thank you.”

I must have been staring too intently.

Sumire, who had opened her mouth wide to take a bite of the drumstick, met my eyes, blinked a few times, and gave it to me.

Heung, Mamang. Not as much as Haruka, but I love you.

“Ms. Sumire would be a good mother. Don’t you have a hidden child?”

Uh oh, who is it? Don’t pick a fight with our Mamang.

However, it didn’t seem like a fight, as Miyuki snatched the drumstick from Azusa with an innocent expression and handed it smilingly to Sumire.

Azusa, robbed of the most delicious part right before her eyes, looked almost like crying, her shoulders slumped.

“Uuuh… My leg…”

“You already ate two hamburgers earlier. Endure it for your weight. Here, chicken breast.”

“That’s the same thing… It’s still fried…”

No, don’t make virgin-like expressions with that flashy face.

Seriously, the mismatch between her appearance and actions is dizzying.

Shaking my head to clear the dizziness, just as I was about to bite into the drumstick, this time Mao tugged hard on my t-shirt from the side.

As the neckline pulled down, my pale shoulder, bra strap, and the straight crease of my armpit underneath began to reveal themselves.

Let go, let go. You pervert…!

“Kotori-chan! Kohaku-senpai is shining!”

“What?”

Swallowing the thought ‘What kind of nonsense is this?’, I turned my gaze to the laptop. On the stream screen that had been turned on, Kohaku was indeed shining.

“……?”

High twin-tails of amber hair, round beast ears beside them, playfully upturned eyes, and shining pupils the same color as her hair.

And fitting her mischievous earth spirit concept, she wore a short dress of a drab color but cute design. Her model, with a mouse tail swaying beside it, was obscured by a bright yellow, glowing fluorescent body.

[Now! Your fairy has descended, so hurry and praise me!]

[- Bullshit show ON]
[- ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]
[- Hilarious ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]
[- Why is an earth fairy shining? Why is an earth fairy shining? Why is an earth fairy shining? Why is an earth fairy shining?]
[- Ahh.. Haku-yam.. Dizzying..]
[- Really want to slap her just once ffs ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]
[- Ahh here we go again]
[- ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ Is this b*tch on drugs?]
[- Did she not take her meds or did she take meds she shouldn’t have?]
[- Today’s really not easy..]

A rather spicy chat compared to other VTubers.

Their playful insults signify that Kohaku’s stream is usually like this, so it’s familiar.

I also enjoyed Kohaku’s streams, so I’m used to the antics of the one called ‘Crazy Mouse,’ ‘Drugged Jelly,’ ‘Craziest VTuber in Korea,’ but honestly, I’ve never seen anything like this.

Putting aside how she did it, which I have no clue about, just thinking of doing something like that suggests her thought process is different from ours.

Like… A lunatic on another dimension?

[What? Looks like I didn’t take my meds? Yeah~ Rainbow reflection~]

Flash-

This time, she glows in rainbow colors.

Seven colors—red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet—become translucent fluorescent lines revolving around her.

Overwhelmed by the screen-filling glare, I dropped the chicken drumstick and covered my face.

Ah… The sauce got everywhere.

[- Kya ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]
[- This is it!ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]
[- Rainbow Kohaku! Rainbow Kohaku! Rainbow Kohaku! Rainbow Kohaku! Rainbow Kohaku!]
[- Ahh.. (Sick)God..]
[- Haku-ya I’m scared..]
[- ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]
[- Crazy btch.. Crazy btch..]
[- Please stop]
[- Ugh]
[- ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ Ahh ffs teeth grinding]
[- Eye-blinding crazy b*tch]

This thing is my Haruka’s colleague…?

Now… Now I really don’t know anymore.

“……”

The fellow trainees, who had been watching her stream while eating chicken, also froze with their mouths agape.

It seems they couldn’t overcome the immense shock received from the new-age civilization that humans were perhaps not yet ready to encounter.

A VTuber who might become their senior shining in seven colors.

I’ve never heard of such a thing.

“Kotori-chan… I can’t do that kind of thing.”

Mao, who had been tightly gripping my clothes, marveled with an expression of having hit a wall.

A Korean VTuber making a junior from the VTuber mecca surrender.

“…Maybe I underestimated what being a VTuber is……”

No, Mamang. Don’t look so sad.

As far as I know, among VTubers, she’s the only one who does stuff like that.




  Chapter 17: Gold
Knead, knead.

It seems like ever since that incident, Sumire has decided to treat me like a child.

Following Sumire’s thin, delicate touch, my cheeks stretched out like sticky rice cakes.

Streeeetch. Thwack-!

“Ouch!”

“Sorry, sorry. Are you okay?”

“No…”

It didn’t matter that my cheek hurt and turned a bit red, but her nonchalant voice, sounding completely unapologetic, wounded my heart.

‘Seriously?’

‘Where did my benevolent Mamang go, replaced by this mischievous older sister?’

“You two look so precious together. I’m jealous.”

“Even if you’re jealous, I won’t let you have her.”

Mao, saying she was jealous watching this, was weird, but Sumire was even weirder.

‘This is Wooseo Woo’s body, who gave her the right to decide who gets what?’

Thwack!

“Oh my, she’s running away.”

“Like a little kitten.”

I instantly threw my hands up, pushing away the arms holding me, and ran to the end of the hallway.

It definitely wasn’t because the faint scent emanating from Sumire’s embrace or the cozy feeling unsettled my heart.

I was just planning to leave after digesting my food since I had vocal training today.

But maybe it’s the effect of my period, my lower abdomen is starting to ache gently… and the constant leaking feeling from down there is incredibly uncomfortable.

‘Is being a woman this inconvenient?’

“Hoshino, are you going today?”

I asked Hoshino, who was coming down the stairs wiping her sweat-soaked forehead with a towel.

“No. I’m going to eat now.”

She replied nonchalantly, shaking her head.

My gaze momentarily lingered on Hoshino’s smooth armpit before I quickly turned my head away.

‘So, it looks like only Azusa and I are going to the vocal lesson today.’

Azusa had consistently attended every lesson throughout the training camp.

We had inevitably gotten a bit closer during the camp, but things were still a little awkward between us.

She has a loud voice and talks a lot, but she mostly hangs out with Miyuki, who seems to be around the same age, and two others, so I haven’t had many chances to talk to her.

Anyway, clutching my aching stomach, I wandered around the headquarters looking for Azusa.

Since exchanging contact information was forbidden, getting used to running around on foot had become the norm.

‘Seriously, the lesson is about to start, where on earth is this person?’

‘I wonder if she’s hiding somewhere snacking again.’

“Ah.”

“Huh?”

Hearing a noise from behind the front desk on the first floor, I approached and saw Azusa munching on Choco Boy snacks.

Her tightly curled, reddish-black hair swayed with her pupils.

The piercings on her lips and ears could look quite intimidating, but her pitiful expression neutralized the effect.

“Don’t look at me with those eyes like I’m some poor kid…”

“No, why are you hiding here to eat snacks?”

“Miyuki keeps taking them…”

The corners of her heavily made-up eyes drooped.

Her excessively red lips trembled pathetically.

Judging by her appearance, she looked like someone cherishing the last remaining food supply in some post-apocalyptic world.

‘She really doesn’t act her style.’

I sighed deeply and held out my hand.

She tilted her head, looking at me with eyes asking what I meant.

Avoiding her pale, vampire-like hand reaching towards me, I said.

“Give me a few too.”

“No way! This is the last bag I brought!”

“Geez, you scared me!”

My head, already throbbing slightly due to my period, rang.

‘Her voice is so loud.’

‘I still don’t understand why someone with such projection sounds so delicate when they sing.’

“Can’t you just buy another one after the lesson?”

“There’s a lesson today…?”

“……”

‘Forget it.’

Trainer Lee Jia, who’s already busy teaching girl groups on top of us, glares daggers if you’re late. I need to save myself.

Feeling strangely lighter, as if the discomfort from my period had eased, I started moving my short legs briskly. Then, a sorrowful voice called out from behind me.

“W-Wait up!”

The Jirai-kei girl, wearing a black short dress with frilly lace dangling all over and some ribboned boots, yelled loudly, drawing the attention of passersby.

Feeling somewhat embarrassed, I quickly tried to escape, but no joke, she caught me in 10 seconds.

‘How is she so fast?’

‘Or are Wooseo Woo’s legs just too short?’

‘Or maybe it’s because of my period… Yeah. That must be it.’

“Ugh… Don’t leave me behind…”

“It’s hot, get off me…”

“Nooooo.”

She looks like a dangerous, tough older sister type, but she acts like a real handful.

‘How on earth has this person lived until now?’

‘Does she have someone specifically looking after her?’

“Ow, I said get off.”

“I don’t know the way…”

“Haaah…”

The intense smell of perfume from her body clinging tightly to me stung my nose.

My arm had disappeared somewhere between her breasts.

The texture of her chest pressed against me right through the rough lace.

“……?!”

‘Is this person not even wearing a bra?’

Overwhelmed by the immense shock, I stopped walking.

This really feels soft like tofu, and it’s clinging stickily to my skin because of the sweat…

“What iiiis it, do you not know the way either?”

“Ah, I know the way.”

It wasn’t a difficult path to memorize in the first place.

Just exit the headquarters, go right for five blocks, then turn right again, and it’s right there.

‘How does this person not remember the way when she goes there almost every day?’

‘Surely, a young person in their 20s with a normally functioning brain should have at least minimal memory.’

‘Even if they had adult ADHD causing short-term memory issues, going back and forth a few times should make the body remember.’

‘But if she still can’t remember, maybe she just can’t be bothered to…?’

‘This person, she’s really useless.’

“Ah, seriously, get off me…!”

“Whyyyyyyy!”

Seeing her act like a child, I sighed inwardly.

But strangely, I found myself unable to completely dislike this side of her.

‘Maybe it’s because I sense an innocence in her speech and actions?’

‘Even though her looks scream ‘definitely not the pure type’.’ Humph.

After wrestling like that for a while, we finally arrived at the studio.

First, I tried to dry my clothes, which were soaked in sweat from trying to shake her off.

‘Seriously, at this rate, I might catch a summer cold that even the foolish Azusa avoids.’

‘My stomach already hurts like hell, when will this heat ever end?’

“Let’s go now. We’re going to get scolded again.”

“You smell like sweat…”

“You smell worse, Azusa?!”

Horrified, I pushed Azusa’s head away as she buried her nose in my armpit and inhaled deeply.

‘Where the hell does she think she’s putting her nose?’

‘This crazy person.’

‘It feels like just a short while ago, I couldn’t keep my composure just from physical contact with a woman, but today, being forced into contact with Sumire and now this person, my heart can’t take it.’

“You’re a little late.”

“I’m sorryyy…”

“Maybe I’m sorry…”

“What do you mean, ‘maybe I’m sorry’?”

Lee Jia, who had been chatting and drinking coffee with Kim Hyunmin, whose dark circles were threatening to reach his chin, looked at Azusa incredulously.

‘I thought she’d glare daggers, but it seems even she’s powerless against true madness.’

“Since you’re late, we’re going to be really strict today. Azusa, you go in first.”

“Nyeh…?”

Azusa looked like her world was ending as she was dragged into the recording booth.

Actually, vocal training could be done at the headquarters, but since we’d eventually have to churn out cover songs within months of debuting, the reasoning was to listen to the recordings immediately on the spot.

Anyway, as expected, Azusa started getting torn apart the moment she went in.

“Why are you so insistent on using falsetto! No, I’m not saying falsetto is inherently bad, but listen to this! How does this sound? Like a deflated balloon. Your breathing is a complete mess.”

“Look. At this rate, you’ll strain your throat and get nodules soon.”

“Wuuung…”

“Are you listening? It’s completely different from the edited version, right? That’s why you become more reliant on mixing, and the tone balance gets messed up, you said so yourself.”

“Yes. Yees…”

“During our consultation, you said you wanted to sing better and didn’t want to lose your current singing style, right? And that you’d try to achieve both. But what is this? Your skills aren’t improving, and you lack determination. If both are difficult, you have to give one up!”

“That’s why I told you, if you want to sing better, ditch that singing style and stop relying solely on mixing. If the source material is bad, the final product will ultimately be bad too!”

“Be honest. The mixing process takes weeks longer than the recording itself, right?”

“Hwaaang…”

“No, crying again? You promised if you cried one more time, you’d change your singing style and song selection according to my instructions. Should we just tear everything down and start from scratch then?”

“I told you I’d take responsibility and care for you until you learn a new singing style, even if you get eliminated. Did you forget?”

“Sniffle… Nenyong.” (TL Note: Likely a cute/crying way of saying ‘Ne’ – Yes)

“…This is driving me crazy, really.”

A storm raged inside the recording booth.

The funny thing was, Kim Hyunmin and I were listening to everything through the speakers.

Apparently, this was the only recent pleasure for Kim Hyunmin, who had become a zombie due to overwork?

Even now, he was covering his mouth, pretending to drink coffee, while chuckling.

‘He doesn’t look the type, but he has some really nasty hobbies.’

“Why won’t Azusa change her singing style?”

I was actually quite curious.

Honestly, even to me, a VTuber enthusiast, her current style didn’t suit her.

She sings almost entirely in falsetto, perhaps trying to hide her naturally husky voice. But because she strains beyond her vocal range, her breathing is a bit messy.

It’s not about singing well or poorly; it just doesn’t fit.

If anything, skill-wise alone, she might be quite good.

Azusa’s only drawback is being compared to Sumire, who’s basically a cheat character in this field, but compared to the average person, her vocals are outstanding.

Well, it’s not really my place to judge, considering I still can’t even hit the right notes properly.

“A singing style isn’t something that changes overnight. Conversely, that vocalization wasn’t learned overnight either, so she probably has an attachment and pride tied to it.”

“And changing the singing style isn’t always the answer. Meeting the wrong trainer can really mess things up, leaving you with neither this nor that. Well, with Ms. Jia, there’s no need to worry, though.”

“I heard she might get vocal nodules, isn’t that dangerous?”

“It is dangerous. But artists who easily give up their stubbornness aren’t real artists. Fundamentally, those with weak convictions mostly break down midway.”

“Heok.”

It was a sharp statement, unlike his usual tired impression.

‘So this person is also an artist, is that it?’

“Still, it seems better for her to change it. For her own sake, I mean. This is a place to be evaluated, not a place to be stubborn.”

“And in this field, there’s already Sumire… it’s a bit harsh to say, but she’s the superior version, right? She’ll constantly be compared during the evaluation period…”

“Well, if she decides to kick away the opportunity to debut as a VTuber with Belus and do something else, I won’t stop her.”

“……”

‘Yeah. That’s true.’

Having adapted, with a more relaxed schedule and fewer people than at the start, I sometimes let my guard down, but thinking about it, it’s foolish to assume I won’t be one of the two who get eliminated.

Azusa’s strength seems to be her singing, but if she gets dropped for being stubborn there, she’ll miss a huge opportunity to debut with Belus, a top group in this industry.

‘But what are my strengths?’

“…Huh?”

Suddenly, a cold sweat started to form.

I dance much worse than Hoshino, and my singing doesn’t even reach the soles of Sumire’s feet.

I’m not sociable like Miyuki, nor do I have the innate talent like Mao Mao.

‘Wait, am I in a pretty dangerous position right now…?’

My only few redeeming qualities are Wooseo Woo’s works and life, which is a clean past as an introverted loner shut-in.

But given CEO Kim Kanghyun’s tendencies, everyone gathered here likely survived because they didn’t have major disqualifying factors. So, that’s not much of a strength anymore.

The only thing I can boast about is being good at drawing. But I haven’t really drawn anything during the training camp.

The reason is simple. Drawing is just a bonus.

A VTuber can get by if they have talent, singing ability, good fan management, and dancing skills.

No, actually, VTubers who can dance are practically non-existent in Korea. So, just talent, singing, and cultivating dedicated fans are enough.

And currently, by my own judgment, I’m not even meeting that baseline.

‘I’m f*cked!’

Talent? Do I, someone who was slaved away like a dog in a corner of my room without a single friend, have any talent? The best I can do is act cute for the forum users, maybe handing out virtual burgers.

Singing? It seems I inherited Wooseo Woo’s super-ultra-level talent. But the person wielding this super-ultra, perhaps master-level talent, is a sub-moderator on a talentless VTuber fan forum, so seeing the light is still a distant prospect.

Cultivating dedicated fans? This doesn’t even require thought.

No matter how much a VTuber enthusiast understands the heart of another enthusiast, how can I possibly suck up to my own kind?

Of course, for Haruka’s sake, I could do it, but…

“…C-Can I do it?”

Anyway, no matter how I look at it, I have a ridiculously small hexagon of stats.

If things continue like this, I have the highest chance of being eliminated when the training camp ends.

‘What do I do? A week has already flown by.’

Just as my worries were digging deep into the earth, heading for the core, the recording booth door burst open, signaling the end of the lesson.

Azusa emerged with her makeup completely smudged, alongside a fuming Lee Jia.

“Stay behind after we finish today. No, wait, I have plans. You’re coming for the lesson again tomorrow, right? Let’s have one more consultation right before we start, and if you show no willingness to change or no potential for improvement, I’m just going to give up.”

“If you pass through other means, that’s one thing, but if things stay like this, you won’t receive a good evaluation on this front.”

“Sniffle, yees… I’m sorryyy.”

“Apologize to your overworked vocal cords. Next!”

“Heek!”

Her lioness-like gaze turned towards me.

I could only shrink back like a small animal facing a predator.

“Why is your face so pale? Oh my, look at your legs trembling.”

I forced my trembling legs to move towards the recording booth.

‘I really have to do well.’

‘If I don’t show even the slightest improvement, I won’t be able to have sweet, pure, lovey-dovey cuddles with Haruka…!’

‘Haruka… I’ll do my best…!’




  Chapter 18: Becoming a YouTuber makes money!
Life never goes as planned.

Life doesn’t follow plans, and no matter how thoroughly you prepare, it always rolls in unexpected directions.

My life has been like that too.

It’s always been so full of unexpected events that I can barely remember if it ever went the way I wanted.

Setting aside the gloomy circumstances of my childhood, let’s look at the relatively recent event of me accidentally being drafted as a sub-moderator.

From that point on, my life diverged completely from the small wish I had of simply enjoying a normal VTuber fan life.

At first, I was just a very pure and innocent newcomer VTuber fan who knew nothing.

I just heard Haruka’s song, thought, ‘Huh? This is insanely good? This is a VTuber…?’, fell for her singing, and became a fan out of pure admiration.

With that burning passion, I wandered through various sites and ended up in the Belus fan gallery, a hub of raw information and dopamine hits.

 I complained about the sub-moderator not doing their job properly and got dragged into it like a salt farm s*ave.

Anyway, after that, I grew to love the group Belus itself. Maintaining the fan gallery, which was like a ticking time bomb, as a sub-moderator, I lived a rather satisfying life, but then I suddenly found myself in Wooseo Woo’s body.

This too was a situation I never expected or wanted.

Just like that, life never goes as planned.

This means that no matter how hastily I make up my mind and try, a miracle like my singing skills suddenly improving drastically won’t just happen.

“Singing is like martial arts.”

“Martial arts…?”

Trainer Lee Jia said.

No matter how well I can imitate Haruka’s high notes, if the inner power supporting it isn’t solid, it will eventually crumble.

That’s right.

I lack experience and foundation, way too much.

Using the martial arts analogy, the vessel itself to contain the energy called vocal ability is just too small.

Perhaps because of that, contrary to my firm resolve before entering the recording booth, I ended up getting harshly criticized during the lesson.

The only silver lining, perhaps, is that I’m now starting to find the pitch somewhat.

I’m struggling to produce low notes.

It seems unlikely to be because of my memories as a male…

When I was a man, I didn’t have to consciously think about low notes; they just came out fine. 

But trying to hit them as a woman makes me flustered, causing me to consciously apply too much force and excessive breath, leading to constant voice breaks.

The habit of consciously mixing nasal sounds to lower my voice when doing a ‘moe voice’ likely contributed as well.

Moreover, my musical sense as a man was, putting it mildly, not good, so perhaps repetitive training is the only answer.

Anyway, to eliminate the voice breaks, I practiced chest voice, one of the famous internal cultivation methods in the vocal world.

Thanks to that, the stability in the lower register seems to have improved quite a bit.

“Chest voice is similar to how men normally speak…”

“Ah- Ah- Like this?”

“…You got it right away?”

Lee Jia was actually surprised that I could use head voice, a technique supposedly only usable by those walking the supreme path, from the start, blaming herself for overlooking something so basic.

But since I didn’t know much about that part, I just had to continue practicing silently.

‘But I used head voice?’

“Wooseo Woo, this talent freak.”

“Calling yourself a talent freak. Seriously, not a single normal person here…”

“Eh.”

Still, perhaps Wooseo Woo’s talent reached the heavens, because once I became conscious of it, the practice itself was easy, which might be fortunate.

But this time, a problem arose in transitioning to high notes.

Trying to hit high notes while maintaining chest voice didn’t work because of something called a pitch break, and then they talked about vocal register transition and tension, but I couldn’t understand, so the lesson ended just like that.

Still, I received encouragement that I have great potential for improvement and shouldn’t be disappointed, so maybe that’s fortunate… right?

‘Will I be able to meet Haruka and become friends?’

“Sniffle.”

“Are you still crying…?”

Next to me was Azusa, who had waited instead of leaving first.

Even though she kept fixing her makeup until my lesson ended, her tears had smudged it so much she now looked almost like a raccoon. 

Honestly, walking together was extremely embarrassing, but how could I abandon someone nice enough to wait for me?

My timid solution was just to walk about a meter apart.

“Um… This might be rude, but is there a reason you won’t change your singing style?”

This isn’t like me.

I’m usually not the type to meddle in things like this.

Normally, I’d be hunching my shoulders with my neck turtle-like, just like Bocchi, unable to even speak easily.

Perhaps being with someone who seems even more mentally distressed than me makes me more talkative.

Or maybe it’s the effect of my period making me strangely emotional.

“Sniffle, it’s nothing serious.”

“If it’s nothing serious, you should change it.”

“It’s nothing serious, but it’s also not nothing serious.”

“Wow…”

That way of speaking really gets on one’s nerves.

Even though I’m genuinely not a violent person, I really wanted to give her just one flick on the forehead.

‘How does Miyuki manage to hang out with this person?’

‘…Perhaps the secret is relieving stress by snatching her snacks.’

“Um… let’s stop by a cafe first. Fix your makeup too.”

“Ung…”

First, I called Ari to explain the situation and then stopped by a cafe.

Normally, we should go straight back to the headquarters without detours, but at this rate, she looked like she might burst into tears again in the middle of the street, so I had no choice.

Ari understood, so it should be fine.

She also said she’d come pick us up right here, so we can just go back together.

‘By the way, isn’t this the first time I’ve been to a cafe, combining my previous body and this one?’

‘The forum said cafes are gathering places for insiders…’

Suddenly, my vision blurs.

The cafe’s interior lights reflect and flash, obstructing my sight.

The numerous tables and chairs dizzy my mind, and the feeling that all the packed people are staring at me roots my feet to the spot.

‘Where on earth is the counter?’

As I stood stiffly at the entrance like a nail hammered in place, Azusa looked at me and tilted her head.

“What are you doing? Sniffle… Let’s go.”

“W-W-W-W-Wait.”

She grabbed my hand and led me to what looked like the counter.

I had vaguely seen a kiosk, but it seems we came here because there were too many people.

The uniformed employee flinched slightly upon seeing Azusa’s raccoon eyes but maintained a business smile and said.

“Welcome. Would you like to order?”

‘What do I do?’

‘How do you order coffee?’

‘I’ve only had convenience store coffee and coffee from the machine at the gukbap place.’

‘The few times I bought coffee on the street, I always paid using a kiosk, so I’ve never actually talked to an employee.’

I quickly turned back to Azusa and sent an SOS.

‘Help me! Raccoon girl!’

“I didn’t bring my phone or wallet…”

‘Oops.’

‘Right, Azusa just grabbed her snacks and followed me.’

‘Come to think of it, I’m also running out of money now, so if things go wrong, I might starve for the rest of the training camp.’

Meanwhile, the employee’s expression is steadily souring.

I don’t know what to do.

A sense of urgency, feeling like I had to do something, began to dominate my mind.

As I anxiously pondered what to do, something I had forgotten in my panic came to mind.

‘Commission… gifticon!’ (TL Note: Gifticon = mobile gift voucher/coupon in Korea)

“Um…! I have a gifticon…!”

“Ah, you can just show it to me.”

‘That’s the answer!’

The employee’s face brightened instantly as they scanned the barcode and asked.

“Would you like that to go?”

‘Ugh.’

‘What should I say to this?’

This time, I looked at Azusa with an even more desperate expression. She had stopped crying by now and burst out laughing with a ‘Pfft’.

“We’ll eat here.”

“Okay, please take the buzzer and head up to the second floor.”

“Hul.”

‘It was this easy?’

‘What kind of life have I been living…?’

As I slouched my shoulders in dejection, regretting my past life as an introverted, shut-in loser who couldn’t even go to a cafe, Azusa led me towards the second floor.

Fortunately, there was a partitioned seat available, so we went in, put down our things, and headed straight for the restroom.

‘I never thought I’d participate in one of the quintessential female bonding activities: going to the restroom together…’

“Kotori, you have a cute side.”

“Eh.”

“Is this your first time in a cafe? Are you a natural monument~?”

‘Calling someone a natural monument isn’t exactly a compliment, is it?’

Feeling bewildered, I watched Azusa fix her makeup in the mirror. Her eyes met mine.

Perhaps due to her reddened eye rims, moist eyes, and the beauty mark beneath them, she exuded a certain sexiness.

“Come to think of it, you don’t wear makeup?”

“Uh… I only use sunscreen.”

Since I have absolutely no idea how to apply makeup, I couldn’t help it.

Even this, I force myself to wear just to protect Wooseo Woo’s delicate skin; something I would never have imagined doing when I was a man.

“I’m jealous… My skin breaks out, so sunscreen doesn’t cover it. But what shade do you use? Ah, right. You said you only wear sunscreen~”

“……”

‘Did I unknowingly start a 기 싸움 (ki ssaum – subtle power struggle/nerve war)?’

‘But even if you say that, I wouldn’t know.’

‘Anyway, shouldn’t you avoid makeup if your skin is breaking out?’

‘…I don’t really know.’

‘I’ve never done it.’

“Should we head out? The buzzer might ring soon, so let’s go down early~”

Azusa approached me with light steps and naturally linked arms with me.

We walked out of the restroom like that.

“……?”

‘Wait, what is this skinship that feels like getting pickpocketed in broad daylight?’

“What’s wrong?” (TL Note: ‘왜 구램?’ is a cute/slangy way of asking ‘왜 그래?’ – What’s wrong?)

‘Is this how women are supposed to initiate skinship so naturally?’

Sumire and Mao also initiated a lot of skinship with me, but this feels different.

Like a giant vine slowly tightening its grip…

“Pfft… You’re really funny.”

“I’m… not funny.”

“You are, you are!”

Azusa patted my shoulder lightly and giggled.

‘I don’t know anymore.’

‘I feel like I’m going to die from energy drain.’

I listlessly followed Azusa down, picked up the coffee and a slice of cake, and then listlessly returned to our seats.

Dealing with her excited chatter on the way felt like it aged me 10 years.

‘Is this really the same person who was sobbing pitifully on the street earlier?’

“But you know. Miyuki is too much, right? Yesterday she stole my snacks and lied about it, and today she just blatantly took them!”

“Sooo~ I couldn’t let her take my last Choco Boy snack! I thought about going to the restroom… but that felt wrong, so I went down to the first floor. The desk happened to be empty…”

“Are you listening?”

“Yeees……”

As I blankly watched my soul drifting out of Wooseo Woo’s body, Azusa reached her hand across the table and waved it in front of my eyes.

‘Wow, this cake is delicious.’

“But then you came and asked for Choco Boy snacks, so I was a little sad? Like the whole world was after my snacks.”

“And you know… I want to teach that gyaru who hangs around you every day how to do makeup. She has such a pretty base face, why does she do it like that.”

“Ah! Am I being scatterbrained? I have a bit of ADHD… I think I might have bipolar disorder too, but they won’t give me medicine. Have you ever been to a psychiatrist?”

I sighed, letting her endless chatter flow in one ear and out the other.

‘When on earth is Ari coming…?’

“…You asked earlier why I don’t change my singing style.”

“…Yes?”

It’s hard to follow the flow of conversation.

Still, thanks to her bringing it up first, I managed to recall the reason we came to this cafe.

“It’s really nothing serious. Just… I wanted to show someone I like that I could succeed with this.”

“Someone you like…?”

“This is a secret between just us two, okay?”

Azusa winked one eye and continued.

‘Wait, but having someone she likes is unforgivable for a true unicorn VTuber fan.’

‘I think my horn is about to break…’

“I used to be an Utaite.”

“Wait…!”

‘Are you allowed to say that?’

I quickly looked around.

The room is enclosed by glass windows, so conversations probably don’t carry well, but Ari will be here soon…

‘Anyway, seeing her break the rules so easily, has she told other people too?’

“Pfft! I can totally see what you’re thinking. Don’t worry, I’m only telling you.”

“Why me…?”

‘Why do I have to be the accomplice?’

‘We weren’t even that close.’

As I grumbled inwardly, she smiled, looking at me intently.

“You don’t seem like the type to gossip. You look pure.”

‘…My face might look like that, but inside, I’m a former admin from a dark corner community buried deep underground.’

“Well… anyway, that scene is more stagnant than you think? Most people who’ve been active for a long time follow each other on Twitter… contact each other, meet up, and socialize.”

It was a common enough story.

She loved an Utaite’s song she found on MeTube so much that she started activities imitating their style. Just as she began gaining some fame, she got a mutual follow and even started contacting the person she admired.

They got closer and even promised to meet soon, but then that person suddenly went silent.

“So I thought! Why did they suddenly disappear? Of course, I heard they had ‘reincarnated’ several times before, so maybe it was that again… but then I remembered a famous saying in the Utaite scene these days.”

“A famous saying?”

“That is… ‘VTubing makes money!’”

“Eh?”

‘What kind of saying is that?’

“That person also had some VTuber experience, so if they disappeared around this time, I figured they must have applied to Belus, where the money is best right now… so I applied too.”

“Being an Utaite doesn’t pay. Hehe.”

“Hul…”

That’s a reason for applying just as ridiculous as mine, coming here to meet Haruka.

“So… did you meet that person?”

“I did! They don’t seem to have noticed yet… but this kind of development is thrilling and exciting…!”

“…C-Congratulations.”

‘Well, that turned out well.’

‘Anyway, meeting them means they’re among the current trainees?’

‘If they have a similar ‘pure’ singing style to her, then it must be Sumire…’

“Hul.”

‘It’s a relief it’s not a guy… but is it really a relief?’

Anyway, I offered a silent prayer for my Mamang.

‘She’s got a troublesome stalker attached to her…’

“So… do you want recognition from that person? Or do you just want to meet them?”

“If you just want recognition, you could have continued as an Utaite. You wouldn’t have had to force yourself to change your singing style to debut, you could have kept it.”

“Hmm…”

She placed a hand on her chin and began to think deeply.

As I blankly watched her black-painted nails tap rhythmically against her lips, she removed her hand and shook her head.

“At first, I insisted on the singing style because I wanted recognition… but talking to you made me rethink, and maybe I don’t need to be so stubborn about it!”

“That’s a relief.”

“Ung! Talking to you just now helped me realize my feelings… Recognition wasn’t what was important to me. Hehe.”

‘Then what is?’

‘…Don’t tell me.’

“…I have a question.”

“Ung?”

“By any chance… are your preferences… that way……?”

“If it tastes good, I like anything!”

“……”

Ah, I see.

I subtly pushed my chair back.

Normally, if someone this pretty also had obsessive traits, I’d welcome it with open arms… ah, but I have Haruka.

Anyway, knowing her personality, it feels a bit iffy.

‘What if she stabs me with a knife if I pretend not to know until the end?’

“Where are you going?”

“Ari said she’ll be arriving soon…”

“You didn’t look at your phone.”

“…I received a telepathic message.”

“Ahahaha! You’re really funny!”

‘Whoa, don’t come closer.’




  Chapter 19: …transformation
“Only two days left now. Have you decided yet?”

“Hmm……”

Kim Kanghyun let out a low hum for a while at the manager’s question.

It was the same when he first created Belus, but for him, the time for choosing always came with pain.

Kim Kanghyun was fundamentally greedy for talent.

So he always paid attention everywhere to discover talent, observing uncut gems that weren’t shining yet but had promising futures, keeping them in his jewel box.

This was a desire different in quality from ordinary greed.

His desire lay in nurturing the potential of talent, drawing out their capabilities to make them shine.

Like tending his own garden, he enjoyed watching the process, waiting for the moment the raw stones he discovered transformed into jewels.

You could say he was playing VTuber Football Manager.

However, precisely because Kim Kanghyun liked collecting even slightly promising raw stones, the moment of choice always came with heavy deliberation.

‘It’s ridiculous for me to say such weak things while sitting in the CEO’s chair, but…’

He was afraid.

‘What if there was talent I failed to discover?’

‘If that child shines elsewhere, could I truly not feel bitter about missing a jewel that should have shone in my care?’

And not just those missed, what if the children he decided to embrace caused trouble?

What if the jewels he held tightly, not those that slipped through his fingers because he couldn’t hold them all, lost their own light?

It’s regrettable this way, and regrettable that way too.

Belying his self-confidence in his eye for talent, Kim Kanghyun continued his lengthy deliberation.

The manager, as if this was a usual occurrence, skillfully ignored him and began tackling her backlog of work.

The sight of the CEO stroking his chin and staring intensely at the ground was not particularly unfamiliar to her.

‘I’m glad I’m not the CEO.’

Making decisions was a headache for her.

She simply liked watching the Belus members happily streaming.

“…Actually, there isn’t much to deliberate about, though.”

Kim Kanghyun, who had been deep in thought, finally spoke.

Fortunately, the top 6 he had in mind had all shown satisfactory performance and potential during the training camp, while the 2 left as candidates were still lacking.

Since the training camp’s nature was strongly geared towards filtering out stones, as long as no particular disqualifying reasons appeared, it was just a matter of confirming the debut lineup as is.

‘And yet, I can’t shake off this uneasy feeling.’

Kim Kanghyun thought back.

Back to his overconfident past self before debuting the 1st generation.

Despite such certainty, one member ended up leaving, and didn’t Belus, the jewel itself, almost get buried underground without ever shining?

“If there’s nothing to deliberate about, just pick them~”

The manager shrugged, acting as if it wasn’t a big deal.

“I know what you’re worried about, CEO, but Belus succeeded in the end, didn’t it? Don’t worry too much. I’ll try my best to make sure we don’t falter from the start this time either.”

“……Thank you.”

Although she looked like a cute and lively college student unbefitting her age, she was a person with a strong will and firm resolve.

Furthermore, it was she, the manager, not CEO Kim Kanghyun, who had actually saved the ship that almost sank before its debut.

That’s why he trusted her completely.

‘Right. Deliberating like this now won’t change the fact that I have to make a choice eventually.’

Once decided, act quickly.

That was the motto of Kim Kanghyun, the monster streamer who had survived the longest, over 10 years, in the past internet broadcasting scene.

“Tell those two to pack their things today. And please tell the remaining kids that the rules are loosened starting today. It’s important for them to bond now.”

A ‘family-like company’ carried many risks, but for a virtual group that needed to build its own niche and show chemistry, there probably wasn’t a better merit.

In fact, those who praised Belus’s success story, which started from practically nothing, all mentioned the family-like bond.

While other groups crumbled from within due to bullying, ostracism, or internal rivalries leading to poor chemistry and member graduations,

Belus not only avoided controversy but even created quite moving stories, showcasing their friendship with not a single graduate.

The fact that Belus fans, unlike fandoms of some other groups, blended well without internal exclusion was also thanks to the established trend of pursuing a family-like, cohesive fandom, following the members’ example.

‘Things like singing, dancing, and broadcasting skills can be continuously practiced until debut.’

Even if they fail to get the hang of it after debuting, the solid path paved by the 1st generation will buy them time.

But if they fail to get along and start excluding each other, the meaning of a group disappears.

The ship might have a slightly uneasy start because it’s not large enough, but starting the voyage with holes already in the ship is something he, the CEO, would not stand by and watch.

“Shall I go deliver the message right away then?”

“Yes.”

“I’ll be back~”

The manager left just like that, and around sunset, the office door burst open with a clatter.

“Hmm…? What’s going on?”

The ones who entered were the aforementioned top 6.

Wondering why they, not the eliminated ones, were here at this hour, he looked at the manager who followed them in, but she just smiled and kept silent.

As his curiosity grew while watching them, Sumire, whom the manager had mentioned as the leader type among them, stepped forward and bowed her head.

“CEO. I apologize for the sudden intrusion, but do you happen to have six sleeping bags? Ah! Seven, including one for the manager…!”

“Yes…?”

Just as the question “Why are they looking for sleeping bags when they have perfectly fine beds?” arose, the words she threw out next spread a wide smile across Kim Kanghyun’s face.

“We heard we can use our real names now, so we were planning to lay out sleeping bags in the hall and talk until dawn. We’re going to be… family from now on, right? So we want to get closer… Is that okay?”

She looked at the CEO with cautious eyes, but from Kim Kanghyun’s perspective, it couldn’t be better.

‘Looks like my choice wasn’t wrong.’

Without him having to ask first, they already knew what the group needed most and were putting it into practice.

“Hahaha. Excellent. You’ll need drinks too, right? It’s on me today, so enjoy yourselves.”

“Kyaaaaaaah! Thank you! What are you guys doing? Say thank you!”

“Thank you!”

“CEO is the best!”

“Awesome- Handsome-“

“Mao… you need to put some soul into it.”

“Hahaha!”

He didn’t hold back the sudden burst of laughter and let it out heartily, reminiscing about the past.

‘CEO! We’re booking lodging with your card and drinking all night, is that okay?’

‘Just don’t cause any trouble…’

‘Eeh? You don’t trust us? The manager is coming with us too?’

‘Well then…’

‘Kyaaaaaaah! CEO is the best!’

Although it was still early, he could finally let go of some of his burden.

The jewels gathered under the name Belus, though different generations, seemed quite similar.



Finally, the end of the training camp, which felt long if you thought it long and short if you thought it short, is coming into view.

Yesterday, no, today, we drank alcohol during a pajama party until the sun came up, and everyone woke up in their sleeping bags reeking of booze.

And Ari, who insisted she couldn’t intrude on a gathering meant for the six of us to get closer and went up alone to sleep, came down around the time the sun was descending from its zenith, saw us, gave a wry smile, and cooked ramen for us.

“Seo Woo… ahem, Kotori. Are you okay?”

Sumire, no, Lee Nayeon, with whom we could finally share names, patted my back even though she didn’t look too great herself.

My condition right now is indeed that bad.

I barely ate any of Ari’s special ramen before spending time holed up in the bathroom.

…I really didn’t expect to pass out after drinking less than half a bottle.

Since it was my first time drinking in Wooseo Woo’s body, I was careful and drank slowly, thank goodness. If I had chugged from the start, I would have been out alone before even talking… sigh.

“W-Water…”

“Here.”

I’m dizzy.

My stomach is churning too…

The nauseating smell of soju alcohol fills my mouth, and my throat feels like it’s burning; I feel like I’m dying.

Through blurred vision from the tears that naturally formed due to nausea, I unknowingly leaned on Sumire and reached out my hand. Yoo Sea, looking perfectly fine, handed me a water bottle.

Yoo Sea is Hoshino’s real name, and just as I expected, she was indeed a former idol trainee.

The reason she’s so fine is that yesterday, claiming self-management, she only took a few sips of beer before just drinking plain water.

She’s really something else.

But I feel like we got a bit closer yesterday, and maybe thanks to that, she doesn’t throw those pitiful looks anymore, which is something at least.

“Thanks…”

“You shouldn’t drink. Just stick to soft drinks from now on.”

“…Okay.”

She speaks curtly and turns her head away, but I suspect that’s her way of showing concern.

I can read her expressions a little now.

That tsundere girl.

“They said we’re just signing contracts and going home today, want to sleep a bit more?”

“It’s okay. I feel a bit better after drinking water…”

“We agreed to speak informally now. Did you forget…?”

“Uh, uh-huh…”

Watching me struggle to swallow the water, Nayeon Mamang sent me a worried look.

During the two-week training camp, at least to me, she has been nothing short of Maria descended upon the modern world.

She broke the ice on the awkward first day, always took care of me during the camp, and even when I was flustered about my period, she woke up at dawn without a single complaint and helped me wash up…

Furthermore, she was the one who turned the rather gloomy atmosphere after the eliminated trainees left yesterday into a pajama party declaration.

Miyuki, who was particularly close to the two eliminated trainees, was very sad, but Nayeon Mamang carefully supported her so she wouldn’t break down mentally.

Truly, overwhelming acceptance.

If we debut, she’ll undoubtedly become the leader without question.

Embracing us warmly with her sacred Mamang power…

“Eheheh.”

“…Kotori. Still drunk?”

“Ah.”

I quickly wiped the drool dripping from my mouth.

‘Snap out of it, I only have Haruka…!’

“Kotori-chan is thinking weird things again. Your expression is creepy.”

“Ri… Mao, are you okay?”

“Hai!”

Uehara Rika. That’s the real name of the gyaru girl Mao from Japan.

The surname sounds incredibly familiar, but when she first revealed her real name, everyone except Hoshino spat out their drinks.

‘What kind of life has Hoshino lived?’

‘Are women different?’

But then again, everyone except Hoshino seemed to recognize it…

Anyway, she was the most popular person at yesterday’s drinking party.

Everyone said they were dying of curiosity about why she, who revealed she was a pretty successful indie VTuber in Japan, the home of VTubers, suddenly graduated and applied to Belus.

Honestly, no matter how successful Belus is, it’s incomparable to the scene in Japan.

Contrary to our thoughts that there was no reason for her, already a somewhat successful VTuber, to come here, it seemed she had her own circumstances.

I thought it wasn’t too late even now, but if she says so, then so be it.

…There are probably hidden details she didn’t mention.

Anyway, Rika is also a really peculiar one.

What kind of crazy woman finds success in Japan and transfers to Korea?

Well, applying a soccer analogy, it might be like a mid-to-lower table ace playing somewhat well in the Premier League suddenly moving to the K-League…… huh?

“Kotori! The manager is calling for you!”

“Me?”

Azusa woke me from my momentary lapse into thought.

She seemed to have already finished packing her bags to go home, had gone somewhere, and then burst through the door, running towards me.

The rich perfume scent of an adult woman hit my nose.

Feeling my cheeks flush, I leaned back and replied.

‘Is it just my imagination, or has she been sticking strangely close since that day…?’

“Ung! She said the contract matters might take a while, so she wants to do yours first now.”

“Contract matters…?”

I tilted my head.

I didn’t know why she specifically singled me out, saying it would take a while, but I nodded anyway and headed towards Kim Kanghyun’s office.

Ari should probably be there with him around this time too.

Knock-knock-

“It’s Kotori. I’m coming in.”

“Yes~ Come in!”

Just as expected, Ari’s voice came from inside the door.

I took a small, deep breath.

‘She said she called about the contract…’

‘Since it’s a contract with a potentially wicked boss, I need to be sharp and stay tense.’

‘Who knows if he slipped in some malicious clause?’

If I mess up, I might end up like some unknown idol, unable to sleep and constantly dragged around to events… maybe not that bad, but anyway, I might end up signing a s*ave contract.

“Are you sober now? I heard you had a hard time.”

“Y-Yes, sir! I’m okay now…!”

Perhaps having heard from Ari, Kim Kanghyun burst into laughter as soon as he saw my face and offered something resembling concern.

To have my weakness for alcohol exposed before even signing the contract, I want to crawl into a hole.

I felt like clutching my slightly dizzy head from the hangover and hitting it repeatedly.

“Haha, you’re too tense. It’s not such a heavy occasion, so take a deep breath.”

“Yeess…”

Seeing my expression stiffen, Kim Kanghyun mistook it for nervousness and gave a warm smile.

…Looking at me like I’m a young daughter who just learned to brush her teeth by herself makes me even more embarrassed.

However, his next words instantly blew away all my shame.

“By any chance, have you ever thought about becoming a mother?”

“Eh…?”

‘What?’

‘Is he asking if I’ve ever thought about becoming a mother?’

‘Does that mean he’s asking if I’ve ever thought about getting pregnant…?’

I blankly lowered my head and looked down at my body.

Small limbs, a small torso, and breasts with almost no curve.

…Although my face is cute enough to occasionally startle even myself in the mirror, it still falls slightly short of the charm a mature woman can exude.

‘Even if I had a child, would Wooseo Woo’s body even be able to breastfeed properly?’

‘The baby might starve to death.’

“……”

No matter how much of an adult I am inside, the kind of person who feels sexual desire for such a frail body is probably…… hmm hmm.

I shifted my gaze and stared intently at Kim Kanghyun.

‘No wonder his gaze towards me felt so lecherous.’

‘To think my wife Haruka’s boss was this kind of human scum.’

“…Pervert.”

It felt like the world was collapsing.




  Chapter 20: Evil boss woo woo trash
“Ah… Not Mom, but Mama…?”

“It was a joke.”

“You seemed too nervous, so I threw it out without much thought.”

“I haven’t shaken off the bad habits from my streaming days… I’m really sorry.”

Despite appearances, Kim Kanghyun is quite the family man.

After retiring from streaming upon marriage, he is so devoted to his family that most of the Mitube videos occasionally uploaded showcase his happy parenting life.

I also make sure to watch every video featuring his baby twins.

One son, one daughter, and thankfully, they resembled his wife, not Kim Kanghyun, making them incredibly cute.

Cute enough to make me fantasize about raising such kind and adorable children after marrying Haruka someday.

Anyway, such a devoted family man wouldn’t declare an affair, would he?

Especially not with Ms. Ari watching right there; he wouldn’t sexually harass me by asking if I wanted to get pregnant.

So, in conclusion, this was my misunderstanding.

‘Mama.’

In the VTuber industry, ‘Mama’ refers to the illustrator responsible for designing and drawing the VTuber’s character, signifying them as the VTuber’s birthing mother. 

Kim Kanghyun’s question meant asking if I would officially try drawing a virtual character.

I must be crazy.

While Kim Kanghyun explained, sweating profusely, and Ms. Ari burst out laughing beside him, almost unable to breathe, I thought I would die of shame.

As a VTuber fan myself, I should have understood immediately, but likely due to the hangover fogging my mind and the fact that Wooseo Woo’s drawing talent wasn’t originally mine, I never imagined receiving such an offer, leading to the confusion.

But wasn’t it also Kim Kanghyun’s fault for throwing out a joke using ‘Mama’ unnecessarily?

He could have at least said ‘mother of the avatar.’ Shortening it that much was excessive.

Confusing people like that…

Still, somehow, the confusion was settled, and we finally started drafting the contract.

There were two contracts for me.

One was a contract to become an idol affiliated with Belus as a VTuber, and the other was an outsourcing contract commissioning the avatar (‘pandaegi’ – model/avatar) I would use, placed by Belus.

I picked up the first sheet first and began reading slowly.

A few things to uphold as an affiliated idol, a confidentiality agreement, and submitting a certain amount of cover songs each quarter, etc.-

The company fully supports original songs, but cover songs require personal expense, so it won’t be easy.

Still, this much is already great. They said the company supports initial Mitube investment and broadcast content-related investments, so I can’t complain about this.

Even the payout ratio is…

“50/50…?”

“It’s the best treatment in the industry.”

“Wow…”

I had only heard rumors, but it wasn’t a lie that Belus treats its affiliated VTubers the best in the industry.

Considering the streaming platform also takes a cut separate from the company’s share, this leaves very little profit for the company.

I heard the company runs on the money Kim Kanghyun earned as a streamer and Mitube revenue; can they even afford a 3D concert like this…?

“I believe the measure of happiness ultimately connects to money.”

“That’s why I never treat affiliated staff or idols poorly.”

“This is Belus’s operational policy and my personal conviction.”

“Shouldn’t the fans who stan them also be happy and open their wallets only when the affiliated idols are happy?”

“Oh.”

“For our company, which doesn’t have corporate sponsors and doesn’t receive funding, the fans are our lifeline.”

It was very blunt, but it seemed quite plausible.

Indeed, Haruka’s solo concert was only made possible because her merchandise sold exceptionally well, allowing her to invest her own money.

It’s probably unavoidable for a group like Belus, which, despite its brand name, has relatively little capital—quite an unbalanced group.

“Then you’ll sign the contract as is, and what about the Mama part?”

“…I have no experience in this area.”

Let alone being a Mama, I have no experience taking any other commissions. 

The same went for Wooseo Woo before I took over this body.

I’ve done a few commissions recently, but that doesn’t count as experience.

 Lack of experience directly translates to lack of credibility.

For a VTuber, the Mama is a more important factor than one might think.

The Mama of my favorite VTuber is a renowned illustrator in the industry? That alone provides stability and becomes a point of pride for fans. 

But for a virtual group like Belus to use an unknown illustrator like me as a Mama? This requires serious consideration.

“Based solely on the fan art, your skills are sufficient… but the lack of experience is what worries you, right?”

“…Yes.”

“Don’t worry about that.”

“Being your own Mama creates a story in itself, and even if you decide you can’t do it or give up midway, we have many illustrators already booked.”

Right, Kim Kanghyun wouldn’t have recklessly asked me to be the Mama without any backup plan.

“Debut is planned in 3 months, possibly even 2 months if things go fast, so you’ll need to finish it within a month at least.”

“Gasp.”

“Even though we’ve made reservations to get the avatar quickly, it takes longer than expected to receive it and complete the rigging process.”

Apparently, he spent quite a bit of money booking illustrators he connected with during his streaming days and overseas illustrators introduced by them. Still, giving me the opportunity over them weighed heavily on my shoulders.

However-

“I’ll do it.”

I set aside the complex worries for a moment and nodded.

If I failed to debut in Belus’s 2nd generation, my plan was to debut as an illustrator, become famous, and handle the illustration work for Haruka’s original song. 

But there’s no reason I can’t do it even after debuting as a VTuber.

Get closer to Haruka as a group junior, become tighter while participating in song production!

And then, make the grateful Haruka wear a maid outfit, and in my small studio apartment, have a sticky yet tender, heart-pounding, sweet, ‘Dinner first? Shower first? Or me first?’ affectionate lip-lock…!

“Ooh…!”

To achieve that, I indeed need experience, so I accepted.

Now that I’m in Belus, success is guaranteed, and being the Mama of a successful VTuber is tremendous experience in itself.

“Alright, then send the character sheet draft within two days, and I’ll give feedback.”

“Let’s aim to finish the sheet within four days and start avatar production within a week.”

“You need to match the RP too, Manager Ari will be assigned exclusively to you all from now on, so discuss and coordinate between the two of you.”

“Eh.”

“Why are you surprised? I told you we don’t have time!”

“Let’s finish quickly, complete the rigging by early next month, and get used to the facial tracking. Possible, right?”

Kim Kanghyun stared with wide, glistening eyes.

The image of Ms. Ari’s pitiful shoulders from the interview weeks ago flashed through my mind.

…This crazy evil boss is dead set on working me like a s*ave even before the ink is dry on the contract.

“Ah, the contract fee listed here will be deposited immediately.”

“This amount isn’t much different from what we reserved for the illustrators.”

“You’re an unknown newcomer, so I’m investing heavily in you.”

“!!”

Heheng. So many zeros.

I won’t have to starve anymore. Uheheheheheng.



The lodging, long if perceived as long, short if perceived as short, came to an end.

We could finally exchange contact information at the very end. Some even shed tears,

but knowing we would meet again soon, we put aside our reluctance and headed home.

We grew quite fond of each other during that time. Maybe Kim Kanghyun aimed for this aspect too? He always emphasized family-like bonds during the lodging.

Anyway, after returning to my shabby studio apartment and recovering for a day, the first thing I started was, naturally, writing the RP.

In Japan, places with strict RP have detailed group stories, but there are few such places in Korea, and there’s a tendency to reject delving too deep, so just creating a simple individual RP is enough.

Just enough for viewers to feel entertained and immersed is appropriate.

But honestly, it wasn’t that easy.

As a VTuber fan watching members’ RPs, I used to make memes and have fun with it, but now that I’m the one doing it, the cringe resistance required is immense.

[It should be related to the name, and maybe somewhat related to Kotori’s red pill (real self)? What do you think?]

“Um… Since it’s Kotori, small bird, and besides… well, my body is also small, so should we just make it kinda yuri-like?”

[Age must be legal! People are sensitive about this. It wouldn’t matter if it’s an alternate world, but since Kotori said her cringe resistance is low, I’ll let it slide.]

“Haa… Ms. Ari. Will this really work?”

[Definitely!]

This isn’t Japan, will such a concept really work?

Honestly, I don’t know.

Ms. Ari insists strongly, and having seen so many crazy yuri fans on the gallery, I think there might be some demand, but wouldn’t pursuing this concept in Korea lead to social ostracization…?

If it were at least a busty character, even if yuri-like, it might be somewhat tolerated, but this company, Belus, tries to reflect the red pill as much as possible, meaning the avatar I have to create must be drawn flat-chested, same as Wooseo Woo’s chest.

It means creating a genuine loli-yuri character from face to body…

Anyway, talking about the avatar I’ll use as yuri-like, flat-chested, legal… I feel like I’m really going crazy.

“Haaaaah…”

Currently, I was brainstorming the RP with Ms. 

Ari via voice chat on the Discord channel created by the company for the 2nd generation debut candidates.

Ms. Ari, who kindly spared her busy time for me, now speaks quite casually. 

She said she’ll use formal speech later in official settings or during broadcasts, but doesn’t this mean we’ve become quite close?

To be on such casual speaking terms with Manager Ari, the unofficial idol of the Rainbows, called a natural purifier whose mere presence is healing among members. 

The gallery folks would probably cough up blood and break their horns if they knew their former s*ave moderator was doing this.

Come to think of it, I should check the atmosphere there sometime… I haven’t visited even once since entering Wooseo Woo’s body.

It’s already been months since I left; wouldn’t the gallery have literally gone to sh*t?

[Thinking about something else again.]

“Ah, sorry.”

[Doesn’t Kotori have ADHD too~?]

“Hmm… Maybe.”

It would be rude if said to an ordinary person, but surprisingly many broadcasters experience ADHD symptoms.

ADHD severity varies, dividing people into those needing treatment and those who don’t. 

Unless it’s severe, I think it’s actually a pretty decent condition for a streamer.

Saying a mental illness is decent sounds funny, but it means they can show unique aspects.

In Belus, Kohaku is proving in real-time how much pure entertainment a broadcaster with ADHD can provide.

[What about the personal color?]

“I’ll go with yellow.”

[Good! It doesn’t overlap with the others and seems like it’ll suit you well.]

The personal color must be yellow.

Haruka’s oshi mark is a yellow bird; is there any reason to choose another color? The name Kotori was also chosen with that in mind, so sticking with it is right.

“Then blonde hair, wings on the back too…”

[How about feathers in the hair?]

“Feathers?”

[Yes! As a point!]

Not bad. The 1st generation members all used hairpins or ornaments as points, so feathers would fit the concept and look good.

But as we talked and drew, this looks a bit…

“It’s completely a bird beastman…”

[Looks good?]

“You think beastmen are good?”

[Beastmen are always right!]

Is that so…

I don’t really know. Haruka isn’t a beastman.

Well, if it were Haruka with cat ears, I’d naturally strip her down and… uhuhu.

[I thought of something good!]

“What is it?”

[A world devastated by a world war that occurred in the near future. Kotori, living there, became a beastman due to chemical weapon exposure.]

“Eh-“

[That’s why her body stopped growing, maintaining a childlike appearance. This fits the legal loli setting too, right?]

“Eh?”

[A genius scientist and bird beastman legal loli who traveled to modern Earth via time machine from an apocalyptic world contaminated by chemical weapons due to war, aiming to change the future! How about it~?]

“Eheh?”

Somehow, Ms. Ari is proceeding with the story all by herself.

What about chemical weapons what?

Anyway, a genius? Me?

[To bring peace to humanity, she applies to the top idol group Belus to heal the hearts of the wounded…!]

“……”

Honestly, I was tempted.

Isn’t this badass?

The story has a narrative. It has emotion.

What touched my heart the most was the setting ‘applies to the top idol group Belus to heal the hearts of the wounded’.

This phrase is also part of Haruka’s RP setting.

Although we haven’t met yet, in my mind, a future where I’ve already married Haruka and had three daughters resembling her (no sons needed) is already drawn.

This is fate. Even our RPs are connected!

“Let’s go with this.”

[Hm? You like it?]

“Yes. This is it.”

[It was half a joke…]

“No.”

This is truth.

My goodness, to think she could whip up such a story in less than 10 minutes, just like the versatile s*ave of the evil CEO ruling Belus. 

Suddenly, Ms. Ari’s cute and bubbly voice felt sacred.

Yes. From today, Ms. Ari and I are one.

When I return as a moderator, I must first deal with the malicious trolls who slander Ms. Ari.

Alright, motivation is surging.

“Ms. Ari. I’ll get going now. Sorry for taking up your time when you’re busy.”

[Uh, uh-huh. No… It’s the manager’s job. Th-then, fighting…!]

“Thank you!”

I quickly left the voice chat room and started sketching with my pen tablet.

First, draw a soft, small, precious body.

Skin white, but add a little blush to express vitality, and place two feathers on the blonde hair.

A setting where the eye color turned red due to chemical weapon exposure would be good too.

Hmm… Since she’s a scientist, let’s dress her in a lab coat and suit, and maybe draw some chemicals to counter chemical weapons and a gas mask? And since she needs a weapon to protect herself in the apocalyptic world, let’s give her a rifle too.

No, since it’s a future setting, a railgun wouldn’t be bad either.

A super-large anti-materiel sniper rifle type.

Also, draw about 6 drones protecting her surroundings, and add a katana as a close-combat weapon!

“Something’s missing…”

I modified the wings, drawn to emphasize her beastman nature, to have a mecha feel. It would be cool if they could house missiles inside.

And should I tear the stockings she’s wearing and add scars?

Tearing the sleeveless shirt here and there to expose soft-looking skin would be good too. Emphasize her pitifulness due to the setting of having lived a harsh life in an apocalyptic world.

A blonde, red-eyed loli-yuri character struggling to carry an anti-materiel sniper rifle with a frail body due to the harsh environment? Can’t resist this.

Moreover, the near-expressionless face seen on screen, combined with her attire and background, looks so pitiful it naturally stimulates protective instincts.

This is it! The appearance that should receive lots of headpats, and similarly, the heart-wrenching gap between the youthful face and her pitiful situation will be the moe point that drives people crazy!

“Alright! Let’s submit this!”

I guess I really am a hardcore otaku. Yes.

I feel like I’m on the verge of having a reality check…

But looking at the blonde, red-eyed character staring pitifully with red eyes, none of that matters anymore, so I immediately sent a Kketok message to Kim Kanghyun.

[CEO-nim, here’s the character sheet draft! I aligned the RP with Ms. Ari… I’ll attach it below!]

Full of excitement, I bounced my legs on the chair where my feet didn’t reach the floor, and a reply came soon after.

Ufufu, Kim Kanghyun is also a healthy man with two kids; he won’t be able to resist such a hot design point!

Evil CEO Uuu Trash – [It’s all good, but some parts are too explicit and probably need to be removed.]

[Feedback incoming.]

[The scientist concept is good, but even for an apocalypse, a sniper rifle seems a bit unfitting. A handgun would be better.]

[What’s with the katana? It doesn’t fit, please remove it.]

[Drones aren’t bad, but you’re not planning to have them distractingly floating around during broadcasts, are you? Remove them for now, maybe add one or two as props later.]

[Same goes for the gas mask. Are you going to broadcast wearing that?]

[I understand she has wings because she’s a beastman, but if missiles come out of them, wouldn’t she no longer be a bird beastman surviving in a near-future apocalypse? This is just a cyberpunk modified beastman with implants. Remove those and make them normal wings, please.]

[And please stop tearing the clothes. It violates broadcast standards.]

[Hmm… It’s a bit awkward to say this, but Ms. Kotori, your character design sense is a bit strange, so please consult carefully with the manager regarding design decisions from now on. Be sure to get my confirmation too.]

“…Sob.”

Kim Kanghyun is too mean.




  Chapter 21: Even if your gallery is dizzy, just remember this.jpg
“Hyaa! This is the taste!”

[– Kohaku wins!]
[– Kyaa]
[– Finally clearing it now lolololol]
[– Victory!]
[– Good job lol]
[– Kohaku wins!]
[– Kyaaaaaa]
[– Ending the stream right away?]
[– This is it lololololololol]

Jeong Haneul, known as the VTuber Kohaku—a mischievous earth fairy and one of Belus’s 1st Gen Crystal members—stretched widely in her small soundproof booth, gazing proudly at the monitor displaying the game’s clear message.

How many days had it taken to clear this?

Her heart wanted to track down the fan who recommended this trash game on the Fan Cafe and give them a piece of her mind, but she knew better than anyone that it was mostly her fault for getting hooked and playing it despite her colleagues’ attempts to dissuade her.

Unable to vent her frustration anywhere else, she puffed her cheeks out wide, then let out a languid sigh.

“Hoo~ Reminis… I was so tired… Pat my head.”

[– Get lost]
[– Fck off lolololololol]
[– Did this btch take her meds?]
[– Trying to stir sh*t again lololol]
[– Not falling for it anymore]
[– Get Lost]
[– lololololololololololololol Look at the reaction]

The chat was quite harsh for a VTuber.

But who was there to blame?

It was none other than Jeong Haneul herself who had cultivated this chat culture.

Her fandom, named after the lemmings called ‘Naganejwi’ (traveler mice), didn’t always treat her like a punching bag, relentlessly bashing her in the chat.

When they first met, the atmosphere was much like any other VTuber’s stream, full of coddling, but after a slump a few months ago—an event treated as lost memory among the Belus fandom—Kohaku herself adopted the punching bag position, and this treatment became the price for her rebound.

“Ehehehe, should I go then? Huh? Look at the chat. I really should go. Ah~ I have a hospital appointment tomorrow, so no stream~ I was thinking of opening a Space because my Remi-pings might be sad~”

[– My bad]
[– Please don’t go]
[– Get lost]
[– You have to do the Space, you damn b*tch]
[– Ah lol Just die then~]

“Puheheheh.”

It wasn’t that Jeong Haneul was unhappy with her current position.

Thanks to it, she, who might have otherwise fallen behind her peers despite the Belus name, knew she now stood firmly as one of Belus’s pillars.

And she also found it rather cute to play push-and-pull like this and watch her fans’ reactions.

“Maybe I’ll do a little Just Chatting before I go…”

She closed the god-awful trash game and switched to her chat stream screen.

An illustration set against a mountain backdrop, featuring Kohaku’s miniature character digging tunnels with several lemmings, flashed by before settling on a cute room illustration set in an underground village.

Smiling at the ever-satisfying chat screen, Jeong Haneul cleared her throat, which was slightly sore from maintaining the moe voice, and began to speak.

“Ahem… Ah, ah. Remi-pings. Doesn’t my voice sound a bit different?”

[– Does it?]
[– idk]
[– Idk-ping]
[– F*ck, enough with the ping ping]
[– Watching old VODs, it does seem a bit different]
[– Still not hot]
[– Maybe?]

“The hospital told me not to strain myself, so I’m changing my vocalization a bit… Seeing as you guys can’t even notice this much, Reminis are definitely single virgins.”

[– Trying to get yourself killed, b*tch lololololol]
[– lolol You caught us]
[– Confirmed! lol]

Jeong Haneul had recently started receiving treatment at a hospital, persuaded by the newly assigned manager for the 1st Gen members.

Her vocal cords were quite damaged from forcing her voice into a moe style.

Even though the trend was moving away from strong moe voices lately, and viewers didn’t like it as much, she couldn’t just use a voice changer.

Sharp-eared viewers would expose it immediately.

That’s why she had to maintain at least a weak moe voice, but that caused problems, leading her to practice new vocal techniques recently.

‘The 2nd Gen trainees debuting soon are probably learning properly, right?’

She and her fellow 1st Gen members had basically dived headfirst into this scene, benchmarking Japan with almost no resources, lacking in many aspects.

If she had learned proper vocalization for the moe voice from the start, her throat wouldn’t be this strained, but back then, the environment was too harsh to worry about such things.

Still, believing that the juniors in a much-improved environment would receive systematic training, she thought they, at least, wouldn’t mismanage their throats like she did.

Well, besides her throat, her nutritional balance had collapsed due to lack of exercise and relying on delivery food; honestly, if it weren’t for the new manager, she might have collapsed mid-stream—a chilling thought.

“So, I have to take tomorrow off and go to the hospital. I’ll turn on Space for you Reminis…
Hmm, ‘Please go this time’? Haku-ping has been going to the hospital regularly since last month! You oblivious fool!”

Like many streamers, she used to think hospitals were places you only went to respawn after dying.

But not wanting to live riddled with various ailments like a walking general hospital in her prime twenties, she had recently been diligently checking in at the hospital.

‘Honestly, the manager persuading me by asking if I didn’t want to see my fans for a long time was a big factor…’

Jeong Haneul thought this inwardly, as admitting it felt like conceding that she actually liked the Reminis, that den of malicious trolls, which bruised her pride.

“Ah, speaking of taking a day off… I think there might be some news soon that will make you all sad.”

[– ?]
[– Explain Yourself]
[– Boo hoo, explain!]
[– Did you cause trouble?]
[– Ex]
[– Bye lololololol]
[– plain]
[– Your]
[– self]

“I’m not graduating! No, there’s nothing to explain, you jerks! Saying ‘Bye’ already. Haa… To think these guys are my fans…”

She let out a sigh and shook her head.

On screen, Kohaku closed her eyes and shook her head too, mirroring a fed-up expression.

The movement was incredibly smooth, something unimaginable back in her indie days.

‘Is this the power of mainland tech…’

She felt grateful once again for joining Belus.

“It’s not like that… Hmm, it’s probably something that will make not just Reminis, but all the Rainbows sad… No, no! It’s not a group graduation, so stop saying weird things!”

It seemed her fellow members had all ended their streams, as fans from other members’ fandoms started flocking to Jeong Haneul’s stream, making control increasingly difficult.

She sighed deeply and blamed herself.

‘Ah… I shouldn’t have brought this up. The others are going to scold me again.’

But there was no taking back words already spoken.

She had initially brought it up just for some light chatting.

However, perhaps due to poor word choice, the chat reacted excessively.

She had to somehow calm things down to prevent a controversy from erupting.

“…I’ll just tell you. So stop!”

[– OK]
[– Kyaa]
[– Hurry up and say it]

“……We just decided to go somewhere together. We’re supposed to be同期 (colleagues/batchmates), but we haven’t even gone on a proper trip together since debut, right? So, we’ll probably take a group break soon…
Turn on a group Space, you ask? I don’t think we can do that… Sorry! Hehe.”

As she spoke, a small pang of guilt began to settle in Jeong Haneul’s chest.

The streaming hours for her and her fellow members had been gradually decreasing.

The reason, of course, was that everyone was overloaded and needed rest, but they couldn’t tell the fans that.

Making fans worry unnecessarily would only make things harder for both sides.

That’s why the other members had only mentioned going to the hospital, without elaborating on the details.

‘Besides, Haruka is in a pretty serious condition…’

Jeong Haneul forcefully shook her head to dispel the negative thoughts and spoke cheerfully.

“Anyway, sorry for making you worry unnecessarily! The others told me not to say anything yet, but I just had to spill~ I’m really going to get scolded.
Haku-ping needs to think of an excuse, so I’m leaving now! Remi-pings and Rainbow-pings, don’t mess around, go straight to sleep!
Okay, byeee~! Skipping the goodnight kiss!”

Forcing herself not to look at the exploding chat window, Ina-yeon—no, Jeong Haneul—clutched her head.

“Ughhhh! What an idiot!”

Whether it was due to ADHD or just her personality, she occasionally made slips of the tongue that caused controversies.

Her previous slump was also due to a controversy caused by misspeaking, and she had only managed to bounce back thanks to Haruka, who was now like family, taking care of her.

Thinking she had caused trouble for her close friend Haruka again, Jeong Haneul felt like crawling into a hole.

“Should I really start digging into the ground like my RP character…”

As she stared blankly at a corner of her studio apartment, the notification sound of Discord pinged in her ear.

It was from her most reliable and beloved colleague, using a familiar profile picture.

Haruka, the one who led the 1st Gen Crystal from the forefront and accounted for most of Belus’s success story—her proud friend and family.

[I was watching the stream]

[Everyone else is here, so hurry up and join the voice chat]

“Ugh.”

Jeong Haneul’s narrow shoulders slumped even further.

Even she, who displayed her mischievous charm across various streams, became a docile lamb in front of Haruka.



The process of becoming a Mama is progressing somewhat.

After getting confirmation from Kim Kanghyun multiple times and working on the details with Ari-nim, maybe I can send it off for rigging sometime this month.

I’ve created the character, but for this character to become me and come alive, I need to separate the layers for every single angle.

It’s basically pure manual labor.

Before becoming Wooseo Woo, I had fantasized a few times about becoming an amazing illustrator and creating all the models for the new Belus members, but now that I’m actually doing it, I get it.

I can absolutely not do this.

Even one model for myself is tough… It’s repetitive work, drawing each part from every angle, and if you zone out while doing it, you could genuinely go crazy.

“Whew… Still, the contract money gave me some breathing room.”

Even if I order delivery for all three meals a day, my bank account barely shows a dent, and even after buying all the merch I owned as a man, I still have plenty left.

Hearing about the other members, they said they were saving their contract money as much as possible to buy their models, streaming equipment, and necessary props.

But since I received double the contract money as a Mama, I have money left over even after buying those things.

Truly a young bourgeois!

…Though I’m still not rich enough to move out of this studio apartment yet.

Actually, I could move, but I still have a lot to buy, so I’m holding off.

The Wooseo Woo before I possessed her had already paid the rent in advance, so there’s no rush.

Anyway, with abundant capital, a warm back, and a full stomach, my debut is starting to take shape, and everything in my plan to get one step closer to Haruka is going smoothly—

—a little devil inside me began to rear its head.

Don’t they say that people start thinking strange thoughts when they’re comfortable and well-fed?

I, too, am just an ordinary TS pretty girl (former mod of the VTuber Otaku gallery), not immune to this.

“…Gulp.”

Saliva slowly trickled down my delicate throat.

My legs, slender yet plump enough, trembled minutely without pause.

Was it nervousness? Or excitement?

My smooth, white thighs vibrated slightly, seemingly of their own accord.

The only thing driving me to these withdrawal symptoms right now is—

“Should I check it out…”

—the Belus Gallery, of course.

“Maybe I should really leave the past behind… Ah, no, but just once…!”

The dark side is like a drug.

You hesitate to touch it, but it evokes an indescribable curiosity.

It also holds a devilish temptation that can trap anyone who approaches it in a mire…

([Popular] [Are the mods here working?])

I could do a better job than this.
Seriously makes me want to slap someone lolololololololol

Recommended: 61 Disliked: 2

[– A blue mod tag just for you!]
[– I’ll trust you. You look like mod material.]
[– Advertising to be kidnapped as a temp mod lololol]
[– Bye]
[– Whoa, why is this guy turning blue?]

…Didn’t my former naive and innocent self approach out of curiosity, only to be promptly kidnapped into being a temporary mod?

But once you’ve touched the drug, unless there’s a special reason, quitting on your own is nearly impossible.

The mouse in my hand, regardless of my will, was already being sucked into the abyss as if familiar with the path.

“Whatever! Wooseo Woo is making me do this!”

Making such a convenient excuse, I visited my dear old hometown for the first time in a while, only to find it spectacularly ablaze…

([Popular] [From now on, this is the Manchester United Gallery!.jpg])

What the.

This is the Belus Gallery, right?

I tilted my head and double-checked the gallery name.

“……”

…It is?

“What on earth happened here?”

My reunion with my hometown after so long is turning out to be the worst.

With trembling fingertips, I clicked the mouse, entering the first post that caught my eye.

([Popular] [From now on, this is the Manchester United Gallery!.jpg])

(A photoshopped image of the Manchester United team photo with Belus members, Kim Kanghyun, and Manager Ari’s faces pasted on.)
Easy peasy lol

Recommended: 181 Disliked: 39

[– Shiiiiibal lolololololol]
[– Seeing this pic here too lol]
[– lolol The photoshop is skillful]
[– Dead gallery detector: ON]

“Huh…? Why are there tears?”

Although I was stressed from handling the mod duties practically alone, it was still a hometown-like space for me, someone with no parents or friends, the only place I could share the same hobby.

But the first post I see is that infamous dead gallery detector picture?

Suddenly feeling my blood pressure rise, I clutched the back of my neck.

The feel of my now familiar thin, smooth neckline somehow made me angrier.

If I hadn’t become this body, the gallery would still be running properly.

Massaging my stiffening neck, I clicked on the next popular post that caught my eye.

([Popular] [Belus Gallery folks, no matter how hard it gets, just remember this one thing.jpg])

(Profile picture of a famous politician)
No matter if the mods abandon ship and the gallery crashes,
With the “Lee Beomjae Spirit,” you can overcome anything.

Recommended: 199 Disliked: 10

[– Kyaa]
[– As expected, Beomjae hyung has the mental fortitude lol]
[– Decided to vote after seeing this]

“Heh…”

How could they dare bring a political meme into a fan gallery?

Such disgrace was unimaginable when I was around.

These crazy trolls, just because I’m gone, think they can run wild like it’s their playground.

“This is no time for this.”

It’s obvious what happened over the past few months.

Did the mods, who did nothing but slack off except for me, suddenly get motivated and diligently manage the gallery just because I was gone?

Not a chance.

They were probably still off screwing in motels.

Barely suppressing the urge to tear apart those gay bastards who hadn’t shown their faces while this mess unfolded, I went to the report board.

[– Mods not working?]

“……”

No answer.

Maybe because I came with an anon IP… In that case, as expected.

“I have no choice but to resurrect my old ID…!”

Racking my brain, I finally found the ID I used to use.

Fortunately, a prompt just asked me to change the password, and I could log in normally.

And finally, logging in, it seemed these bastards hadn’t worked at all, as the mod tag was still attached to my account.

Is this a blessing in disguise…?

Seeing this gloriously shining blue mod tag somehow brings a sense of peace to my mind.

First, I calmly collected myself and announced the return of the former powerhouse temporary mod of the Belus Gallery to the world.

[[Everyone move to the Creation Tab ㄱㄱ]]

Not my fault if you get deleted using the General Tab.

Recommended: 55 Disliked: 0

[– ?]
[– Hao.]
[– Hao.]
[– ? Who are you?]
[– Hao.]
[– ?]
[– Who is this guy?]
[– Shiiiiibal you’re back lolololololol]
[– Where did you go, you f*cker ㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠ]
[– Hao.]
[– Never seen this mod before]
[– Damn! I believed in you!]
[– Who is this getting all namefaggy?]
[– Recommend recommend lololololol]
[– Hao]
[– Ahh.. This is the beginning of the Belus Gallery normalization]

It seemed there were a few who didn’t recognize me.

Still, quite a few seemed to miss me, as the recommendations piled up rapidly.

I get that you’re happy to see me, but becoming a namefag is crossing the line.

…Still, putting out the urgent fire comes first, right?

I first blocked the mobile IPs, then literally wiped the General Tab clean.

Some guys who didn’t see my post and kept chatting got swept away in the process, but the posts were all spam ads or thread revivers anyway, so it couldn’t be helped.

There was no choice but to just plow through it like a tank tearing down barbed wire.

“Why are these bastards still active so brazenly?”

After banning all the familiar troll IPs and IDs, along with the shell accounts, the gallery finally calmed down a bit.

I deleted any continuing troll posts just by looking at their titles.

What if they were normal posts, you ask?

Not possible.

Even if my body changed, the big data is still compiled in my head.

It’s a shame my meticulously kept ban list disappeared, but I reached a level long ago where I can tell if it’s a troll or not just by the IP and the nuance of the title.

“Hya- Brings back memories.”

Flexing my fingers and eyes after so long felt like it was loosening up my body, stiffened from hours of working on the model.

Exhaling refreshingly, a broad smile automatically formed on my lips.

I looked proudly at the normalized Belus Gallery.

Yes… this is the familiar hometown I know.

([Popular] [Honestly, the mod who abandoned the gallery while it went to sh*t owes us burgers.jpg])
[Deleted Post]
[Why is that bastard only showing up now?]
[Temp mod mad movie crazy lololololol]
[You’re the hero of the Belus Gallery!]
[Did the crazy bastard get captured by a deep-sea fishing boat?]
([Popular] [Even if the gallery is chaotic, just remember this.jpg])
[So is it true the mod gets paid 5 million won?]
[Deleted Post]
[Deleted Post]
[Who the hell is that guy?]
([Popular] [He’s working hard, isn’t he.jpg])
[Deleted Post]
[Gallery management history looks insane lolololololololololol]
[lololololol Look how the gallery normalized instantly]
[Deleted Post]
([Popular] [I thought you had fallen too and were getting railed in a motel..])
[Deleted Post]

“Hehehehe…”

Laughter escaped me automatically at the nostalgic and familiar sight.

But the gallery atmosphere was a bit concerning.

Everyone was praising me too much…

Normally, mods becoming namefags should be strictly prohibited.

Name recognition inevitably leads to stagnation, and stagnant water eventually rots.

…Still, I can probably turn a blind eye to a brief festival.

If I let them enjoy it for about 5 minutes and then restore order, they’ll probably go back to talking about the members as usual.

I just need to stay low-key and unnoticed.

Sure enough. After a short while, those praising me started to quiet down one by one.

For clueless tryhards, they’re surprisingly quick to pick up on things like this.

Maybe getting beaten up everywhere else taught them instinctively that they need to stick together within this gallery.

I let out a satisfied smile.

Skipping the familiar-titled popular post, I clicked on the next one.

That post bitching about the absentee mod was clearly just begging for burgers, so no need to look at it.

It’s a regular feature that hits the popular posts every time the gallery gets messy with trolls, never getting old.

So, it’s fine to ignore stuff like that.

“Hehehe… The reborn me is different.”

I’m not handing out burgers anymore.

My time as a s*ave who worked and handed out burgers is over.

The newly reborn TS pretty girl is the one who should be receiving burger support…!

([Popular] [Even if the gallery is chaotic, just remember this.jpg])

(Pepe the Frog meme holding a knife threateningly)
What were you expecting, temp mod b*tch lolololololol
You abandoned us for months, not just hours?

Recommend if you think the mod owes us chicken, not burgers lololololol

Recommended: 245 Disliked: 1

“What. A curveball?!”

…Still, chicken is going too far.

I clicked the dislike button with resentment.




  Chapter 22: I’m wearing a skirt…
To understand why the moderators of the Belus Gallery don’t work, one must first understand the background of the gallery’s creation.

The initial leadership that created the Belus Gallery consisted, unsurprisingly, of CEO Kim Kanghyun’s long-time fans, members of the now-defunct Kim Kanghyun personal fan gallery.

Their inclination was actually closer to being anti-Belus.

The reason stemmed from Kim Kanghyun, a major streamer who was doing perfectly fine, suddenly quitting streaming and declaring he would create virtual idols, the epitome of hardcore otaku culture.

He wasn’t just creating an MCN to manage streamers.

No, it was virtual idols, dwelling in the deepest shadows of the internet.

Upon hearing this news, like a bolt from the blue, their reaction naturally followed the famous five stages of human grief.

Stage 1: Denial.

[– He’s retiring just like that?]
[– Was the gallery owner interested in VTubers?]
[– No, if there had been even a hint, I would have prepared myself or just stopped watching, but what is this lol]

Stage 2: Anger.

[– VTubers? lololololol Don’t make me laugh]
[– I’ll never watch, Kim Kanghyun, you fcking bastard]
[– Didn’t even know he was a disgusting hardcore otaku, and I stanned him for 10 years, fck]

Stage 3: Depression.

[– Fck, my head’s a mess, so I drank… Seriously, what is happening all of a sudden…]
[– Haa.. Suddenly feeling empty.. Still, there was no one who made content as good as the gallery owner]
[– Was about to leave the gallery, but drank and thought of it, so I stopped by.. Should I still watch a little?]
[– You bad bastard, I even congratulated you on your wedding with 1 million won donations, you son of a btch]

Stage 4: Bargaining.

[– Even if he’s a piece of sh*t, I love him…]
[– Even if it’s VTubers, since the gallery owner is doing it, maybe it’s right to watch]

Stage 5: Acceptance.

[– Fine, f*ck it lololol Let’s give it a watch]
[– Anyway, VTubers have taken over the streaming scene these days, so who cares lololol]
[– I was originally interested too lol]
[– Losers watching streams or hardcore otakus watching VTubers, what’s the difference lolololol]
[– Let’s secure the gallery first ㅇㅇ So what’s the group name?]

Thus, the initial Belus Gallery moderators were entirely composed of Kim Kanghyun’s personal fans.

But naturally, connecting fandom for Kim Kanghyun to fandom for Belus wasn’t easy.

At first, the mods tried to manage the gallery diligently by recruiting talented new gallery members as temporary mods or by becoming fully assimilated Belus fans themselves.

However, that too came to an end.

[– I can’t handle this otaku sht ㅇㅇ]
[– I’m going back to my real life too]
[– GG]
[– The whole world is full of tryhards]
[– Ugh, managing these VTuber otaku tryhards is so fcking tough]

Like this, most mods went inactive or abandoned their tags and left, leaving only a few hardcore fans and the talented newbie temp mods.

Moreover, even those few hardcore fans experienced various incidents, got metaphorically lynched and disappeared, or left for individual member fan galleries.

Now, the only remaining mods were essentially the newbie temp mods.

Inevitably, even the Belus fan gallery, despite the massive name value of Belus, ended up like the hollowed-out headquarters, lacking substance internally.

However, besides this, the gallery and the company shared another common trait: they were both uncannily good at recruiting one hardworking s*ave.

「Unnie, I think that temp mod bastard is back?」

“Yeah, I saw, Heeyeon.”

「What do we do now? Trolling and spamming aren’t working anymore…」

“Hang up for a bit. Unnie is thinking.”

「Ottoke, ottoke… We were so close…」

“Ha… Heeyeon, stop it and hang up. I need to call Minsu oppa right now.”

「Even if I post troll threads… that bastard offers chicken, so only beggars line up, and the topic doesn’t even catch on… Seriously, ottoke.」

“Ah, f*ck! Stop whining and hang up!”

A 37-year-old woman, 168cm tall and weighing a hefty 82kg, sucked a thin mint-flavored cigarette down to the filter before throwing her phone down irritably.

She has no job.

Because she’s unemployed.

She has no house.

Because she’s been living at her parents’ home for 37 years.

She does have friends… sort of.

Online, if you’re female, you’ll make friends eventually.

Some suckers even give her pocket money.

Anyway, her grand plan to sink the Belus Gallery by gathering these friends had been temporarily halted right before her eyes with the return of the temp mod guardian angel protecting the Belus Gallery.

“Ha… I thought he finally left the gallery since he hadn’t shown up for months.”

Her reason for trying to sink the Belus Gallery isn’t complicated.

Simply, ‘because it’s annoying.’

That’s all.

Everything about Belus just rubbed her the wrong way.

“Stupid b*tches who can’t do anything but be jobless if they don’t do VTubing.”

Annoyed that these uneducated b*tches were making money as VTubers just because their voices were slightly pretty, she spread malicious rumors that their voices sounded like they had fat on their necks.
…This was one of the malicious comments she herself had seen when she tried VTubing.

“Their faces too, sht. Without makeup and filters, they’re just fat btches… What? Their red pills are pretty? If they were pretty, they’d stream with their faces revealed.”

She had heard the news that Belus specifically picked members with decent looks in case their real identities were revealed, but she didn’t believe it, so she spread photoshopped pictures and trolled.

Separately, there’s the sort-of-truth that nowadays, streaming behind an avatar earns more money and guarantees anonymity, which is why everyone is jumping into VTubing.

But that wasn’t her concern.

She realized it was all lies when she tried streaming herself.
…At least, from her perspective.

“What? Idols? Btches who don’t even dance, what kind of idols? They can’t sing for sht either.”

The fact that there were members in Belus who were genuinely idol-like, singing incredibly well and even dancing, was also no longer her concern.

Haruka, for some reason, wasn’t singing anymore, and naturally, if she didn’t sing, there would be no concerts.

Belus is nothing without Haruka. Or so she thought.
…This too was her standard.

“What’s so good about these middle-aged women behind avatars that people fawn over them? I wish all these disgusting otaku pig bastards would just die.”

It had been a long time since the ‘red pills’ dropped and the real ages of the people behind the avatars were revealed.

But she conveniently thought it must be fabricated.

Since fabrication was part of her daily life, how could she be sure the other side wasn’t fabricating too?

Anyway, having sublimated her inferiority complex into hatred, she gathered fellow inferiority-complex-ridden individuals to somehow tarnish Belus.

If they took over the fan gallery, they could use it to troll and create enemies, or directly damage the members’ live streams and MyTube channels.

Or they could indoctrinate newcomers according to their whims and release them into the wild.

Essentially, they could just sit back and play territory capture, or terraform the community.

She already had a history of taking over several fan galleries like this and destroying small-time indie VTubers or small groups.

‘Unnie… Still, Belus might be a bit much.’

‘Hmm- Speaking of which, didn’t you say you did something on your private Twitter account last time? The screenshots I took are on my hard drive right now……’

‘…I’m sorry. Unnie.’

Some friends tried to dissuade her, saying those were mostly small, unpopular galleries and thus relatively easy targets.

However, she saw potential in the Belus Gallery too, so she ignored the voices of her loyalists.

The reason she was so confident was, of course, because she had gained more allies than before.

Popularity naturally breeds enemies in droves.

A tiny minority of mentally unstable Utaite fans whose talents were poached by the VTuber scene,
Some small-time VTubers lurking in unpopular VTuber galleries, running viral campaigns but failing to get popular, thus hating established groups,
Old-fashioned trolls from the general streaming scene, infamous for their otaku-on-otaku hate, who inherently dislike otaku culture,
And even a tiny minority of malicious fans from Belus’s rival VTuber groups.

Thus, gathered according to their respective agendas, the heroes of the self-proclaimed ‘Anti-Belus Alliance’ emerged.

They invade and troll not only the official Belus MyTube and Fan Cafe but also the members’ personal channels.

Sometimes they send hate mentions via private messages on Twitter, and even show up in live streams to troll.

“Right… Let’s start over from the beginning. The main goal was the fan gallery anyway.”

However, this alliance, closer to the Akatsuki than the Anti-Dong Zhuo Coalition, had as its primary goal something similar to that ninja organization from the manga: ‘Destroy the Belus Gallery.’

After all, aside from the main attack, the rest were just diversionary tactics or auxiliary battlefields.

So, they simply repeat the same actions today.

Tap, tap…

[[Haruka definitely got a boyfriend, I’m telling you?]]

“Idiots… You think a vibrant woman in her 20s can resist dating? What’s the point of turning a blind eye, morons. Now, let me just run the upvote bot Minsu oppa gave me…”

[Deleted Post]

“Oh- Go ahead and delete it~ I’ll just use the thread bumper~”

[Deleted Post]
[Deleted Post]
[Deleted Post]
[Deleted Post]
[Deleted Post]
[Deleted Post]

“You fcking son of a btchhhhh!!!”

Bang! Bang!

– Minji! Please- just go outside for once!

“Ah! Mom! I’m doing something important!”

Meaningless trolling.



My days are really busy lately.

First, I wake up perfectly synced with Haruka’s streaming schedule, work on illustrations while watching her stream, and after it ends, I watch VODs, MyTube videos, and clips of other members.

Just doing this brings me close to bedtime again, and in between, I also have to manage the gallery sporadically.

It’s truly a murderous schedule.

It’s a good thing Wooseo Woo’s brain can handle this insane multitasking…

By the way, am I going to get dementia early doing this?
The gallery said multitasking a lot causes dementia.

“Even if I end up smearing sh*t on the walls, I have to watch Haruka’s streams…”

Haruka said she’d stay with Belus until she grows old and dies.

Even if I get dementia, as long as Haruka is active, I have to keep being a fan. Yes.

Anyway, while managing this busy schedule lately, a concern has arisen: what should I do about this Belus Gallery?

Once I debut, I won’t be able to manage the gallery forever.

If only the current head mod would just run away, I could take over the position and recruit a bunch of slaves from my list to run the place, but I have no idea where this damn bastard went off to screw around.

I’ve heard rumors of a moderator group chat.

If something like that really exists, I could at least try to contact them.

But whether it exists or not, the fact is I’m not in it, so reaching them is a distant prospect.

Anyway, setting aside these worries for a moment, I have to go out today.

I got a message from the group chat.

Not the ghost group chat, one of the Belus Gallery urban legends, but the group chat for the Belus 2nd Gen debut members.

Sumire Mamang (Ina Yeon) – [Hey everyone!]
[(Photo)]
[The CEO gave us a card!]
[Let’s go to the amusement park ]

Menhera Les (Lee Hyemi) – [I’m coming..!]

Sumire Mamang (Ina Yeon) – [?]

Menhera Les (Lee Hyemi) – [Sorry..]

Sumire Mamang (Ina Yeon) – [ It’s okay]
[By the way, we all agreed to speak informally]

Menhera Les (Lee Hyemi) – [Okay! I’ll speak informally!]
[(Emoticon of a blushing webtoon heroine)]

Azusa’s crush is currently ongoing, I see.

Anyway, Sumire Mamang delivered the divine revelation.
Kim Kanghyun apparently sent a card through Ari-nim, telling us to use it to go to an amusement park or somewhere to foster camaraderie.

Because of this, the four of us—excluding Mao (Rika), who returned to Japan temporarily to look for a place after the training camp ended, and Miyuki (Eun Jihye), who couldn’t participate for some personal reason—decided to go to the amusement park today.

They even booked accommodation, seemingly planning to hang out overnight.

“Heave-ho.”

After packing a suitcase almost as big as myself, similar to the training camp days, I checked my phone and saw a message from Mamang.

Sumire Mamang (Ina Yeon) – [You’re still home, right? Can you give me your address?]

“Eh.”

That’s too fast… I haven’t even told Haruka my address yet.

However, as a socially awkward, virgin, hardcore VTuber otaku, I couldn’t possibly ignore the request of Mamang, who radiates not sacred special milk, but an overwhelming aura of acceptance.

I had no choice but to dutifully send my address.

By the way, why is she asking for my address?

Sumire Mamang (Ina Yeon) – [I live in Daegu too]
[Seo Woo, during the training camp]
[It seemed like you didn’t have many clothes..]
[Let’s go shopping together and then hang out ]
[I have a car, so I’ll pick you up]
[Come out when I call!]

“Whoa.”

I was genuinely touched.

Taking care of me like this even though we haven’t known each other for long.
Is this what friends are usually like?

But separate from my touched feelings, there was a slight problem.

“…Women’s clothes are a bit…”

At home, I wear things like dolphin shorts because I don’t have other clothes and they’re comfortable, but wearing women’s clothes outside is too much.

Even during the training camp, I always wore a plain t-shirt and dolphin shorts.

And when going back and forth to the headquarters, I wore that cheap-looking suit I had on when I first entered Wooseo Woo’s body.
At least that didn’t scream ‘women’s clothing’.

But if I go shopping with Sumire, it’s guaranteed to be feminine clothes.

She dresses like the epitome of a spring maiden, as if she’s the personification of virginity itself.

Me – [I’m okay..!]

Sumire (Ina Yeon) – [I told you to speak informally ]
[Is it uncomfortable for you..?]

“Huk.”

Me – [NONONONONONONO]
[It’s fine!]
[Totally fine!]

Sumire (Ina Yeon) – [lolololol]
[So you’ll go shopping with me, right?]

Me – [Yeah..]

“Is this the power of Mamang.”

Her skill in charming people is no joke.

Thus, I was mercilessly kidnapped by Sumire, and after about three hours of playing dress-up with her, I had been transformed into a very feminine TS pretty girl.

“Ta-da! How is it? Isn’t our Seo Woo pretty?”
“Kyaa- So cute! Come here! Let me give you a hug!”
“Fufufu… It was tough finding clothes that fit Seo Woo, you know.”

After arriving at the meeting spot with Sumire, I was immediately hugged by Azusa and petted thoroughly, gazing with melancholic eyes at Wooseo Woo’s reflection in a nearby shop window.

My long hair, which I was now used to managing, fluttered slightly in the breeze, revealing a neat checkered blouse underneath, adorned with an elegant black ribbon tied neatly at the neck.

The lattice pattern on the light gray blouse created a simple yet feminine atmosphere, and the long, thin sleeves fell delicately, covering my dainty fingers and adding a cute touch.

The blouse was tucked neatly into the waistband, and below it spread a dark-colored, pleated miniskirt.

The skirt naturally accentuated the waistline, adding an effect that made my legs, already long for my short frame, look even longer and prettier.

This outfit styled by Sumire looked neat and tidy on the outside.

But peeking through was Wooseo Woo’s cute charm and subtle sexiness; it seemed Sumire had a real knack for coordination.

…That’s right. Wooseo Woo, wearing these clothes, had become a perfect, pitifully beautiful girl who invoked a desire to protect her.

“……”

I looked up at Wooseo Woo beyond the glass window.

She was blushing, held in Azusa’s arms, anxiously pulling down her skirt with small hands.

I sighed, having been hiding my perpetually hot face with my hair since earlier.

“Me, wearing a skirt…”
“Whyyy! It looks great on you!”
“Since Seo Woo’s skin is so fair, the black skirt really suits her.”
“Yeah! The color contrast makes it really sexy! Hehehehe.”
“Wha…?”

I snorted sharply and hastily escaped from Azusa, who was fidgeting with her fingers.

It was the end of summer.




  Chapter 23: My Favorite YouTuber (Edited)
Although the beginning of autumn was fast approaching, the heat hadn’t completely subsided yet.

But today, unlike usual, the sky was slightly overcast, and a pleasantly moderate breeze was blowing.

At first, I was worried about having to wait in line for rides under the scorching sun.

But with the sky partially blocking the sun and the wind blowing, maybe it would be okay.

Relying on the shade that offered some protection from the sweltering heat, I was heading to catch the train with Ina Yeon (Sumire) and Lee Hyemi (Azusa) from the station.

We lived nearby, so we gathered here, but we were meeting Yoo Sea (Hoshino), who lives in Seoul, at the station there.

Yoo Sea didn’t seem like the type to participate readily in these kinds of gatherings, but maybe she was starting to feel a sense of belonging since she’d be debuting with us in the 2nd generation if nothing major happened.

Seeing the growth of that aloof Yoo Sea makes my chest feel flat…

“……”

Anyway, I feel a little nervous.

Because, as expected, this outfit is just too embarrassing.

Honestly, for me, who used to be a man, this fluttery outfit deals too much damage.

Even though I frantically wore women’s clothes and went out for the interview on the very first day I became Wooseo Woo, it doesn’t mean I’ve perfectly adapted to the female body.

For example, having to wipe properly after urinating, the fact that even if you’re flat-chested, not wearing a bra is noticeable, the feeling of inexplicable fatigue and irritability due to menstruation…

And keenly feeling the relative decrease in muscle strength compared to when I was male, or the change in speech patterns—

Ah, I really don’t know why that last one happens.

My way of speaking used to be akin to the world’s roughest tough guy.

Anyway, compared to when I was male, I’m acting like a completely different person.

So, for me, whose mind is still completely male, these feminine actions hit hard.

Besides, with three pretty girls sticking together companionably, I kept feeling people’s gazes.

Uncomfortable with the attention, I found myself unconsciously walking modestly, pressing down on the hem of my skirt.

“Ugh…”

This skirt is too short; aren’t people going to take pictures from below…?

I didn’t want to be like this, but honestly, it bothered me way too much.

Just wearing a skirt for the first time in my life felt like I could faint, but being dressed with more than half my thighs exposed made me conscious of even the breeze blowing under the skirt.

Because of that, while standing on the escalator to board the train, I became wary, wondering if someone was taking pictures from below.

Back then, when women going up ahead of me were wary of me, I thought it was ridiculous…

I’m reflecting on my past self now.

As I stood there anxiously, pressing down the hem of my skirt, Yeon Mamang approached me with her usual gentle smile.

“Is wearing a skirt awkward?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“That’s strange. Didn’t you wear a school uniform skirt when you were a student?”

“Huk.”

That’s too sharp.

I quickly racked my brain for an excuse.

According to the internet, female students wear skirts over their gym pants, right?

“W-Well, back then, I wore gym pants under my skirt…”

“Aha.”

She nodded deeply as if she understood.

Whew, did I pass the hurdle?

But it was too early to feel relieved; this time, Lee Hyemi clung to me.

A strong feminine fragrance drifted on the breeze, and my hand was once again led by hers and tucked into her cleavage.

Th-This person is really too touchy-feely.

“Seo Woo must have been popular during her school days.”

“Eh-“

“Men usually like girls like this, who evoke a protective instinct~ Right?”

“I-I went to an all-girls middle and high school…”

Well, Wooseo Woo did, so that should be correct, right?

Besides, Wooseo Woo was a glasses-wearing, gloomy, friendless loser girl, so she probably had no connection with boys whatsoever.

“Eh? You didn’t go on blind dates or anything?”

“I didn’t…”

“Heol, poor thing.”

What’s there to pity.

VTubers are supposed to be virgins, okay?

Some people say dating before becoming a VTuber is forgivable, but for a real man like me, there’s no such thing.

I’ll curse you, reeking of non-virginity…

“Actually, I was a loser in school too, so I didn’t have friends. Hehe.”

“……!”

Azusa! You were a virgin! I believed in you…!

Seeing your actions, I thought you were utterly irredeemable non-virgin material, but thank you for protecting the horn of this otaku unicorn believer.

I mentally sent her thanks on behalf of the 1 million Rainbows.

“The train is here. Shall we get on?”

And Yeon Mamang, the personification of ‘pure virginity’ whom I firmly believe to be a virgin, led us onto the train by hand.

Yeon Mamang is definitely a virgin.

My virginity detector, the unicorn horn, isn’t reacting. Yes.

“Thank goodness. There aren’t many people.”

Perhaps because it was a weekday when everyone else was commuting, there really weren’t many people on the train.

There were about two groups of men who looked like they were going somewhere fun, and a woman who seemed to be traveling with her child and an elderly woman were sitting and sleeping.

I looked at the reserved ticket, started searching for our seats, and looked for a place to put my suitcase.

Glancing around briefly, I saw space above the seats to store luggage.

Other than that, there didn’t seem to be any specific place for luggage.

I saw something at the end of the aisle, but putting it there felt too far, and I worried it might get lost, so this seemed like the best option.

“My hand…! Can’t reach!”

“Cute!”

No matter how much I struggled, lifting the suitcase above my head, I couldn’t reach.

If I were a man, I could have lifted it easily, but Wooseo Woo’s body is really so small and weak.

By the way, instead of just sending those loving gazes, could you maybe help me?

My arms are starting to lose strength…!

“Need some help?”

A smooth male voice came from the side.

With my arms stretched straight up, I looked sideways.

A handsome man who had apparently noticed us and approached was holding out his hand with a greasy smile.

Another man…

When I was a man, women never hit on me, but now that I’m a woman, it seems like someone hits on me every time I go outside.

Is it really the difference in looks?

“Ah, we’re okay. Seo Woo, give it here.”

“Okay…!”

Lee Hyemi, who had been watching from the side, subtly blocked the man’s view of me, then grabbed the suitcase and put it on the luggage rack.

Cool… isn’t she.

I’m seeing an unexpectedly reliable side of Azusa today.

Could it be that, contrary to my weird thoughts, she’s actually a better person than I thought?

“Heheheheh. Can’t give away our cute Seo Woo. Come here! Let me pet you some more!”

“N-No!”

“Eeeeh.”

…I was a fool to expect anything.

Evading her touch as she approached with a lewd smile like a balding old man from an AV, I quickly slipped into the seat next to Yeon Mamang, who was watching us fondly.

Then, Lee Hyemi looked at the seat next to Ina Yeon with longing dripping from her eyes before sitting down quietly opposite us.

Wait, was this her real goal? Pretending to pet me to sit next to Mamang…?

While I was momentarily stunned by her immense scheming, the train had already departed, and we started chatting while opening the snack bags we brought.

“I’m excited since this is the first time we’re hanging out just like this… It would have been nice if Rika (Mao) and Jihye (Miyuki) came too.”

“Why didn’t Eun Jihye come?”

“I’m not sure. She said it was family matters, maybe something important came up…”

Yeon Mamang twirled her neatly braided hair with her finger, gazing out the window with a worried look.

“……”

Seeing her like that, she looks like the heartbroken heroine of a youth romance movie.

As I stared blankly at her, Lee Hyemi, who was excitedly munching on snacks, popped a snack into my open mouth.

“Nom.”

“Seo Woo, are you into that too?”

“Eh?”

Tilting my head, I looked at Lee Hyemi, only to find her sending sharp glances from behind her cheerful smile.

Sensing what she was wary of, I flinched and shook my head.

“N-No. I’m not.”

Without lying, an image flashed through my mind of her stabbing Mamang’s stomach while muttering ‘Congrats on the dome concert…’

I have Haruka, so I’m not interested in Mamang. You crazy menhera lesbian b*tch.

“What are you two talking about?”

“Nothing at all!”

“What the…”

Mamang chuckled, adjusted her posture, and closed her eyes.

It seemed she was quite tired from driving early in the morning to pick me up.

I feel kind of sorry…

Come to think of it, I’m also a bit sleepy since I woke up early to pack my luggage hastily.

“Haa~m.”

“If you’re sleepy, want to sleep a bit? I’ll wake you up when we arrive.”

“Okay… Tell me when we get there.”

“Sleep tight!”

I replied to Lee Hyemi, nodded off for a moment, and eventually fell asleep.

Yeon Mamang’s shoulder was warmer than I expected.



Click-!

“Hup!”

“Ah, you’re awake?”

My eyes snapped open at what sounded like a camera shutter.

Rubbing my eyes with the back of my hand, I looked around to see Lee Hyemi, who had been holding up her phone, lowering her hand.

“Were you taking pictures?”

“Hm? No, no.”

What, I don’t really mind if she takes a picture.

Taking it without asking is a bit much, but she’ll be my colleague soon, so that much is acceptable.

We’re practically family now.

“Really not?”

“……”

I half-closed my eyes and stared steadily at Lee Hyemi.

She flinched, squeezed her eyes shut, and yelled.

“I-I’m definitely not jealous that you were sleeping so intimately with Nayeon…!”

“……?”

“And I wasn’t planning on cropping you out at home and photoshopping my picture in!”

“That’s absurd.”

Seriously, cropping my picture out and pasting hers next to Yeon Mamang?

Wouldn’t it be easier just to take a picture together then?

…What kind of person is she, really?

Feeling like I might go crazy too if I talked more, I gently shook Yeon Mamang’s shoulder to wake her up.

We normal people need to keep our wits about us. Yep.

But watching her huge breasts sway with my hand movements, the hardcore otaku sexual harasser VTuber fan sensibility within me began to awaken.

Ugh… I want to get crushed between those soft, bouncy mochi water balloons and suffocate.

“Mmm…? Have we arrived?”

“…Yeah, we need to get our luggage down now.”

“Haam- My shoulders are stiff.”

Maybe your shoulders are stiff because you’re carrying around things the size of watermelons.

Since Wooseo Woo’s are about the size of mugs, my shoulders don’t feel strained at all.

…Honestly, it feels similar to when I was a man.

“Gotcha. Here!”

While I was staring intently at her chest, Lee Hyemi had already taken down the suitcase again, subtly looking out for me.

“…Thanks.”

She seems weird, yet surprisingly considerate and strange. I really can’t figure her out…

Is she trying to get on my good side because Yeon Mamang and I are close?

“Let’s hurry, Sea said she arrived too.”

Getting off the train, we walked out with light steps.

“It’s been a really long time since I’ve been to an amusement park.”

“Yeah. Me too, I haven’t been since my school days.”

“It’ll be fun. Right? Let’s give the CEO a thank-you video call after playing all day.”

“Yeah! Nayeon is really nice. Hehehe.”

The two seemed extremely excited about going to an amusement park for the first time since their school days, and since my only memory of an amusement park was going with my deceased parents when I was very young, I was quite excited too.

During my school days, it seemed like nobody wanted me to tag along to places like amusement parks.

…Actually, the kids in my class probably didn’t care much about me, but I felt self-conscious and didn’t go.

Even if I had gone, I wouldn’t have had friends to hang out with, and this was before I made fellow VTuber otaku friends.

“There’s Sea!”

Just then, I saw Yoo Sea (Hoshino) waving a small hand towards us from afar.

She was dressed very simply in a white t-shirt and jeans, but even dressed like that, thanks to her perfect proportions and figure, she looked like a celebrity in airport fashion.

“Seaya!”

“Hi.”

Lee Hyemi ran ahead first and greeted her cheerfully, but she just gave a cool wave and nodded curtly at us with a blank expression.

Still chic as ever…

I roughly set down my dragging suitcase and approached her.

“It’s been a while?”

“Yeah. Nice to see you.”

She nodded with her usual Tibetan fox-like expression.

It’s impossible to tell if she’s happy to see us or not.

I feel a little disappointed.

I thought we had gotten pretty close towards the end of the training camp.

However, my slight disappointment quickly vanished at her next words.

“There’s someone else coming with me too.”

“Eh?”

Who on earth could it be?

Which clueless moron is trying to barge into our girls’ party?

I’d welcome Ari-nim, but she said she couldn’t come today because of a business trip.

And she subtly didn’t want to disturb our outing, so she probably wouldn’t have come even if she didn’t have work.

…Don’t tell me it’s Kim Kanghyun?

He didn’t just give us the card, he came in person too?

While I was quickly scanning the surroundings, just in case, I saw four women with incredibly striking appearances approaching from the distance.

“……!”

Our eyes met.

In an instant, the air surrounding me changed.

“Uh…?”

All their faces looked familiar.

Moreover, the woman leading the group had looks I hadn’t forgotten even once since accidentally seeing her on the gallery.

Perhaps it was when I was managing the Belus Gallery before, inevitably seeing her while chasing away trolls who came to stir up trouble…

“Are these the people Sea-nim mentioned? It’s really nice to meet you.”

…My most beloved VTuber.

“Just as the CEO told me, you’re all really pretty.”

My oshi, Haruka.

“I heard there’s a Kanari here too. Fufu. I came here really looking forward to it, you know?”

She looked straight at me with the beautiful smile I had only ever imagined.

My body won’t move.

I expected to meet her someday since I was debuting in the 2nd generation, but I never thought we’d encounter each other so suddenly.

I wanted to meet her with at least a little mental preparation…

“Ah, uh…”

There were so many things I wanted to say.

But even when I opened my mouth, the words swirling in my head didn’t form sentences.

I was just busy endlessly taking in her appearance with my eyes.

Haruka was a woman with a strong yet warm feeling, possessing a completely different charm from Yoo Sea, whom I had considered the most perfect among everyone I had met so far in some ways.

Her hair was a bright brown, as if holding sunlight, tied up like a tail, cascading down below her waist in long, voluminous waves.

The ponytail, not fully hidden by the well-fitting cap, swayed gently whenever the wind blew, adding liveliness in itself.

Her large eyes had a subtle navy hue, shining brightly in the light like sunbeams filtering through trees in a deep forest.

Her gaze was also soft, radiating a warmth that felt like it could instantly melt the heart of anyone whose eyes she met.

However, in contrast, her confidently raised eye corners and lips seemed to confirm she wasn’t just a soft person.

Her eyelashes were long and full, casting shadows on her irises.

Every glance revealed a natural ease and confidence, proving exactly why she was called the best among VTubers.

…Yes. She really was Haruka.

“Nice to meet you. From what the CEO told me, you seem to be the one from Kanari… Is that right?”

“Ah…… Yes.”

My gaze, which hadn’t left her face, blankly dropped to see a hand with flawless, clear skin.

A handshake… is that what she wants?

The Haruka—

With someone like me?

“This is the first time I’m meeting one of my fans in person like this. It feels kind of strange.”

I raised my trembling hand.

Slowly, towards the hand she offered.

“N-Nice… to meet you.”

We met.

Before I could even feel the thrilling sense of accomplishment from touching her soft skin, she firmly pulled me closer, enveloping my small hand in hers.

I can feel her.

The person I had only ever watched from beyond the screen is alive and moving in front of me.

I trembled with an indescribable emotion.

“Ah-“

“Your hand is really small… Fufut, the first Kanari I met is a cute fan.”

“…! Th-Th-Th-Thank…!”

“Pfft…! Why are you trembling so much? Are you nervous?”

Meeting her warm smile, my vision swam.

Honestly, I had worries at first.

The person I stan is a VTuber.

In crude terms, someone who operates hidden behind an avatar.

No matter how much I was into her, it’s impossible not to worry about the side effects of taking the red pill.

The red pill I accidentally saw was pretty.

But I was too scared to believe it outright.

Afraid my fantasy would shatter.

It’s a sensitive topic, but wouldn’t any VTuber otaku, while hoping to see their oshi’s real face someday, also hide the dark desire for their fantasy not to be broken?

But.

Haruka was just as I had imagined—

“……”

No.

She was shining even more brightly than I had ever imagined.

“……Huh.”

“Hm? What’s wrong?”

Her strong, husky voice tickled my ears.

Some might disparage it as unsuitable for a VTuber, but I like her voice.

When she sings, her voice is truly electrifying.

“My real name is Han Seoyoon. What’s your name, Kanari?”

“I’m…”

But right now, I couldn’t just close my eyes and listen calmly to the voice I loved.

Because something strange happened to my body.

“…Wooseo Woo.”

I flinched, my shoulders trembling.

What do I do…

I desperately want to make babies with Haruka right this instant—




  Chapter 24: Virgin confirmed!
“What’s really up with those two?”
“…With what?”

Jung Haneul (Kohaku) poked the shoulder of the small girl trotting along beside her and gestured with her chin.

The girl then brushed her hand away with a cute, annoyed gesture and asked back.

Jung Haneul thought, ‘She’s being prickly as always,’ looking at her fondly, and then extended her finger.

“Over there, I mean, o~ver there.”

“Ah-“

Where her fingertip pointed, a cute girl, who looked similar in appearance to the woman next to Jung Haneul, was seen scurrying after Han Seoyoon (Haruka).

“Even if she’s from Kanaria… Oh my, oh my, she’s the epitome of a refined lady.”

Wooseo Woo was carefully following three steps behind Han Seoyoon, as if she were a new bride from the Joseon Dynasty trying not to even step on her husband’s shadow.

She would stare blankly at Han Seoyoon’s profile, and if Haruka suddenly turned around, she would be startled, her face turning bright red, and hastily bow her head.

Yet, if even a little distance opened up between her and Han Seoyoon, she would quickly catch up and stick close, and sometimes, if she accidentally stepped on her shadow, she would look on the verge of tears as if the world had ended.

“She’s really overdoing it.”

“Are you jealous?”

“Jeaaalouuusss?”

Of course, Jung Haneul was feeling a little jealous.

How wonderful it must be to have a fan who adores you that much.

But more than that, it bothered her that Wooseo Woo barely spoke to them and acted as if only Han Seoyoon existed.

“Why do you think Sacho sent us?”

Obviously, he prepared this surprise event so the 2nd gen trainees could get to know the existing members before their debut.

But if she acts like that, this get-together is meaningless.

Once they debut, it’ll be hard for most of the members to gather like this.

That’s why CEO Kim Kanghyun specifically included them in this outing for the prospective 2nd gen members.

Jung Haneul sighed involuntarily at the prospective 2nd gen members, who seemed even more set in their own ways than she had expected.

“Haaah… That idol-looking one seems even more chic than you, Minyoung.”

“…Me? Chic?”

‘This b*tch who’s been consumed by her concept…’

The name of the person walking beside Jung Haneul now was Heo Minyoung.

She hadn’t always been this cool-chic and taciturn; it was more a case of her being consumed by her RP while working as a VTuber.

Her RP was that of an Elf Queen who hadn’t spoken for 2000 years and thus wasn’t used to talking, and perhaps because of that, she became increasingly quiet day by day.

Usually, people distinguish between the avatar and the person inside.

That’s because if the character setting consumes one’s personality, it can cause trouble.

Aren’t there even top actors in the industry who need psychiatric help to return to daily life after immersing themselves in the role of a psychopathic murderer?

“Concept? Me?”

“…Let’s not even talk about it.”

But it seemed that wasn’t the case for her.

Seeing her shrug with a nonchalant gaze, Jung Haneul shook her head.

“At least Nayeon and Hyemi seem to have gotten a bit closer.”

“Hyemi’s too assertive. It’s troubling…”

“Ugh, f*cking INFPs, they’re the worst.”

“? You wanna fight?”

Heo Minyoung tilted her head and struck a fighting pose.

Jung Haneul sighed and pushed her forehead with her fingertip.

“You tiny thing…”

“Keuk!”

Her whimpering that it hurt, hands clasped to her forehead, was quite cute, but Heo Minyoung, contrary to her appearance, was the oldest among the 1st gen members—an ‘unnie’ by both real-life and avatar standards—so that lethal cuteness didn’t work on Jung Haneul.

Still, the fact that they could joke around so comfortably, despite her being older, showed their closeness.



My heart is going doki-doki.

It feels like I’m floating in the sky, like my body isn’t my own…

But then again, it wasn’t my body to begin with, it was originally Wooseo Woo’s, so it’s not mine, but then it’s also mine now, so-

I don’t know what I’m saying.

My mind just keeps getting noisy.

The person I like, she’s just a few steps ahead of me, within arm’s reach.

Every cell in my body is reacting sensitively, all my nerves are on edge.

Just seeing Haruka’s profile makes my face flush, and just hearing her voice makes my heart flutter so much I get goosebumps all over.

Have I ever felt this way before?

“Hm?”

“……!”

Haruka looked back at me and tilted her head.

The moment our eyes met, I flinched in surprise and quickly lowered my head.

She shrugged as if finding it strange and then started walking forward slowly again.

As her scent drifted slightly further away, I hurriedly matched her pace and followed her.

Even in that moment, my heart pounded.

I worried if I was following her too obviously, but I didn’t want to lose sight of Haruka.

So my inadequate response was simply to follow about three steps behind.

…Honestly, it’s not easy to walk.

Every time I take a step, my legs tremble strangely, and I can’t keep my balance well.

I remember seeing something on the Belus Gallery back when I used to browse it for fan stuff until dawn.

They said when a woman truly feels love, she gets wet down there, or something?

I laughed it off back then, but now, for some reason, I feel like I believe it.

Drip-

Mmm.

This is love.

It’s definitely not because I peed myself a little from the Viking ride earlier.

“Are you feeling a bit better now?”

“Yes?”

“Your legs were trembling after the Viking ride earlier.”

…Of course, my behavior was suspicious, but it wasn’t because I’m afraid of heights.

It’s just that I peed a little… no, I mean, I got a little wet, that’s all.

“Hmm… Shall we focus on other things besides those that go up high?”

“Yes…!”

I answered quickly.

I’m happy that Haruka is being considerate of me like this.

It’s the first time we’re spending time together, so is there really a need to just scream from high places?

It’s much better to ride attractions where we can talk quietly.

‘That’s Haruka for you. She understands a Kanaria’s heart so well.’

“I’m good at driving bumper cars…!”

“Pfft. Then shall we go ride the bumper cars?”

Haruka chuckled softly and nodded.

Her smile was very refreshing, yet somehow warm and affectionate too.

“Wait a moment.”

Just as I was about to follow Haruka, Kohaku, who had revealed her real name as Jung Haneul, slipped between us and held out her hand to stop me.

“I know you two are having fun… but Han Seoyoon, did you forget why we were specifically included in this 2nd gen outing?”

“Ah.”

Seeing Jung Haneul’s dissatisfied expression, Haruka’s eyes widened, and she nodded.

It seemed she realized she had momentarily forgotten what Kohaku said.

A slightly embarrassed look appeared on Haruka’s face, but it soon returned to her refreshing smile.

“You’re right. We should all hang out more at times like this. I guess I got too excited because it’s my first time meeting a fan in person.”

Haruka said this, gestured to Jung Haneul with her eyes, and then called over the other members who were standing at a distance.

Then, the 1st and 2nd gen members, who had been watching from afar, began to whisper among themselves as they slowly approached.

Jung Haneul, who was watching them, casually remarked.

“Wow. Gathered like this, we really stand out.”

It was true.

With eight women of uncommon beauty gathered together, they drew a lot of attention.

The 1st gen members were all wearing hats or glasses to cover their faces to some extent, but it looked like girl group members had come out to play in disguise, which ironically made them stand out even more.

“B-But still, there’s no one hitting on us…?”

“That’s true.”

Haruka nodded in agreement with my words.

If it were three or four women with such looks gathered, perhaps, but with eight of them standing together, it seemed no one dared to approach.

‘Oh… This makes us look kinda awesome…’

“Seoyoon-ah… Are you finally paying attention to us…?”

Oh Juhyun, one of the 1st gen members, said this with her eyes downcast pitifully, sounding hurt.

She was the only member whose ‘red pill’ I hadn’t seen.

She usually managed her real-life identity very thoroughly, so she was often the target of instigation and fabrication by trolls claiming she was actually ugly or fat.

But meeting her in person, it was perhaps obvious, but she was really pretty.

‘Her boobs are big too. Yep… her boobs are big.’

Anyway, when she whined like she was hurt, Haruka gave a bitter smile and apologized.

“Now that everyone’s gathered, what should we do?”

When Lee Nayeon asked, looking around at everyone, Haruka glanced at me and smiled.

“Wooseo-nim wants to ride the bumper cars.”

“Oh, then shall we bump into each other a bit?”

“Wait, since you two abandoned us and had fun by yourselves, let’s give you a penalty first.”

“Hoo-“

At Oh Juhyun’s words, Jung Haneul gave a sly-looking smile.

Soon, the other members’ eyes sparkled mischievously.

“The penalty?”

“Since it’s an amusement park, a haunted house, maybe?”

“Eh, only elementary schoolers are scared of amusement park haunted houses.”

“Hmm… Actually, there are people who are scared even if they’re not elementary schoolers.”

I tilted my head, receiving the members’ gazes all at once.

“…Me?”

‘I’m not scared of ghosts.’

‘It’s always said that people are scarier than ghosts.’

‘If there’s a ghost under my studio apartment bed? First, I’d check if it’s pretty or not, and if it’s pretty, I’d ask how it managed to fix its horizon coordinates.’

‘If it’s an ugly ghost, I’d just run out of the house. After all, a ghost busy calculating its horizon coordinates to avoid flying off the Earth wouldn’t be able to chase me.’

‘But what if it’s not a ghost under the bed, but a person?’

‘…That’s when the real horror movie begins. I’d have to check if that person has a knife first, so the difficulty level skyrockets compared to it being a ghost.’

‘If they don’t have a knife, they’re a stalker, so I’d be trapped in the house and used as a plaything. If they do have a knife, they’re a murderer. So, in either case, only a bleak future remains.’

‘So, I’m not scared of ghosts at all.’

‘Although I don’t really remember going to an amusement park since I was very young, so I can’t predict how scary a haunted house would be, at least I didn’t pee myself watching horror movies alone at home.’

“……”

But unlike my composed appearance, there was someone next to me trembling finely.

The members’ eyes weren’t directed at me, but actually at her, next to me, who had tensed up and frozen as soon as the word ‘ghost’ was mentioned.

‘No way…?’

“Gh-ghosts are a bit…”

‘No. The Haruka I love and respect endlessly, who is so beautiful, sings insanely well, whose real self is also beautiful, who is so f*cking cool, pretty, whose real self is also beautiful, cute, elegant, sexy, whose real self is also beautiful, who is just a perfect Übermensch who has it all—’

‘Was actually a coward who’s scared of ghosts?’

“Hmph.”

It didn’t quite feel like I’d truly swallowed the red pill…

I discreetly moved my arm behind my back and clenched my fist tightly so Haruka wouldn’t see.

‘My wife… is scared of ghosts!’

‘Ehehehe.’

‘Virgin confirmed!’




  Chapter 25: Princess hug
To be honest, the haunted house punishment the members gave me wasn’t all that scary.

It was my first time experiencing a haunted house like this, but when I was a guy, I often watched movies because I had nothing else to do besides fanboying, so I’m somewhat used to horror.

Besides, this is just an amusement park haunted house.

In other words, it’s a low-difficulty haunted house that even children can enjoy.

Unless a real chainsaw murderer pops out, I probably won’t be scared.

However, I’m more worried and, at the same time, expectant about my wife Haruka, who’s standing with me in front of this haunted house.

She, usually strong and calm, is staring at the entrance with a slightly stiff expression.

Perhaps this very moment is a golden opportunity to see a hidden weakness of hers, who always appears confident on stream.

I can’t miss such a rare moment.

Besides, this punishment isn’t something Haruka has to do alone; I have to go in with her.

In other words, while experiencing the haunted house, we’ll be sticking close together…

Ehehehehehehehehe.

Honestly, if she gets scared with that pretty face, whimpers, and clings to me, my heart might stop, so it could be a little dangerous…

“Haruka, if you’re scared, you can hide behind me.”

I put on a sly smile and, plausibly, extended my arm to shield her, showing a dependable side.

‘I’ll protect my wife!’

“…It’s Han Seoyoon, not Haruka. We’re outside, so we should be careful with names.”

“Ah, I’m sorry…”

Oops.

Since I’m a VTuber far from mainstream recognition, it’s unlikely anyone would recognize me, but it’s still right to be careful, just in case.

I scratched my cheek, feeling unnecessarily embarrassed.

I got excited and accidentally called her by her stage name.

By the way, Haruka is quite rational and sharp even when she’s scared.

‘As expected of my wife. I should learn from her and, right now, look at her not as a fan of Haruka, but as a fellow Belus member and a future junior.’

First, since we’re outside, I need to correct the name.

“Pfft. And I don’t think hiding behind you, Wooseo-nim, would actually conceal me.”

“……”

Not Haruka, but my wife Seoyoon, threw a joke as if to hide her subtly trembling eyes.

‘…I really hate this short, stubby body.’

She looks to be about 170cm tall, which is quite tall for a woman.

So if Seoyoon tried to hide behind my body, she’d still be completely visible.

“…Let’s go in. I’ll take the lead.”

“Oh my…”

I couldn’t bring myself to hold her bare hand, so I just lightly gripped her sleeve and led the way.

Even though I’m only holding a bit of her clothing, my heart starts to pound.

But the moment we stepped into the haunted house entrance, my racing heart rapidly cooled down.

“Uh, this place is, more than I thought…”

‘It seems scarier…?’

A sense of unease, that something was going wrong, washed over me.

‘It definitely wasn’t this scary when I watched movies alone.’

But I’ve already taken a step, so there’s no turning back.

Seoyoon will be more scared than me, so I have to protect her somehow.

And then, if we inevitably end up sticking together, some skinship too… Hehe.

With that, trying to shake off the strange tension, I firmed my sly resolve and entered the dark passage, only to see a rather long queue in front of me.

Most people were whispering to their companions with terrified expressions, and some were already sniffling.


	
Kyaaaaaaaah!



	
Kyak! You crazy b*tch! Take me with you…!





A chilly wind, cold air brushing against the skin, screams faintly heard from a distance.

And even the smell of alcohol, like one you’d find in an operating room.

As I felt when I first entered, it was a very eerie atmosphere, different from what I had imagined.

Clank- Drip…drip.


	
Heuk… Mooooom.





The horrible sound of chains scraping, flowing through the speakers, and the sound of water dripping from somewhere could be heard.

And the occasionally heard suppressed breaths from afar also stimulated a primal human fear.

‘…Wasn’t this supposed to be a haunted house where even children could have fun with a moderate amount of tension?’

“Please take this and go in…”

“Hiiiiiik!”

“…!!”

Suddenly, a staff member silently approached from the side and handed me a flashlight.

Seoyoon let out a sound close to a scream and grabbed my arm.

Thanks to that, a slight tremor was transmitted.

Hehehe. Seoyoon is leaning on me…!

But that joy didn’t last long.

“Welcome to the haunted house- If you get too scared in the middle or can’t move, please raise your hands above your head and make an X-“

“…Yeees?”

‘What does that mean? Is it scary enough for people to give up midway?’

I’m getting unnecessarily more nervous…

Anyway, I passed by the strangely monotonous-toned staff member and went into the even darker-looking interior.

Then, the field of vision illuminated by the flashlight became too narrow.

I carefully moved my feet in the limited visibility, leading Seoyoon.

My legs seem to have been trembling a little since earlier, maybe it’s because it’s cold…

It’s definitely not because I’m scared.

Nope.

“I-I’m a little nervous.”

Actually, I don’t care about ghosts or anything right now.

This situation where Seoyoon is holding my arm is more on my mind.

Her chest was a little smaller than Nayeon Mamang’s, but it was still sufficiently soft and resilient…


	
Save me!!!!!!!!





Just then, as I was briefly enveloped in a strange sense of satisfaction.

Suddenly, something popped out from a hole in the wall.

“Kyak!”

“Kkeuang!”

We jumped in surprise and shone the flashlight.

And we saw hair.

No, is it even hair?

The long, straggly black strands were coarse, reminiscent of twisted rope, and had some sticky liquid attached, making it look grotesque.

But there was something else that captivated our attention even more.

Pale skin visible sporadically between the long, pitch-black strands of hair.

Veins faintly visible on the surface, rough, torn wounds as if cut by a saw.

Marks that looked like they were stitched with thread.

And…sharp eyes.

Those inorganic pupils, as if they would suck you into the darkness, were staring right at us.

“Heop…!”

I froze on the spot, forgetting to even breathe.

And while we were huddled together, trembling, the ghost’s bright red lips, which had popped out of the hole, opened.


	
Save me… Eeheeheeheeheehee!!!!!





“Kyaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!!!”

We screamed simultaneously, not even knowing who had screamed.

Seoyoon grabbed me and ran, and I was dragged along by her, half out of my mind.

“Wh-What is this!”

She kept brushing around her face with her other hand.

What came into my dazed upward gaze were thin threads descending from the high ceiling.

Those sticky threads coming down from above seemed to wrap around our bodies as if trying to catch us every time we passed.


	
Help me!



	
Is anyone there?





The deeper we went into the haunted house, the closer the sounds became.

The cold and dampness brushing against the nape of my neck seeped onto my sweat-soaked skin.

My legs kept giving out, and I almost collapsed.

“Huuueup…!”

A groan escaped my lips involuntarily.

My lips had long since dried up, and my heart, which had cooled down due to the gloomy atmosphere, began to pound again.

‘This wasn’t the haunted house experience I had in mind… I just wanted to enjoy some sweet skinship with Haruka…!’


	
Thwack!





“Kyaak!”

“Kkeuaaaaaaang! Save meee!”

Air shot out from a hole in the wall along with the sound of something bursting.

I fell to the ground, my hair flying.

Then, she, who was ahead, turned around, looked surprised, and ran towards me.

“Wooseo-nim…! Are you okay?!”

A groan escaped my lips.

I unknowingly looked at the floor and trembled my hands.

‘Skinship or whatever, I don’t want any of it anymore.’

‘I just want to go home…’

‘Ghosts are scarier than people…!’

“Get a grip!”

“Eueh?”

Haruka, no, Han Seoyoon, grabbed my face with both hands and shook it.

Her fingertips were slightly cold, and her expression had become serious.

It confused me that she, who I thought was more scared than me just a moment ago, was holding me like this.

“Can you walk? I didn’t expect you to be more scared than me.”

I stared at her blankly and nodded.

‘I wanted to protect her as her husband…’

“Get up, first. Your clothes will get all dirty.”

While she held my hand and helped me up, confusing thoughts tangled complexly in my head.

‘Showing such a weak side, I don’t know where my manly pride went.’

“Th-That’s not because I was scared…”

I regretted saying it as soon as the cool-sounding words left my mouth.

Contrary to my thoughts, what came out sounded too pathetic.

Even worse, I was trembling and whimpering, which made it more miserable.

“Yes, yes.”

She comforted me with a tone like she was soothing a child and chuckled.

Her smile flickered in the slightly dim flashlight beam.

‘…So embarrassing.’

“It’s okay. Whether you’re scared or not isn’t important. For now, I think we need to get out of here.”

At her words, I felt my face heat up unnecessarily and looked away.

If I had my way, I’d want to shout, ‘I’m not scared of ghosts! I’m scared of people!’ but then, in this terrifying atmosphere and with her calm reaction, I, who was shrinking in real time, would only look more pathetic.

‘I guess I really can’t escape being a loser VTuber otaku.’

“Now, let’s get out quickly.”
“Yeees…”

We relied on each other and moved forward little by little.

No, I was relying on her.

The development was so different from what I thought when we first came in, so I was flustered, but anyway, I’m having a lot of skinship with her, so isn’t that a good thing?

But that thought also didn’t last long.

Flicker- Flicker-

The lighting was already almost non-existent, relying solely on the flashlight, but even that lighting began to flicker.

And whenever the light briefly illuminated the wall, a picture of a mansion with no discernible meaning and a portrait of a woman with a grotesque expression flickered into view.

“Huuuuuuuuhh……”

My voice, which had stabilized, was once again filled with moisture.

I made almost sobbing sounds and clung to her, who was holding me tightly beside her.

‘Ugh… It’s so scary.’

Tap-

“Eueo?”

I was walking with my eyes tightly shut, fumbling, when something bumped into my face.

I cautiously opened one eye to check.

“Eh…?”

‘It’s pork.’

No, it looked like pig carcasses were hanging abundantly from the ceiling.

Vrrrrrrrrrrrrrr-

And then, the sound of an engine revving came from behind.

I cautiously looked back.

And I met them.

-A murderer holding a chainsaw.

“……!”

They say when a person truly faces fear, even screams don’t come out.

I froze on the spot.

I couldn’t think.

As I cowered, desperately praying inwardly that the terrifying murderer wouldn’t find us-

This time, something rustled across the floor.

And soon, a cold hand emerging from a hole in the wall grabbed my ankle.


	
Gotcha…!





“Kkeuaaaaaaaaaaaaaaang!”



“They’re laaate-“

The other members, excluding Han Seoyoon and Wooseo Woo, were leisurely drinking beverages and sitting in front of the haunted house, waiting for them.

In fact, this amusement park has two types of haunted houses.

One is a light-level haunted house that even children can enjoy, and the other is an extremely difficult haunted house that even VTubers who come to review it end up crying and leaving, with a staggering mid-way dropout rate of over 70 percent.

That’s right.

Wooseo Woo, who had no information about the amusement park, had crawled in there of her own accord.

So, it wasn’t particularly the other members’ fault that Wooseo Woo’s back gave out and she came out of the haunted house being carried like a princess by Han Seoyoon.

“Uwahhhhhhh!”

“It’s okay. We’re out now. Stop!”

A small, cute pretty girl is being carried princess-style by a beauty charming enough to catch anyone’s eye, crying sorrowfully.

It wouldn’t be surprising if she was capturing the gazes of all passersby.

The members, who were blankly watching the scene, soon cleared their throats and looked away.

They were trying to pretend they weren’t part of the group because they were embarrassed by the excessive attention.

However, Han Seoyoon, unfazed by the members’ awkward reactions, strode over.

Then, she gently placed the still-sniffling Wooseo Woo on the table.

It was a natural motion, as if handling a puppy.

Wooseo Woo, thus naturally plopped onto the table in the middle of the amusement park, cried her heart out as if the world had ended.

“It was scary! Euh…!”

The members couldn’t bring themselves to ignore her.

She really looked like a drenched puppy.

“Wuuu… Ghosts are scarier……”

The members exchanged glances for a while, then naturally collected Wooseo Woo and began to leave the amusement park.

They judged that it would be difficult to stay in the amusement park any longer because too much attention was focused on them.

And while leaving the amusement park, Lee Nayeon, who was holding the sobbing Wooseo Woo’s hand, said with a troubled, bitter smile.

“…Want some cotton candy?”

Wooseo Woo, who was barely taking steps with legs trembling like an aspen leaf, blushed shyly.

“……Yeah.”




  Chapter 26: Actually, there were 6 people in the 2nd generation…
A month had flown by since the incident where Wooseo Woo cried her heart out in the middle of the amusement park.

And that meant the debut date for the 2nd generation trainees was rapidly approaching.

The prospective 2nd gen members, who had earned a reputation for being quite free-spirited through the 1st gen members’ broadcast anecdotes, had also lightly taken a trip to Japan under the pretext of bonding, though it was really one last ‘weeding out’ process.

Bringing back Mao, the gyaru girl living in Japan, was an added bonus.

Kim Kanghyun decided to move up the 2nd gen’s debut because Ari, the manager who had accompanied them, confirmed there were no disqualifying issues.

The confirmed debut date for the 2nd gen was October 3rd, National Foundation Day, a golden holiday period including a public holiday and a weekend.

Since it was now exactly the last day of September, there was really less than a week left.

The reason Kim Kanghyun was rushing the 2nd gen’s debut to this seemingly impatient extent was, of course, because fans were growing tired of the 1st gen members’ recently decreasing broadcast hours.

(Recommendation) [When are you coming… .jpg]

(1st Gen Crystal Member Group Fanart)

None of the gallery owners streamed again today.. I’m cold..

Honestly, I didn’t expect this ice age to come so suddenly, I feel like I’m going to freeze and get frostbite and die..

I wish at least one of them would stream, but no matter how busy they are with hospital visits and work, has our love cooled down? Our promise not to abandon us, where did that go, to abandon us like this, ugh, I think my horns are going to turn black, please don’t leave me, if I stay like this a little longer I’ll become a frozen cat and walk on the Han River, so please come back.. But where the hell is this? I’m cold.. Where is this? I’m cold.. Where is this? I’m cold.. Where is this? I’m cold.. Where is this? I’m cold.. Where is this? I’m cold.. Where is this? I’m cold.. Where is this? I’m cold.. Where is this? I’m cold.. Where is this? I’m cold.. Where is this? I’m cold.. Where is this? I’m cold.. Where is this? I’m cold..

Recommended: 50 Not Recommended: 13


	
Sir.. If you’re cold, turn on the boiler..



	
Hey, buddy, why are you turning black?



	
LOL, he’s lost his mind.



	
But seriously, the ice age has been too long lately..
└ She’s sleeping next to me right now, sorry.
└ I’ll wake her up and tell her to stream.
└ Stop f*cking around and get lost.



	
Is something wrong with the kids?
└ Aren’t they all busy?
└ No matter how busy they were, they always streamed and did Spaces regularly, but now even that is infrequent.
└ Ugh.. Our love has cooled..





The gist was that, over the past month, many things had happened as the 2nd gen trainees bonded amongst themselves and with the 1st gen members.

During the same period, many things had also happened in the underbelly, though they didn’t exactly bond.

No matter how spectacularly Wooseo Woo returned as a moderator, she couldn’t control the growing discontent among the fans.

Posts lamenting the decrease in 1st gen members’ broadcast time appeared on the community forum almost daily.

The fact that such posts were appearing on a fan community that advocated for unconditional positivity indicated an unusual atmosphere.

Truthfully, Belus didn’t really need to worry about the opinions on these underground community forums, but since posts with similar content, albeit toned down, were now appearing on the official fan cafe, Belus was truly reaching its limit.

Still, the prospective 2nd gen members’ RP settings and avatars were perfectly prepared, and practice to get used to facial tracking and broadcasting was steadily progressing, so all that was really left was the debut, meaning there wasn’t much to worry about.

“Now… once the mixing for the cover song is done, the preparations will be perfect.”

The only remaining worry for CEO Kim Kanghyun was probably the 2nd gen’s group original debut song and individual cover song preparations.

Since the 2nd gen original song was their first group song, profitability wasn’t a major consideration.

It was more about introducing who our members were to the fans.

So, under Producer Kim Hyunmin’s guidance, the members were gathering, putting their heads together, and participating in all aspects, from composing to lyric writing.

For composition, Azusa and Sumire, who were former Utaites, took the lead, and for lyrics, Hoshino, a former idol trainee, led Miyuki and Mao, handling it smoothly.

On top of that, Kotori was drawing the illustrations for the music video, so this debut song would truly be a meaningful piece with the 2nd gen members directly involved from start to finish.

‘The Rainbows will probably like it too.’

And for the cover songs, they naturally selected pieces that would highlight each member’s individuality.

Among them, Kotori was preparing something special.

Something that would surely surprise all of Belus’s fandom, the Rainbows.

There had been a minor disagreement between Haruka and Kim Kanghyun regarding it midway, but eventually, she too conceded, and if things went as planned, he was confident that the 2nd gen’s debut would proceed smoothly and perfectly.

“Hmm… Still, overlapping with the AOL World Cup might have been a bit of a stretch.”

As it was the international competition for AOL, which firmly held its position as the world’s most popular game, public attention was bound to be focused in one direction.

Debuting amidst that certainly increased the likelihood of receiving less attention.

Still, there was also the advantage that there would be fewer trolls.

They had also adjusted the debut schedule to avoid overlapping with the Korean team’s match times.

Rather, debuting as quickly as possible before the competition truly intensified could be considered a relief.

However, just when CEO Kim Kanghyun, no, all of Belus’s staff, were feeling this confident, an unforeseen variable emerged-

“CEO! We have a big problem!”

“What… is it?”

Kim Kanghyun’s eyes trembled as he watched Manager Ari burst through the door in a hurry.

‘Somehow… déjà vu……’

The incident that occurred just before the 1st gen’s debut briefly flashed through his mind.

“Miyuki…! No! Eun Jihye-ssi!”

“……!”

Kim Kanghyun squeezed his eyes shut.



If I had to describe Miyuki (Eun Jihye) in one word… ‘insider’ would probably be the most fitting.

She had shown off her sociability by getting along well with everyone since the training camp.

From the start, her impression was amiable, and her way of speaking was gentle, so few people felt reluctant to approach her.

Honestly, I didn’t have any memories of interacting deeply with her, but she also wasn’t someone I felt distant from, like those who were eliminated early in the training camp.

So I thought we would naturally become closer during the debut preparation process.

Well, getting closer to Haruka was my top priority, but I love everyone in Belus, so if I could become friends with her, who would also be in the 2nd gen… Hehe.

…I think I was imagining something like that not too long ago, but an unexpected situation occurred.

The prospective 2nd gen members, including me, gathered in Kim Kanghyun’s office, couldn’t help but look bewildered.

Because Miyuki, no, Eun Jihye, was bowing her head deeply towards us right in front of our eyes.

Her face was hidden by her wavy, amber-colored bob hair, which usually exuded a lively charm, so her expression was not visible.

However, I could feel the moisture in her voice.

“Actually… I should have said something sooner. I didn’t want to miss this chance… I was so afraid that if I missed it now, an opportunity like this would never come again in my life.”

When her words trailed off, a heavy silence filled the room.

No one could easily open their mouth.

CEO Kim Kanghyun also silently stared at the floor, waiting for her story.

“My family… was in an accident. Their condition is more serious than I thought, so I need to be by their side for a while.”

She slowly finished her sentence.

Her voice trembled, and she bowed her head deeply again.

And at her words, everyone’s expression hardened.

No one could easily continue.

I, too, remembered her bright smile and how she got along with everyone during the training camp, so it was hard to immediately grasp what was happening.

“Miyuki… No, Jihye-ya…”

Beside me, Lee Nayeon (Sumire) cautiously spoke.

She called her by her real name, but no one pointed it out.

No one was tactless enough to bring up company rules in this atmosphere.

Eun Jihye looked at Lee Nayeon, bit her lip, and bowed her head once more.

“I want to apologize to Nayeon again. I’m really sorry. You contacted me so much… If I had been honest from the beginning, things wouldn’t have gotten this far……”

Her words made the air in the room even heavier.

Come to think of it, there were signs something was off even a month ago, when we went to the amusement park.

When she couldn’t make it that day due to family circumstances, everyone was puzzled but didn’t think too deeply about it.

But looking back now, it seems Nayeon Mamang had sensed something was wrong back then and had been trying to contact her continuously.

At the time, I also found it strange.

But I simply thought it was a scheduling issue.

For someone as lively and sociable as her to miss such a gathering was definitely unusual.

But back then, no one expected it to be this serious.

Honestly, it feels like being swept away by a natural disaster, like facing a giant typhoon.

I wasn’t particularly resentful that her dropping out midway would mess up the debut schedule.

This was like a natural disaster.

But that didn’t mean anyone could easily accept this sudden farewell.

“We respect Jihye-ssi’s decision.”

A heavy voice came from Kim Kanghyun, who seemed to have been organizing his thoughts while staring at the floor.

“We will not charge a penalty fee. We will also leave the avatar as it is. And… while there isn’t much we can do to help, we will not ask for the contract deposit back, so that it can be even a small help towards your parents’ treatment.”

“…Yes?”

Eun Jihye, who had been bowing her head, looked up and asked back in a trembling voice.

Her face was already a mess from tears.

“Jihye-ssi is still under contract with Belus. So, I hope your parents’ treatment goes well, and we can see you again.”

CEO Kim Kanghyun’s words slightly eased the tension in the room.

His meaning was clear.

Even if she left now, the door would not be closed to her.

“Ah……”

“So, I hope you all will welcome Jihye-ssi back when she returns later. Of course, you’ll be meeting her as a junior then, not a colleague.”

At his following words, Eun Jihye’s body quietly collapsed.



After Ari-nim took the sobbing Eun Jihye out, an awkward atmosphere lingered in Kim Kanghyun’s office.

Sumire and Mao had reddened eyes, and Azusa, who had been particularly close to her, had such swollen eyes that her old raccoon eyes had reappeared.

However, Hoshino’s reaction was unexpected.

She showed absolutely no expression, to a chilling degree.

Her blank face revealed no emotion, like an empty shell devoid of a soul.

Sensing something was off, I cautiously shook her shoulder.

“Hoshino, are you okay?”

She glanced at me once and answered briefly.

“……Yeah.”

Her response was, as usual, somewhat cold.

But it was also clearly different from usual.

“……”

I continued to look at her.

But Hoshino still showed no reaction.

She just sat there silently with a blank face.

She showed no emotion, as if this whole situation had nothing to do with her.

I sensed something was strange, but I couldn’t pinpoint the reason.

The only thing that came to mind right now was that she had mentioned being an idol trainee and having her debut fall through right before it happened.

I hadn’t heard the details back then.

But thinking about it now, the story of her past that I heard at the pajama party on the last day of the training camp and the current situation were quite similar.

‘Could there be a hidden story behind it?’

While I was quietly pondering, Kim Kanghyun, who had been observing our reactions for a while, clapped his hands to gather our attention.

Clap-

“Now! I know everyone’s mind is complicated due to this sudden situation, but the debut is really just around the corner.”

After confirming that the members were slowly emerging from the gloomy atmosphere, he spoke with a serious face.

“Other things aren’t a problem, but the original debut song is the biggest issue.”

“Ah…!”

“What do we do… We were just about to finish it.”

Sighs were heard from various places at his words.

It was just as he said.

The original debut lineup was six members, so the parts were naturally assigned accordingly.

Furthermore, they had already finished recording and mixing and were in the final stages of production.

If this happened, they would have to scrap Miyuki’s parts entirely and re-record.

“The PV will be uploaded on National Foundation Day, so we only have four days left. First, I think I need to talk to Producer Kim Hyunmin…”

Kim Kanghyun trailed off, stroking his chin.

Then, Sumire, who was the leader among us, spoke up first.

“Won’t we run out of time if we re-record?”

“I’ll have to ask him to know for sure… but yes, we probably will.”

“Ah…”

As he shook his head, Sumire let out a sigh.

The original song, being our debut song, was something we had poured everything into.

Not only was it meticulously divided from the intro to the high-note parts, but it was also a difficult song with few sections lacking harmonies.

In other words, it meant it was harder to find parts that didn’t include Miyuki’s voice.

‘…It’ll take more than four days to fix that.’

Moreover, I also have to revise all the illustrations.

Fortunately, revising digitally drawn illustrations is easy, so I could just remove Miyuki, but then there would definitely be awkward parts.

If things went wrong, an illustration where one of the members is ‘looking at a place where no one should be’ could be released as is.

If that happened, someone with a good eye would post something like ‘[Who is she looking at right now?.jpg]’, and we would hear things like ‘The 2nd gen actually had 6 members…’ right from our debut.

Just as my mind was about to get tangled up, Mao, the gyaru girl who had found a studio apartment in Korea, stepped forward.

“What about a cover song!”

“A cover song…?”

This time, I was the one who asked back.

If it was a cover song, the difficulty could actually skyrocket.

We had spent the past month focusing on the original song, distributing parts, and practicing.

So, if we switched to a cover song, it meant we would have to redistribute parts and practice the song all over again.

Unless we chose a song with a very low difficulty, a cover song couldn’t just be whipped up easily.

But even if we chose a low-difficulty song, problems still remained.

The Rainbows have very high standards because of Haruka.

To satisfy them, we’d either have to blow them away with vocal prowess or do a cutesy song where vocals don’t really matter, and finding such a group song isn’t easy.

Besides, even if it’s a cover song, we’d need to include a few illustrations to ensure the quality doesn’t suffer, and even if I worked on it for four days straight, it would be hard to produce several high-quality illustrations.

Well, unless we could find a cute song that is easy, showcases the members’ charms, and doesn’t require complex and pretty illustrations right now.

No matter how much I thought about it, nothing really came to mind……

“Huh?”

‘…There is one, isn’t there!’

‘With this, we can produce a high-quality song even in four days…!’

I clenched my cute little fist and let out a silent cheer.

“What’s wrong, Kotori?”

I looked at Sumire’s face, who asked with a puzzled expression upon hearing my gasp, and smiled brightly.

She then tilted her head.

Hehehe… Mamang, with her eyes reddened from tears, is quite alluring.

“Kotori?”

Ah. I almost got sidetracked again.

Well, anyway, I thought of a cute song that is easy, can showcase the members’ charms, and doesn’t require complex and pretty illustrations.

…That is.

“Ochame Kinou (Mischievous Function)!”

It’s a legendary (?) song that once dominated a significant portion of Mtube video BGM with its incredible addictiveness.




  Chapter 27: ‘It’s not up to you to decide what comes.’
Wuseo and the other trainees were frantically working on their cover songs, and before they knew it, time had flown by.

Now, there was only one day left until the debut broadcast of the second-generation trainees.

Today is October 3rd — National Foundation Day (Gaecheonjeol).

It’s a historically significant day that commemorates the founding of Gojoseon by Dangun, the legendary ancestor who began the history of the Korean people.

It also literally means “The Day the Sky Opened.”

But realistically, to most modern people, it’s more known as a lucky public holiday that you can extend with annual leave to enjoy a “Golden Week.”

Still, wasn’t there a saying, “A nation that forgets its history has no future”?

If Grandpa Dangun were watching his descendants from heaven, he’d probably scold them furiously.

However, even more outrageous than modern people overwhelmed by life, there lived the kind of degenerate scum that Grandpa Dangun would’ve been horrified to learn about.

(Concept image) [Hwanung <<< This bastard is a furry?.jpg]

(A moe-style illustration of the bear and tiger)

How is the main heroine from the Bear Tribe, and the sub-heroine from the Tiger Tribe?

Is this guy a genius or what? LOL

Honestly, the most impressive part about Hwanung being a furry: he fed her only mugwort and garlic for 100 days in a cave to forcibly bestow the gloomy, busty, beast-girl traits.

Our ancestors truly had foresight.

Upvotes: 57 | Downvotes: 27


	LMAO

	So the main route is Bear Park and the sub-route is Tiger Park? Based.

	Furry degenerate…

	A country of furries

	A nation fundamentally furry LOL

	Am I the only one actually turned on?



└ ?

└ Let’s head to the beast-girl board

The infamous degenerates, no different from wretched horose–kis, known as the Bertakus.

Well, of course not all Bertakus are just hormone-driven idiots like this.

And no, the Dangun furry theory didn’t even originate on the Bellus board.

But when similar types of people gather in dark corners of the internet, it’s not unusual for them to rub off on each other.

Anyway, during this glorious public holiday bestowed by our wise ancestors, the Bertakus were gathering on the board from early morning, churning out bait posts like crazy.

The reason?

The official Bellus account had finally announced the debut schedule for the second generation.

(Concept image) [Bellus official finally posted?.jpg]

Full content copy-pasted:

[Hello, Rainbow friends!

At last, the new gems of Bellus, the second-gen “timeless,” are just around the corner from their debut!

Don’t you want to meet the new members already?

20XX.10.03 at 19:00

The PV for timeless will be revealed on MeTube!

(link)


We’re excited to share the stories of our second-gen members!

We hope for lots of love from our Rainbow fans!]

Tonight at 7PM on MeTube, LET’S GOOOOOOOOOO

Upvotes: 111 | Downvotes: 1


	Finally LMAO

	Why am I so hyped for this

	Is something big coming?

	Much anticipation~

	This reminds me of when the 1st gen PV dropped lol

	Much anticipation~

	So hyped!

	Please don’t come out with some weird lore baggage again this time



└ Gasp

└ Are you talking about the 1st gen…?

The long-awaited news of the second generation’s debut.

All this time, theories and chatter based on 1st gen stories ran rampant.

From reincarnation rumors to red pill investigations, many board users wasted an absurd amount of passion.

Of course, nothing official had been revealed—not even the character plates—so all that effort ended up being in vain.

But that just proved how much anticipation there was for this 2nd gen debut.

And finally, after spending half the day glued to the board burning through speculation posts, the Bertakus got their reward.

At exactly 7PM, the PV video was uploaded on MeTube, right on schedule.



There’s a very famous saying in the VTuber community.

It goes like this:

“You don’t choose your oshi. Your oshi chooses you.”

Back when the VTuber scene in Korea was still growing, new fans constantly flooded in, posting clueless questions like “How do I choose an oshi?” and “Who should be my oshi?” all over the board.

Fed up, a certain well-known user posted a legendary info-slash-reality-check post, and it resonated so deeply that it became a motto for VTuber fans everywhere.

The content of the post was as follows:

[You don’t choose your oshi…]

Newbies keep asking how to pick an oshi, but the truth is — you don’t choose them.

One day, out of nowhere, one of them just slaps you in the face and says:

“I’m your oshi now. Got it?!”

And just like that, they become your oshi. Yep.

It was a simple post, but it contained a piercing insight.

The message was clear: sometimes a VTuber just hits you in the chest and settles in your heart before you even realize it.

In other words, your oshi isn’t something you decide ahead of time.

Anyway, while the post is often used as a meme thanks to the funny phrasing and image, the line “You don’t choose your oshi” is a gem of wisdom.

And now, a 25-year-old single virgin loser, addicted to a mobile gacha game, was experiencing that legendary quote in real time.

“Hm. Bellus, huh…”

As with any otaku, it’s only natural to share information about subcultures.

In fact, the inscrutable algorithm of MeTube makes you share things even when you don’t want to.

It’s been several years since the Vtubers took over the subculture scene.

And strangely, the algorithm for Vtuber videos is inexplicably powerful—watch even a little bit of otaku content and the recommendations become flooded with Vtuber clips.

The videos of Bellus, a virtual idol group, were no exception.

In fact, because they allowed clipping, an endless number of random clips were being created daily, binding the content even tighter into the algorithm, making it more malicious in a way.

That’s why it wasn’t all that strange, though a little random, that the PV of Bellus’ second generation appeared in the recommendations of someone who frequently watched videos of a certain mobile gacha game filled with busty characters.

At first, it was just curiosity.

Even to someone who wasn’t interested in Vtubers and was simply a fan of that busty gacha game, Bellus was a fairly well-known group.

Besides, even if he didn’t watch their streams, he occasionally listened to songs by Haruka, a member of the group—so it was definitely a famous Vtuber group.

The beginning of the PV he watched out of mild curiosity, however, was a bit of a disappointment by his standards.

“It’s ruined…”

The characters on screen—whatever they were, paddles or not—had breasts far too large for his eyes.

The average breast size of Korean women was something he knew all too well, being a relic of online forums.

Everyone knows those ridiculous proportions are hiding flat chests behind a motion capture board, so he couldn’t understand why they insisted on portraying them as busty.

The first character to appear was a motherly figure with a bard RP who heals the hearts of weary adventurers from another world—she had quite the chest.

Then came a canine character with even larger breasts.

Her background stated she was a dog deity who incarnated on Earth out of curiosity about canine traits and their closeness to humans.

Next was a succubus (virgin) character, exuding s*x appeal but with a slightly dark, mentally unstable aura.

And after that came an elegant character, a princess from a noble kingdom and a queen of high society.

“This one’s… relatively modest. About average, maybe.”

Even so, including the fourth Vtuber with a more acceptable bust size, their backstories didn’t really resonate with him as a guy.

They seemed overly familiar and cliché to someone used to playing pretty girl gacha games, and he knew that Korean Vtubers usually didn’t stick too closely to such character roles.

But when the fifth and final girl appeared—a 139cm-tall petite figure—he found himself completely absorbed, unknowingly leaning into the screen.

“Wh-Who… is this cute little girl?!”

She was tiny.

So tiny and precious.

Her pale skin looked fragile, almost lifeless, but the slight blush made her appear soft.

Her half-dead crimson eyes stirred a primal urge to protect.

Her golden hair, adorned with feathers, radiated light around her white lab coat—a signature of her scientist persona.

That stood in stark contrast to her skinny frame and flat chest, which stirred a different kind of urge in him.

He gulped in front of the monitor without realizing.

“A formal outfit… and stockings…? Tssssss… haaaa…”

It almost felt like he could smell the powdery scent coming from the screen.

Then her roleplay background appeared next to her image: a blonde, red-eyed busty character.

“What…? She’s legal…?”

That was even better for a man.

At least it greatly reduced his chances of getting arrested.

Then, reading her RP backstory, he found tears welling up in his eyes.

“An apocalypse… a genius girl exposed to chemical weapons, leading to partial animal transformation and arrested development… Nooooooooooooooo!!”

The man wept.

And at the same time, he cheered.

“At an age where she should’ve just been pampered… her body was changed by terrorism… she’s lived a broken life… and yet, she rides a time machine to heal the hearts of those hurt, for the sake of peace?! Damn it… she’s too noble…”

Overwhelmed by indescribable emotion, he immediately searched for the Bellus gallery to leave his mark.

Unaware of fan cafés or the basic Vtuber fan knowledge that you need a Twitter account to really dive into the fandom, he instinctively went to a familiar place.

However, the gallery was already overflowing with fellow otaku newcomers like him.

[Is this the fan gallery for that girl named Kotori?]

(Concept image) [Who the hell is this chick from MeTube?.jpg]

[Veterans… how do I become a proper Vtuber fan…?]

(Concept image) [Noooooooooooooooonnnnnnnnn LOL]

[WTF where did these people come from]

[Okay, so I just need to download Twitter, join the fan café, and subscribe to the clips, right?]

(Concept image) [What? Getting a badge doesn’t even cost 10,000 won? Vtubers are insanely generous LOL]

[Wow, a hobby that doesn’t even break the bank when you hit the ceiling? This is wholesome, actually]

(Concept image) [Get out, you beast freaks]

[Is Kotori not streaming today?]

[We still don’t know who Kotori even is; chill.]

(Concept image) [From now on, this is the Blue Library Gallery!.jpg]

[Ahh… From now on, Kotori and I are one.]

[Excuse me everyone, this is the Bellus fan gallery.]

(Concept image) [Kotori hasn’t even debuted yet, you inconsiderate bastards;;;;;;;;;]

That’s right.

Just as “man-out-of-comic” types are popular among young women, there were countless “game-out-of-busty-anime” maniacs lying in wait in the shadows.

So Useo, who was once worried whether her busty character would appeal to Korean audiences…

Whether it was misfortune or luck, she had gained fifty million “busty lovers” even before debuting.

Then, after staying up all night working on illustrations, reheating a missed Haruka stream, and intermittently managing the gallery, she passed out from exhaustion.

When she woke up, still groggy, she habitually checked the gallery—and was shocked.




  Chapter 28: Why she doesn’t sing
(Concept) [Is there really Okay okay in the Kotori Twitter mama tag?.jpg]

(Concept) [Kotori fanart.jpg]

(Concept) [She’s skilled enough to be a mama, but I feel shy about drawing fanart..]

(Concept) [Drew fanart for the first time.jpg]

(Concept) [My first Kotori fanart.jpg]

(Concept) [Just kidding LOL fanart.jpg]

(Concept) [Ughh.. Drew a plump Kotori.jpg]

(Concept) [Insanely cute Kotori.jpg]

(Concept) [Bring me something even younger!.jpg]

“These crazy bastards…”

The night right before debut.

I entered the Bellus gallery as usual to do some moderation and let out a sigh.

She hasn’t even debuted yet, so why the hell is there this much fanart already?

Let’s set aside the shocking revelation that there are this many secret “plump lovers” in Korea—but once word got out through the newly created Twitter account that I was the one who designed Kotori, the amount of attention was insane.

Nearly half of the first page of popular posts in the Bellus gallery was plastered with stuff about me.

“It’s getting kind of overwhelming.”

My fellow members are way more talented and passionate than I am—I’m just here trying to become friends with Haruka.

But now I’m soaking up all this attention before even debuting, and honestly, it’s starting to scare me a little.

…Honestly, the fact that I’m taking over all the talk in what’s supposed to be a gallery for the whole of Bellus—it kind of feels like I’m racking up some bad karma.

I even had to block a few people who were obviously being shady—hyping only me up excessively just to make me look bad and stack dislike points.

Anyway, just staring at the gallery was starting to make me feel sick, so I opened Twitter and clicked on my fanart tag—and it was absolutely flooded.

And every single one of them was good enough that I couldn’t just ignore it.

I tried to ignore my blushing cheeks as I went through, liking and retweeting everything, then started snooping on the other members’ accounts.

“Looks like everyone’s already having fun.”

Unlike me, who hadn’t posted anything and was just silently liking and retweeting, the other members were already actively engaging with the “Rainbows” (fans) on Twitter.

And since a new member was actively tweeting, the Rainbows were showering them with attention and excitement.

“Didn’t expect Hoshino to be trying this hard…”

And among them, the one who really stood out was Hoshino.



Hoshino @hoshino

Mama! Thank you!

I love you 🤍🤍

(Retweet of Hoshino mama’s celebratory fanart)

Hoshino @hoshino

Hoshino just woke up

What are the Rainbows doing?

(Hoshino fanart)

Hoshino @hoshino

There are so many beautiful fanarts!

I’m gonna save all of them 🤍

Hoshino @hoshino

Hoshino is going to wash up now… hehe

What’s everyone up to?



Unlike her nearly perfect conversational tone, her grammar was still awkward, leading to some weird word choices—like with Garunya Maona.

Then there was Sumire-mama, posting and recommending songs she liked like a true utaite.

And Hoshino, chatting away with fans way more than Azusa ever did—she had already posted nearly double what Azusa had.

But what really threw me off was that the tone in her posts was the complete opposite of how she normally talked around us.

Was she always this enthusiastic?

Well, actually… yeah, she kind of was.

Even back during training camp, no one could match her dedication to self-discipline, VTubing, and streaming.

Still, knowing her real personality, it felt like she was wearing a costume that didn’t fit—like how Azusa used to sound before she changed her singing style.

Being a VTuber means acting nonstop during streams, but still… was she really so desperate to VTube that she’d go as far as using such an out-of-character tone?

Either way, I decided not to bring it up in the group chat and instead quietly went back to the gallery to repost all her tweets.

“Hehe. I can’t resist a good goroshi (flood).”

…Wait, is Azusa’s speech pattern rubbing off on me? Must be my imagination.

Anyway, while reposting Hoshino’s cringy rampage tweets and the shy interactions of the other members with their new fans, I was getting tons of likes…

But honestly, it wasn’t as fun as it used to be.

“……”

It’s already been three months since I came into this body.

From interviews to preparing pre-debut cover songs, we’d had such a dense, packed schedule that now, just sitting in my room and gallery-hopping was starting to feel boring.

The finished cover song would be played during the debut stream.

Helpers for managing my MeTuber stuff had already been hired thanks to Kim Kanghyun and Ari-nim.

All other preparations for debut were complete, so now the only thing left was the first stream itself.

“Whew… I feel weird.”

Now that the debut is right in front of me, I feel strange.

I don’t know if it’s nerves, or excitement, or just a lack of a sense of reality.

Since I didn’t have any grand dreams about being a VTuber, I thought I’d be chill and indifferent—but here I am.

“No, wait… come to think of it, I actually have another reason to work hard as a VTuber.”

I quietly opened the new smartphone I had just bought.

And as I looked back at the first DMs I exchanged with my wife Haruka, I remembered the moment she told me why she no longer sings.



Haruka’s condition isn’t really a secret in the company.

It’s just that because of how serious it is, everyone pretends not to know—but there’s no staff member at HQ who’s truly unaware of it.

At the time, only we newly added 2nd-gen members didn’t know yet—but there was no way we’d stay in the dark forever.

We found out about Haruka’s condition on the evening of the day we all went to the amusement park—a memory now over a month old.

It started casually.

“So why doesn’t Seoyoon-senpai sing anymore?”

“I have vocal cord nodules.”

“????????????”

But the impact was anything but casual.

Azusa (Lee Hyemi), who never knows how to read the room, casually asked Haruka the question over dinner at the dorm.

And Haruka responded like it was no big deal.

It was the question I’d always wanted to ask Haruka myself, but I’d been holding back, trying to be sensitive.

For singers, vocal cord issues are a deeply sensitive topic.

I had been mulling over how to ask it gently—and she just… answered it so easily.

“I’ve had them a few times before, but this time it hit me really hard.”

“Huh?”

‘I thought I was born with strong vocal cords, so I assumed I’d recover quickly this time too, but it’s taking a while. I might not even get my old voice back…’

‘Gasp.’

Apparently, the severity of vocal cord nodules varies, and so does the degree of recovery.

She said that unless surgery is absolutely necessary, doctors usually avoid it to prevent side effects, instead only assisting with recovery.

But even for Haruka, who had overcome vocal issues three times before, this time was serious.

The doctor had even told her not to speak at all for several months.

Still, she was a VTuber and couldn’t stay inactive for that long, so she had to talk to stream.

As a result, her recovery kept getting delayed, and she ended up unable to sing for several months.

For someone praised as the best vocalist among VTubers, this situation must be incredibly hard.

Though she spoke calmly, her expression looked somewhat hollow, and as her fan, my heart grew heavy.

Maybe that’s why…

—I agreed with CEO Kim Kang-hyun’s plan.

“Kim Kang-hyun told me to get Haruka’s permission first…”

As I stared at the screen of my brand-new smartphone, bought with the signing bonus, my fingers trembled slightly.

Even if I agreed with Kim Kang-hyun’s plan, what I was about to say to Haruka could seriously hurt her pride.

As someone who used to be Kanari, I never wanted to hurt her.

But…

Me – [Haruka-senpai]

After much typing and deleting, I finally sent the first message.

Once sent, I got so nervous I could even hear my own breathing in my ears, so I took a deep breath.

– KakaoTalk ping –

MyWifeHehehe – [Yes?]

“……!”

Me – [This is sudden but…]

[Would it be okay if…]

I barely had time to react to how quickly she replied before my fingers froze mid-type.

The next part of my message… was going to be a bit sensitive.

But my clever wife seemed to have already guessed why I reached out.

MyWifeHehehe – [Yes?]

[Ahh]

[You contacted me because of the conversation with the CEO, right?]

[Did what I said before bother you that much? hehe]

As expected, my wife is sharp…

But wait, Kim Kang-hyun already talked to her?

That makes things easier.

Me – [Yes]

[I want to be someone Haruka-senpai can lean on..!!]

[(chick character doing a fighting pose sticker)]

After sending the emoticon—which I had never used before—I hesitated a bit.

I chose it because it looked like a canary, but maybe it felt a little out of place…

As I awkwardly tapped my old mattress with my feet, her reply came quickly.

MyWifeHehehe – [I already wrapped things up with the CEO]

[If it’s something Belus needs]

[Then it’s the right thing to do]

[But…]

Me – [Yes..?]

MyWifeHehehe – [I heard you’re doing “The Night Sky of Tomorrow’s Patrol Unit” as your debut cover]

[Can you really handle it?]

Her reply was pretty provocative.

But I wasn’t offended.

If anything, it was me who should be cautious around her.

Kim Kang-hyun’s plan ever since he saw my vocal test—

It was for me to temporarily take Haruka’s place while she recovered from her vocal issues.

After a month of lessons with trainer Lee Jia, my singing had improved significantly.

While I still couldn’t compare to Haruka’s level, it was true that Usou’s talent was real.

So Kim Kang-hyun saw potential in me, and came up with a strategy to shift the attention of worried fans—and disruptive trolls—toward me instead.

In truth, Belus was in a precarious state despite how fine it looked on the outside.

It was only natural, since Haruka—the symbol of Belus and its top vocalist—wasn’t singing.

As a group aiming to be virtual idols, a 3D concert was a must.

But with Haruka, who had even done solo concerts, unable to sing, fans were growing increasingly anxious.

There were other members in the first generation who could sing, but I shared an almost identical style, expression, and vocal tone with Haruka.

That’s why Kim Kang-hyun chose me.

And so, the first phase of the “Haruka Replacement Project” was covering “The Night Sky of Tomorrow’s Patrol Unit,” the song most associated with her.

There couldn’t be a more effective way to shift the attention of fans and trolls in one swoop.

“But still…”

Maybe, from her perspective, someone like me trying to lighten her burden was completely unnecessary.

No—definitely.

Still, I boldly decided to take her place temporarily, as her fan Kanari… and her future husband.

I was finally given Usou’s talent, and if I could sing in her place until she recovered that overwhelming aura she once had, maybe I could help her even just a little.

Plus, it would support the ultimate plan Kim Kang-hyun had shared with me—returning Haruka in perfect form for the year-end 3D group concert.

Me – [I’ll give it my best..!!]

[(chick character with clenched fists sticker)]

MyWifeHehehe – [LOL]

[Then]

[I’ll look forward to it]

“……!”

My wife gave me her blessing!

Silently cheering, I repeatedly slammed my phone onto my pillow.

And a moment later, when I saw the extra message she added, I couldn’t stop a smile from spreading across my face.

MyWifeHehehe – [Oh, by the way]

[That emoticon looks just like Kanari—so cute hehe]

[(chick character winking sticker)]

[I saved it]

“Heheheheheh.”

Flap flap—

Blushing, I covered my face with both hands and started shaking my legs excitedly.

And so, with my debut, I temporarily began singing in her place.

 




  Chapter 29: Haruka (edited)
26 years old.

The age when a woman’s beauty reaches its peak.

The vibrant liveliness of youth and the mature scent of adulthood naturally blend together, and that ripe charm alone is enough to capture anyone’s attention.

A few years ago, she would have been hounded by relatives during holidays to hurry up and get married before it was too late, but that didn’t apply to Han Seo-yoon.

Part of it was probably thanks to her relatively open-minded family.

However, even though she had never introduced a single man as a boyfriend to her family, no one had ever pressured her.

The reason was simple: she had always been a sharp, capable child who handled everything on her own, and more than that—she was the most successful person in the Han family, including extended relatives.

As always, in family gatherings, annual salary equals authority.

At first, her mother lamented how the world was going downhill because “some anime character chats away on a tiny screen and somehow earns tens of millions.”

But not long after, she began respecting her daughter—now the head of the household before even turning 25—and felt proud of her.

To her family, she was a source of pride.

To her relatives, her parents’ acquaintances, and the people from her hometown, she was the object of jealous admiration.

Her morning (well, late afternoon, actually) was quite busy.

Riiing—

“Mmm…”

As the alarm rang, she woke up, first checking that the humidifier was working properly, then making sure the air purifier was clean.

An unmaintained air purifier can be worse than not using one at all, so ensuring it’s clean was a crucial task.

Next, she checked the fine dust level in the air, removed the mask she wore all night, opened the window, and took in a breath of fresh air.

That’s when she noticed the sharp scent of the propolis extract she had dropped into her throat before bed (or rather, early that morning) had fully dissipated.

Propolis is a natural antibiotic that has been used as folk medicine since ancient times and is a byproduct of beekeeping.

Bees use it to seal small gaps in the hive, protecting themselves from harmful microorganisms.

Its primary benefits are antioxidant effects and oral antibacterial properties.

It’s also known for antibiotic, antiviral, and antifungal effects—basically, it’s considered very good for the throat, which is why someone like her, who sings for a living, uses it religiously.

Being a natural product, it’s quite rare and expensive, but for someone who earns money at levels ordinary people in their 20s can’t even imagine, it’s not really a burden.

After brushing her teeth, she mixed about ten drops of the extract into lukewarm water and drank it down.

After eating, she took the medication prescribed by her doctor that was safe to take with the propolis.

The reason she took such care of her throat was, of course, because singing was her life.

Her vocal technique was particularly taxing on her voice.

Without proper care, her already overused vocal cords might have permanently lost their function.

—Then why not just use a technique that’s easier on the voice? one might ask.

But she had her own standards.

Compared to her intelligent, decisive on-stream persona, her reasoning was surprisingly simple and childish.

“Coolness.”

That was the only thing she pursued in her singing.

If her vocal cords weren’t pushed to the brink, she couldn’t bring out that “flavor.”

That’s why she couldn’t give up her current destructive, romantic vocal style.

But even for someone who lived to sing, the dreaded “throat rest period” eventually came for her too—

—“Your vocal cords are strong, yes, but that doesn’t mean they’re made of steel. Even steel wears down over time. So how do you think human vocal cords would fare?”

—“…They’d wear out too?”

—“It’s more than that. Look at this photo. Your vocal cords have narrowed significantly. Even if they recover, I can’t guarantee your voice will ever be the same. Are you planning to stop singing entirely?”

Even Haruka had to tread carefully when it came to vocal cord nodules.

Like David from Cyberpunk, shouting “I’m special” while recklessly using Sandevistan, she once believed she had been blessed with special vocal cords and sang as hard as she wanted.

But after getting thoroughly scolded by her doctor, she couldn’t continue like that anymore.

She had no choice but to quietly wait until she healed.

Technically, the doctor told her not to speak at all.

But since she was a streamer, this was the best compromise she could make.

Swoooosh—

“Ahem— Ah~ Ah~”

Completely naked, Han Seo-yoon stepped into the bathroom, turned on the shower, and did some simple vocal warm-ups.

Still, she felt a tight, suffocating sensation in her throat.

She frowned slightly and turned her head.

“I could probably sing one or two songs.”

She murmured calmly and tied her hair up with practiced ease.

Water droplets from the shower hit her smooth, elastic skin and trickled gently down.

They splashed along her long neckline and delicate shoulders, slid across her slim waist and down her long legs.

Watching her reflection in the mirror in a daze, she suddenly thought of a certain girl.

The girl who looked at her with more concern than anyone else a month ago, when she first revealed her diagnosis.

And the plan that followed, cautiously proposed by her and CEO Kim Kang-hyun.

“…She wants to temporarily replace me.”

How bold.

But it didn’t come across as rude—especially from someone she had liked from the start.

Sure, it was a little embarrassing and hurt her pride…

But during their time at the amusement park, she’d seen how genuinely that girl admired her like a devoted fan.

Plus, the way she tried so hard to protect her when she was scared of ghosts—it was pretty endearing.

More than anything, she was her first fan encounter.

And given the nature of VTubing, possibly her last.

Sure, there might be future fan meetings, but those Kana-ris would be meeting Haruka—not Han Seo-yoon.

Anyway, it was heartwarming to be loved and worried over by such a sweet little canary.

So even if the declaration was a bit unexpected, she had already heard about Usou from the CEO.

She was actually looking forward to it quite a bit.

“She said… her singing resembles mine.”

She grew curious about how similar it really was—enough to make the CEO so excited.

So she planned to watch Kotori’s debut stream live.

Still, she couldn’t help thinking something else.

Even if Kotori’s singing was similar to hers—

Even if she had the talent to reach Haruka—

“…She can’t replace me.”

Han Seo-yoon—no, Haruka—was confident.

“The only person who can sing the best and be loved the most by fans is Haruka.”

Her obsession with singing bordered on madness, and even Woo Seo-woo, who was madly obsessed with her, couldn’t have predicted it.


	

	

	



Midnight had passed.

The long-awaited debut day had finally arrived.

Technically, Sumire, Mao, and Hoshino were debuting in one-hour relay streams today, and I would be doing a relay stream with Azusa tomorrow.

So strictly speaking, it wasn’t my debut day,

but since today marked the first debut of the second-generation members, it still counted.

However, the immense attention that had been directed toward the second-generation debuts had temporarily died down.

On fan sites like the Bellus gallery, MyTube, fan cafés, and even Twitter—

no one was talking about the second-generation debut at the moment.

This kind of situation was highly unusual.

Normally, when a new virtual group debuts, there’s always a degree of hype,

and this was Bellus’ second generation, no less.

But once people heard the reason,

everyone responded with a short “Ah.” and nodded in understanding—

because a massive piece of news had dropped.

So massive that it dominated Twitter’s real-time trending list.

The identity of this shocking event—

#Haruka_NewSong

(1 • Trending in South Korea)

AdultMija

(2 • Trending in South Korea)

#Bellus_Haruka_CoverSong

(3 • Music • Real-time Trend)

#Haruka_MusicReturn_Congrats

(4 • Music • Real-time Trend)

TemporaryHoliday

(5 • Trending in South Korea)

It was the announcement of Haruka’s return with a new song—

the return of the face of Bellus, and the best vocalist in the virtual YouTuber world.

“…Huh?”

Even though this was the news I had been desperately waiting for,

I couldn’t help but be confused as soon as I heard it.

Hadn’t this already been discussed with Kim Kang-hyun?

When we exchanged messages, Haruka herself had said everything was settled.

There were rumors in the company about a minor disagreement between the two,

but trust between Bellus members and the CEO was well-known,

so I hadn’t thought much of it.

But now I was certain—

even Kim Kang-hyun didn’t expect Haruka’s music return.

Because she wasn’t supposed to be singing in her condition.

So what on earth was happening?

Even though I was confused,

my hands were already heading to her MyTube channel on their own.

Sure enough, there it was—

a newly uploaded cover song on her channel,

posted less than thirty minutes ago.

With trembling fingers, I tapped the video.

“Wow… holy crap.”

The moment I heard the first line, I let out an involuntary exclamation.

It was a song made famous by a Japanese utaite singer,

used in a popular anime movie.

The first line, perfectly capturing the confident and destructive charm of the movie’s protagonist,

resounded in my ears through Haruka’s voice.

“…!!!”

Without any warning, a sudden burst of high notes sent shivers down my spine.

Her voice—clear and cathartic,

despite her supposed vocal cord nodules—

swept away all the doubts and worries I’d had up until that moment.

But as I kept listening,

my expression grew more serious.

The lyrics—

They felt like they were aimed at me and Kim Kang-hyun.

As if to ask,

Do you really think you can replace Haruka?

“…Ugh.”

Why did the word “rotting” in the lyrics sound so self-deprecating?

She had always been my proud, confident oshi.

As the lyrics continued, my chest began to ache.

I could feel her emotions through the song.

It felt like she was scolding us

—for trying to replace her just because she wavered for a moment.

Then came the line about needing to meet expectations—

and I realized something.

What she wanted to say through her singing.

Who she was shouting out to.

Haruka wasn’t just addressing Kim Kang-hyun and me.

She was crying out to everyone who doubted and worried about her.

She screamed through the lyrics—

That she would answer again and again and again.

And that—

Vocal cord nodules were nothing to her.

So—

Don’t even think about replacing her.




  Chapter 30: If you only hear hiccups, you’ll think you’re a virgin. LOL (edited)
Kim Kang-hyun and Woo Seo-woo accidentally pressing Haruka’s “runaway” button aside, Haruka’s return to music brought greater merit than expected.

It not only quieted the uneasy and skeptical gazes cast until now, but also revived the interest that had momentarily waned due to a legendary pro-gamer rewriting history in the AOL international tournament.

That revived attention naturally flowed back into the Bellus 2nd-gen debut broadcasts, thanks to a post from Haruka—the center of all the attention—encouraging people to watch her juniors’ streams.

As a result, it even had a marketing effect.

Everyone began to wonder, “What kind of people could possibly be the juniors of a VTuber who sings like this?” and became inclined to check the streams at least once.

That effect was immediately evident that same evening.

Sumire, who was the first to debut among the Bellus 2nd-gen unit “Timeless,” hit a grand slam right out of the park.

“What the heck…”

Lee Na-yeon’s eyes widened when she saw the viewer count in the corner of her personal stream studio screen.

To avoid getting nervous during her first debut stream, she had taken calming pills, done over 30 rehearsals, and double-checked the pre-recorded intro video and script with her team, then pressed the start button.

It had barely been three minutes.

There were still two minutes left until the official 6:00 PM debut time announced on the company’s account.

And it had only been about an hour since Korea’s most popular team finished their match.

Which meant people were still riding the dopamine high, chattering about the match.

She hadn’t even started speaking yet—only a waiting screen was up—but 10,000 people were already in the stream, waiting.

Lee Na-yeon couldn’t even begin to imagine how many would come in once the stream actually began.


	You here?

	Open the door

	Host!!!!!!

	Let’s go~ Let’s go~ Let’s go~ Let’s go~ Let’s go~

	Is Bellus… bringing in purity?

	Open the door!

[“Goddess of Purity Sumire” has subscribed for 1 month!]

	Why are there two minutes left?!

	Is she finally coming? Is she finally coming? Is she finally coming? Is she finally coming?

	Let’s gooo

	Kyaa~

	Let’s go!

[“MahojinStartTheStream” has subscribed for 1 month!]

	It’s chaos lolololololol

	Inject the purity~

	Chat’s on fire

	You here? You here? You here? You here?

	Kyaaaa

[“SumireFootTowel” has subscribed for 1 month!]

	lololol

[“CheeseEatingRainbow” has subscribed for 1 month!]

	Kya

	Noona…

	Let’s go!!!

	When are you starting s**t

	Open the damn door!!!

	Hngh noonaaaaa



It felt like 10,000 people were typing all at once—messages scrolled so fast that not a single one stayed long enough to read.

Lee Na-yeon’s vision started spinning.

She even hiccupped, seemingly forgetting how to breathe.

“Hic…!”

In her disoriented state, she instinctively reached for her water bottle but accidentally hit the keyboard.

Ding—

And just like that, the debut stream of the 2nd-gen had officially begun.

One minute earlier than the scheduled official time.



Group Chat – Before Debut:

Sumire Mama (Lee Na-yeon): [Everyone, let’s do our best today!!]

Menhera Les (Lee Hye-mi): [Oh no]

[My boobs are like, freaking out…]

Sumire Mama (Lee Na-yeon): [Hye-mi…]

Menhera Les (Lee Hye-mi): [Loooool]

[Just kidding hahaha]

[We can do it, right?]

Japanese Retriever (Rika): [Hai!]

[We can do it!]

[!!]

[(Dog emoji barking)]

Menhera Les (Lee Hye-mi): [You meant we can do it, right?]

Japanese Retriever (Rika): [Hai!]

[Wee caaan doo it!]

Menhera Les (Lee Hye-mi): [Will people watch a lot..?]

[I’m kinda nervous]

[ㅠㅠ]

Menhera Les (Lee Hye-mi): [Don’t worry!]

[Lots of people will watch for sure hahaha]

Me: [Where’s Hoshino?]

[Are you done prepping for your debut?]

Tibetan Fox (Yoo Se-ah): [Yep]

Sumire Mama (Lee Na-yeon): [Good]

[Even if we mess up a bit]

[The Rainbows will be kind]

[So let’s not lose confidence and give it our best]

[Let’s all do great!!!!]



“……”

I stared blankly at the group chat that had been silent since lunchtime.

They were probably all doing final checks before going live.

Me too—though I was emotionally shaken by Haruka’s song, my body moved on its own, frantically trying to wash my… soaked panties. Let’s skip that part.

Anyway, I had already finished setting up for my stream and was now watching my fellow debuts.

I had Sumire’s stream waiting screen on my main monitor, my exploding fan forum on the new sub-monitor I bought with my sign-on bonus, and my tablet doubling as a third monitor showing the fan café, Twitter, and other tabs.

I put on my sleek black headset.

And as soon as I did, I heard it.

Sumire’s voice, faintly leaking through.

「Hic! Ugh… I’m so nervous… Whew, calm down…! Hic! Didn’t I tell the others to do their best… ehic!」

“…?”

What was that strangely sensual hiccup?

Did Sumire not realize her mic was on?

No, more importantly—

This could blow up from the very start.

I quickly sent her a message on Discord.

[Smire]

[Your mic is on!!!]

[Check d*cord please]

[Pleaseeeee]

[!!!!!!!]

I was typing so frantically I made tons of typos, but there was no time to care.

If Sumire accidentally dropped her real name or something, she could be forced to graduate immediately under her contract.

We can’t afford to lose a fellow debut right out the gate…!

「Hic! Ugh, why won’t the hiccups stop… hic!」


	Dan dan dan-dara-dara dan-dan-dan~



「Ehik! Huh…? Why is the manager… gasp!」

Her phone rang faintly, and then the hiccup-like moaning stopped—likely because her mic had been turned off.

I brought my jittery legs (not touching the ground, shaking nervously) together and let out a sigh.

“Phew……”

Thankfully, Ari, who was monitoring, must’ve called her immediately.

It was a close call, but manageable.

Might’ve even made her seem more endearing to viewers.

I thought she was just some pure type, but Sumire Mama’s streaming skills are on another level…

And sure enough.

When I turned to the monitor, the chat and Bellus gallery were exploding with the highest message rate I’d ever seen.

Here’s the translation with every line starting a new paragraph, as you requested:



Sumire << Just hearing her hiccup makes her seem like a virgin, massive upvote lol.jpg

So freaking cute lololol

The pure goddess has finally come to Bellus!

Wow… the vibe is insane

lol confirmed virgin!

lolololol her purity is off the charts

Her voice is god-tier

Come here!!!.jpg

Cute cute cute cute cute cute cute cute cute cute cute cute cute…

Sumire’s hiccup broadcast fail.clip

An insane debut broadcast lololol

Big sis is adorable..

From today on, she’s my goddess.jpg

Why is her voice so good..

Excuse me, but I got an erection

Even her voice sounds innocent

Despite the stronger-than-usual wave of sexual comments, for what could’ve been a major incident, this was surprisingly tame. Viewer numbers shot past 20,000 the moment the official stream began.

Considering the declining viewership for streams overall and the audience drawn away by the AOL World Cup, this was an unbelievable turnout.

Sumire’s debut stream began naturally, as though nothing had happened.

The standby screen faded out. A charming illustrated video played, with what sounded like pre-recorded narration from Sumire.

Sumire, a bard who healed weary adventurers battered by daily battles between life and death with her warm songs.

Gun-tory on

Aaaaah

lol that acting tho

Hehehehehehe

Wow… that voice

Kyaaa big sis!

Sumire, with her gentle voice and kind nature, healed broken hearts in an adventurer’s village in another world.

A cheerful, big-breasted, brown-haired healing-type character filled the screen, singing happily.

The story was simple and traditional.

A world of endless conflict and battle.

Many adventurers fought to survive. Along the way, Sumire encountered countless wounded souls.

Rather than hurting others with weapons, she chose to comfort them with song and speech.

But as the war worsened, even her village was scarred.

Unable to bear the grief, she made a bold decision for the world she loved.

Sumire decided to leave her village. She would enter the heart of the war to save more people and heal more souls.

She set off to find her own way to end the conflict.

Her ship was caught in a sudden storm and capsized. Amid the chaos, she sang for the people until the very end.

At first, others found her strange. But they were soon moved by her song, and faced death with peaceful smiles instead of confusion or hatred.

A divine beast of the world, a massive whale, was touched by her selflessness. It approached her beneath the waves and spoke.

“I’ll give you one chance. Another world has advanced too fast and is on the brink of war. If you can move their hearts and stop it, you’ll get another shot at your dreams in this world.”

And so Sumire entered Bellus again, determined to uphold her beliefs.

She even dropped her voice to act out the whale’s lines, making the skit both awkward and charming.

That’s VTubing. Cheesy, a little embarrassing to outsiders, but meant to spark imagination in fans.

After several reincarnations, Sumire had learned how it worked. She appeared with an awkward smile.

Nice to meet you, Bard lol

Not easy

Cut the lore skit

Oh, she’s a bard?

lol the skit is hilarious

Cringe memory lol

Nice to meet you, Bard

Big sis appears lol

Nice to meet you, Bard!

Some viewers cringed after the five-minute lore dump, but as soon as Sumire appeared, they welcomed her warmly.

Sumire watched the chat fondly, then took a deep breath.

With her brown hair braided and modestly resting on her chest, the beautiful, well-mannered woman opened her lips slightly.

The viewers paused their chat, curious to hear her first words.

A quiet tension filled the screen.

Then, instead of a greeting, a full band sound suddenly blasted through the headset.

Oh what the

She’s starting with a song?

Intro is insane

What’s this song?

This session is nuts

Soft guitar and keys began the piece.

Each strum was delicate and clear, like ripples in the ocean. The blend created a subtle but thrilling atmosphere.

Drums entered to fill the background, slowly raising the tension with each beat.

Kurai umi wo tsukisusumu shiro (White wave cutting through the dark sea)

Shiokaze to tomo ni naru koe (A voice ringing with the sea breeze)

Mure wo nashite susumu kage (Shadows marching together)

Sono ato ni oto ga hibiku (Sound echoes behind them)

The guitar faded, leaving gentle keys and steady drums. A graceful voice joined the music.

The chat exploded, stunned by her vocals.

Oh

Is this live?

That voice tone is insane

This song’s good?

Wow

Holy—

Holy sht holy sht holy sh*t

Seriously, I’m hard (comment flagged for inappropriate language)

Please, what’s the song title

Sh*t I think I came already heung… (comment flagged for inappropriate language)

Sumire kept singing amid cheers.

Her earlier nervousness vanished—she was fully immersed.

Kaze ni nosete utau (I sing with the wind)

Tada kaze ni nosete utau (Just singing with the wind)

Wow… wow… that voice…

Even knowing what to expect, her clear, refreshing tone was still breathtaking.

Even top singers slip during live performances, but tonight she was flawless.

Better than her pre-recorded cover. The mix in the cover actually dulled her voice.

If this is the power of a singer’s pouch, the shoulder pain must be worth it.

She really seemed determined to shatter everyone’s mind with her talent.

Even those who’d just been blown away by Haruka’s comeback cover earlier that day were now totally overwhelmed.

Fu-uu! subete wo nage (Throw it all)

Fu-uu! moshi tadoritsuketara (If I can reach it)

Clear falsettos built a layered, beautiful harmony.

As the song reached its climax, the chat slowed. Viewers simply waved glowsticks, swept up in the emotion she guided.

The highlight hit.

Between the instrumental breaks, brilliant musical sessions flared.

The delicate bard’s voice stirred the vast ocean.

Yume hitotsu nami ni tokete (One dream melts into the waves)

Fukai umi wo mitsumeru no (Gazing at the deep sea)

As the song ended, viewer count surpassed 30,000.

All 30,000.

Not one viewer trolling or spamming.

Just quiet glowsticks waving.

Beautiful. Sumire…

It was truly a spectacle.

While there’s an unusually strong wave of sexual harassment, considering the situation, this is still relatively mild for something that could have turned into a much worse situation.

In fact, it seems like the trolling worked perfectly because, just as the broadcast was about to officially start, the number of viewers surpassed 20,000.

Given that the number of viewers on the internet is shrinking, and considering that a lot of attention is being pulled by the AOL World Cup, it’s hard to believe the level of attention her debut is getting.

Then, as if nothing had happened, the debut broadcast of Mama began.

The waiting screen transitioned, and an adorable illustration video appeared, along with a pre-recorded narration by Sumire Mama, which seemed to be perfectly timed.

“Day by day, the adventurer, worn out in mind and body, was healed by the warm song of the bard ‘Sumire’.”


	Kintori on

	Kyaaaah

	ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ look at how awkward the acting is

	Hehehehehe

	Wow.. what’s with the voice

	Kyaaah, she’s so cuteㅏㅏㅏㅏㅏㅏ



“Sumire, with her gentle voice and calm demeanor, was healing the wounded hearts of people in an adventurer’s village somewhere in another world.”

An illustration of a bright brown-haired, big-chested healing character singing with a happy expression filled the screen, while Sumire Mama’s slightly nervous voice played in the background.

The story that followed was simple yet conventional.

In a world of endless battles and conflicts…

Countless adventurers fought fiercely to survive in this world.

And in the process, Sumire met countless wounded souls.

Rather than using weapons to harm others, she wanted to comfort them with her songs and words.

But despite her efforts, the war intensified, and the wounds of war spread to the adventurer’s village as well.

In the ruined village, unable to bear the sorrow, she made a life-changing decision for the world she loved.

“After much thought, Sumire decided to leave the village. She entered the heart of the war to save more people and heal the wounded souls. Now, she embarks on a journey to find a way to end the war in her own way.”

However, the ship she boarded was struck by a sudden storm and was shipwrecked.

As the ship sank into the sea, chaos spread on the deck, but she continued to sing for the people until the end.

At first, people looked at her strangely as she sang unexpectedly, but soon they were captivated by her song, and instead of chaos and hatred, they calmly accepted their fates with happy smiles.

Then, a great whale, a divine beast of the other world, was moved by her devotion and came to her as she sank into the sea, speaking to her.

“I’ll give you one chance. There’s another world where humanity is about to be destroyed by a war, caused by rapid technological development. If you can stop the war by touching the hearts of its people, I will give you another chance to fulfill your dream in this world.”

Thus, Sumire, in order to preserve her beliefs, entered Velus again.

As she was narrating, the atmosphere shifted, and Kintori even managed to perform the whale’s voice with quite a lot of flair, making it feel somewhat cringe-worthy.

That’s the nature of being a VTuber. It’s awkward, it might seem a bit embarrassing to others, but it’s a job that implants fantasies into otaku.

And after experiencing several reincarnations, Sumire, understanding this somewhat, appeared with an awkward smile.


	Welcome Bard ㅋㅋㅋㅋ

	Not easy, huh

	Get rid of the Kintori

	Ah, Bard, huh??

	ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ Kintori is so funny

	Cringe history ㅅ1ㅂㅋㅋㅋ

	Welcome Bard

	The girl has appeared ㅋㅋㅋ

	Welcome Bard!



After five minutes of forced Kintori viewing, the viewers, who were starting to feel embarrassed, were now happily welcoming Sumire as she filled the screen.

Sumire watched the chat for a while with a satisfied expression before taking a small deep breath. Then, the beautiful woman with braided brown hair, which she lowered gently to her chest, slightly parted her lips.

The viewers, curious about what kind of greeting she would say, stopped chatting for a moment, and a quiet tension filled the screen.

Then, to everyone’s surprise, she suddenly played a full band sound through the headset, immediately filling everyone’s ears.


	Oh, what’s this?

	Is she singing right away?

	The instrumental is crazy ㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷ

	What song is this?

	The session is insane



It started very gently with guitar and keyboard.

Each strum of the guitar was clear and delicate, like a small ripple on the great ocean.

The harmony of guitar and keyboard was subtle yet emotionally engaging.

Then, soon after, the drum beat began to fill the background, bringing an unexpected rhythm.

The quiet sounds that had started gradually burst out, and with each burst, a heartbeat could be felt inside the chest, and the regular rhythm slowly heightened the tension, making it easy to get immersed in the music.

“(Heeding the dark sea, advancing like a white wave) (Voices that echo with the sea breeze),(Shadows moving forward as a group)(The sound echoes in their wake)”

With the guitar fading away, the soft keyboard and the steady drum beats continued, and her delicate voice joined in.

It seemed like the viewers were stunned, and the chat exploded with reactions.


	Oh

	Live?

	Wow, what’s with the voice?

	This song is great

	Wow

	Crazy

	Wow, crazy crazy crazy crazy

	Seriously, I’m feeling something (Inappropriate language detected)

	Please, what’s the song title?

	 I think I’m getting turned on already (Inappropriate language detected)



Amidst the cheers of the viewers, Sumire continued to sing.

Gone was the nervousness from earlier, and now she was fully immersed in the performance.

“(Singing carried on the wind) (Just singing, carried on the wind)”

“Wow… wow… what an insane voice…”

Even though I had heard it before, I could only admire her. It’s such a refreshing voice…

Usually, even great singers sometimes have shaky notes during live performances, but Sumire’s condition was perfect today, and there wasn’t a single note out of place.

In fact, the live version was even better than the cover song I had heard earlier.

The cover’s mixing didn’t do justice to her voice, and now, the live performance was so much more impressive.

“Guess it’s the power of the singing pocket, huh.”

If she had the skills to do this, a little shoulder pain wouldn’t be an issue.

In any case, it seemed like Sumire was planning to break the minds of all the viewers.

After hearing Haruka’s cover this morning and feeling an orgasmic rush, now, with Sumire’s voice, it felt like my head was splitting in two, with the juices of my thoughts leaking out.

“ (Throwing everything) (If I can reach it)”

Her clean falsetto built up with each note, creating beautiful harmonies.

As the song neared its climax, the chat slowed down, even though there were still tons of comments in awe.

The viewers, merely swaying their light sticks, were surrendering themselves to the emotional journey that Sumire was leading.

The highlight was approaching.

During the instrumental breaks, a dazzling display of sessions followed, and soon, the voice of the poor bard, who just wanted peace, stirred the vast ocean.

“(One dream, dissolving in the waves) (Staring at the deep sea)”

By the time the song ended, the viewership had surpassed 30,000.

Of those 30,000 viewers,

Not a single one was causing trouble, just calmly swaying their light sticks in quiet support. The sight was—

“Awesome. Mama…”

It truly was a magnificent scene.




  Chapter 31: Real Menhera
The debut broadcast of the second generation, which started with Sumire hitting an out-of-the-park home run, was truly back-to-back-to-back.

It was a feast of three consecutive home runs.

After Sumire Mama’s shocking broadcast ended and Mao’s broadcast began, the viewer count, which had briefly dropped while switching streams, returned thanks to her unique way of speaking (which clearly showed she was Japanese), and by the time it was Hoshino’s turn, the viewership actually increased even more.

“Hoshino… what a scary kid.”

She was on a completely different level when it came to performance.

She showed acting skills so perfect that it made us doubt why she didn’t show that kind of cuteness in front of us.

And while it wasn’t a cover song, she perfectly performed three famous girl group songs during the broadcast, showcasing her solid vocal abilities.

Also, the cover songs, which were released one by one after the three broadcasts, were also doing well.

Today, about a day after their release, the views were at 150,000, 60,000, and 90,000, respectively. Even though she had the massive Velus fandom behind her, for a non-mainland broadcast in Korea, these numbers were quite an encouraging result.

[Concept] [Listened to Sumire’s cover song all day.jpg]

[Concept] [No joke, my head split open the moment I heard the first note]

[Concept] [The most refreshing tone I’ve ever heard]

[Concept] [Did Sumire’s cover song get stuck at a rock lock??.jpg]

[Concept] [Tone GOAT.jpg]

[Concept] [Sumire’s cover song hits 100,000 views.jpg]

Among them, Sumire’s cover song had particularly high views, and honestly, if you didn’t lose your mind after hearing that voice, you probably weren’t human, as she really hit it out of the park.

In fact, the cover song with more than 150,000 views in one day was already creating a buzz in the gallery, as not many VTubers in Velus, including domestic ones, had managed to hit that number except for Haruka.

Well, Haruka is a whole different league, so she’s not really a fair comparison…

Still, it was an impressive achievement, and the members in the Deco voice chat all took turns praising her non-stop.

Contrary to her usual dignified appearance, seeing her react shyly and act like she was about to die from embarrassment was honestly quite entertaining.

Anyway, it was the second day of her debut.

Azusa and I now had the responsibility of ensuring that we didn’t leave any blemish on this unbelievably successful debut.

However, I couldn’t sleep until dawn.

The reason was simple: Haruka was more important to me than the successful debut in Velus.

“Why…”

Why did Haruka, with her already strained vocal cords, release another cover song?

Was she, by any chance, planning to release new songs at the same insane speed as before, even though she hadn’t fully recovered her vocal cords?

I didn’t know what exactly triggered her, but the thought that something was going wrong began to dominate my mind, and I became scared.

To be honest, I was really puzzled. The Haruka I knew wasn’t foolish enough to harm herself like this.

I’d jokingly called her a Übermensch, but that was because she really did perform flawlessly on broadcast.

But now, she seemed different from the Haruka I knew.

So I wanted to personally contact her and ask her why she was doing this, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. Instead, I just wanted to beg her with a voice full of tears.

Please, take care of your vocal cords.

If Haruka can’t sing, she might just kill herself.

However, Kim Kanghyun, who had urgently contacted me yesterday, told me to focus on the debut broadcast and let him handle it, so I found myself stuck in a difficult situation.

“Sigh…”

I exhaled another sigh, not even sure how many times it had been, and grabbed my mouse.

Then, I looked at the two files on my desktop.

One was the ‘Tomorrow’s Night Sky Squadron’ song, which was set to be released after the debut.

And the other was a cover song that Kim Kanghyun had me work on just in case Haruka refused to accept the plan to replace her.

“What should I choose…”

Choosing a cover song for Velus is mostly done freely, though Kim Kanghyun gives advice.

That’s because unlike original songs, cover songs are entirely funded by the VTuber themselves.

The contract clause isn’t like how Velus forces its VTubers to release cover songs, but instead, there’s a vague statement requiring a certain amount of work to be released each quarter, meaning it’s up to the VTuber when and what kind of cover song they want to release.

Furthermore, the producer who works on the cover songs, Kim Hyunmin, isn’t officially part of the company but rather a partner, so all I have to do is hand over the work to him and pay him.

If someone like Azusa or Sumire, who has mixing skills, wanted to, they could just finish the work themselves and submit it with an illustration.

Of course, if it’s something dangerous like Haruka’s situation, Kim Kanghyun would step in, as he did yesterday to communicate.

However, Haruka hadn’t done anything that violated company policies.

That meant, even in my current confused state, I could choose one of these two cover songs to release.

“The Night Squadron… yeah, it’s probably too late to release this one.”

Releasing the first song now would be foolish. It would be like throwing gasoline on a fire.

The reaction from the fans of the rainbow would be strange, especially if Haruka didn’t sing it.

If I released it as my first cover song, it would make everything look odd.

But I couldn’t just use the second song either.

It was another song sung in Haruka’s style.

In fact, I had left it as a rough draft because the song and singing style didn’t match well.

There wasn’t even an illustration to go with the music video.

“…It’s already 3 a.m.”

Would I have enough time to re-record the second song and make the new illustrations for the cover before noon?

No, I had to do it.

The Haruka I knew wasn’t the one she was now.

And even though I had blindly trusted Kim Kanghyun, I realized that the idea of replacing Haruka was ridiculous.

Even if Haruka had swallowed her pride and accepted a replacement, it would still be disrespectful to the original Canary and the fans who loved Haruka.

Kim Kanghyun’s panic over the situation at Velus, and my fear about Haruka’s condition, had led us both to make a wrong decision.

“I get it now.”

Ironically, seeing Haruka like this made me realize how foolish I had been in my thoughts.

So instead of singing her songs, I would tell her directly from the opposite standpoint.

“You’re wrong now.”

Just rest until your voice heals, and then come back showing the same side of you as before.

Yeah.

I planned to counter Haruka’s cover song.

Currently, the Velus gallery was, of course, in a festive mood.

Not only did Haruka, who had been quiet on the music front for a while, make a flashy comeback, but the debut relay broadcast of the second generation was also unbelievably successful.

As a result, the gallery was flooded with endless traffic, and while people had complicated feelings, with Wuseo’s presence, who managed the gallery like a machine, it remained relatively clean, so there was nothing disturbing the VTubers.

And once again, it was time for the relay debut broadcast.

They were so full they looked like they were about to burst, but with happy smiles, they joined Azusa’s broadcast, the fourth batter of the second generation.

“Hehe… Everyone’s here, huh?”

And then we saw it.

“Heuuu… Everyone’s coming to see me, so I’m so happyyyyy~”

Really, a full-on menhera.


	?

	Is that… me?

	??????????

	What the hell

	I think I’m gonna die

	Teacher..?

	What the f***

	It’s so scary..

	Heehee, this is a disaster (Inappropriate language detected)



The brave souls in the Velus gallery ran off to the main thread, terrified by Azusa’s overwhelming menhera vibes.

“That… we can’t handle that.”

To them, it would’ve been better to deal with Kohaku ranting on broadcast. At least they didn’t suddenly hear something that sounded like a groan.

Feeling the seriousness of the situation, the coaches (Gonik) immediately entered a defensive shift meeting.

[Concept] [Azusa << If she was a properly crazy girl, I’d upvote it lol.jpg]

[Staring into the abyss…]

[Defense difficulty is too high…]

[So scared so scared so scared so scared so scared so scared so scared so scared so scared…]

[Menhera Menhera, I really found a crazy girl haha]

[Velus got another crazy girl!.jpg]

[If I don’t follow, I feel like I’ll get stabbed with a knife…]

[Did anyone else feel cold just now? That’s not RP.]

[Only those who can handle it should enter.]

[She’s sooo damn sexy… Heeuuu…]

(Concept) [I’m raising a child with a bit of a headache.jpg]

(Concept) [I’m raising a child with a bit of a headache.jpg]

(Kim Kanghyun’s profile picture)

I picked up a somewhat lacking child who randomly throws knives on the street and am currently rehabilitating them.

Please, Velus members, lend a bit of help too.

Recommended: 201 Not recommended: 0


	Ah, f***, hahaha, what is Kim Kanghyun doing?!

	Heeuuu… Am I the only one turned on..?

└ Yeah, you check it out.

└ This guy’s a real talent.

└ Warrior! Please!

	But seriously, her voice trembling like a deflated balloon is honestly kind of hot.

└ ?

└ Ah, f***, this card is crazy.

	What should we do? We’ve already come this far.

└ I guess… we should watch?

└ I’m in, I can do it.

└ Me too.

└ I’m starting to get some reactions, haha.

└ Yeah. You guys go ahead.



The meeting content was a little strange, but the hidden real meaning was simple.

‘Do you feel turned on?’


	Turned on.



‘Do you think you can handle getting stabbed with a knife?’


	Turned on.



‘Is she really a virgin? But since Kim Kanghyun picked her…’


	I don’t know, but still turned on.



That’s right.

Azusa was chosen by the warriors with a “triple-turn-on” choice…!

After such a deep shift meeting, the result came out that there were quite a few candidates for shortstops with very broad defensive ranges, and the Velus gallery quickly rotated them in.

“Ah, right. I didn’t change the story, huh… Oops… sorry?”


	Yes!

	Yes!

	It’s okay!

	Do as you please!

	^^7



The shortstops who were rotated in soon found themselves in the midst of a collective frenzy.

In less than five minutes, Azusa had perfectly tamed 30,000 viewers.

But these shortstops were all prospects who would have won Gold Gloves if they had debuted in the major leagues.

They quickly adapted and began to immerse themselves in the broadcast Azusa had turned on late.

“Azusa, the daughter of the Succubus Queen, who is one of the high-ranking demons in hell, inherited the darkest bloodline of the Succubus. From a young age, she was forced to develop her ‘seductive instincts’… Her talent was in instinctively absorbing the energy of men… Heehee~ This is getting so dirty…”

The atmosphere was completely different from the cute illustrations of the members who debuted the previous day.

With the sticky and messy illustration, the viewers were wiping the cold sweat off their faces while swallowing their saliva.

“However, she rejected the essence of a succubus, which is to seduce others and gain energy… Despite her natural charm and abilities as a succubus, she fell into a kind of perfectionism, trying to maintain her ‘purity’… Rather than seducing, she had an ideal of filling her energy through love and emotional connection…!”

The viewers, who had been suppressing their anxious thoughts, stood up and gave Azusa a standing ovation at her outburst.

What was actually more important to them than the fear of getting stabbed was something else… It was the ‘virginity status.’

They thought that Kim Kanghyun wouldn’t let such RP pass, but they still hated the idea of Azusa possibly having the “non-virgin” trait because of her succubus nature.

However, the previous narration put their concerns to rest, and both Azusa and the viewers, who were now half-dazed, were fine with it.

Even the ones who had awkwardly reacted the day before, failing to adjust to the broadcast, were now fully immersed without realizing it. In fact, Azusa’s debut broadcast as a VTuber was already a success.

“But Azusa is a troubled person… No matter how much she tries to be pure, there are times when she can’t control her natural charm, and sometimes she ends up hating herself for unintentionally trying to seduce others… Woo.”

‘What? Can’t control it? That’s not good…!’

Again, I say, for them, virginity status is a crucial issue.

“Still, she feels anxious and has intense mood swings, so internally, she carries guilt and self-loathing for being born a succubus… Oh? If you guys don’t show her love, she might fall into corruption? Hehehe.”

With her playful, balloon-like deflating voice, the viewers felt themselves getting energized once again. And they admitted it. They couldn’t resist Azusa’s overwhelming presence.

They quickly accepted it and found themselves destined to become her loyal “human chairs,” supporting her every need.

They found themselves reacting to her every word, discovering that they had become her “meat shields.”

And now, she had gained devoted slaves who would be there for her throughout her VTuber career.

“Today was fun! You’ll all watch the next broadcast, right? Everyone, to Kotori’s broadcast!”

Thus, Azusa’s debut as the fourth batter ended successfully.

And now, the last batter remained:

The one who had a mysterious aura, who intentionally kept their mentions minimal in broadcasts to cover up their past of crying at the amusement park.

Despite their lack of communication while others were busy tweeting, they had already gathered a whopping 50 million followers even before debuting—Kotori.

 




  Chapter 32: Debut and the End of Summer (Revised)
Finally, the time for my debut has come.

As for my current physical condition… I stayed up all night, but I don’t really feel tired, if that makes sense.

From early morning to noon, I worked like crazy on cover songs with Smire Maman, and after that, I also drew illustrations to be inserted into the cover songs with the Dongbu, so I’m not in a normal state.

But since dopamine is rushing through me, I don’t feel particularly bad.

By the way, I feel sorry for Maman… despite calling her out of nowhere in the middle of the night, she helped without a single complaint, working for free.

I’ve been indebted to her since our first meeting, so my conscience is really pricking me.

Should I give her a gift later?

Anyway, I turned on the broadcast, receiving the support of my Dongbu members and classmates who worked hard since the morning.

Then, the lights in the Toichi broadcasting studio came on.

The broadcast screen hasn’t been sent out yet, but the chat window was already active.


	Open the doorooohhh

	Lolicon’s here lololol (inappropriate language detected)

	Let’s gooo~ Let’s goooo~ Let’s goooo~ Let’s gooo~

	Open the door!

	Kyaaa

[Malangchapsaltteokbolttago KOTORI is subscribed for 1 month!]

	Nooooonngg!!

	Lolicon KOTORI! Lolicon KOTORI! Lolicon KOTORI! Lolicon KOTORI! Lolicon KOTORI! Lolicon KOTORI! Lolicon KOTORI! Lolicon KOTORI! Lolicon KOTORI! Lolicon KOTORI! (inappropriate language detected)

	Let’s go

	Kya

	OKG

[MahoJinBroadcast KERA is subscribed for 1 month!]

	Chat is crazy lolololololol

	Huff, huff, noooong…

	Han-nam, disgusting (inappropriate language detected)

	If you became a fan after reading this chat, I acknowledge it…

	Kyaaa

[KOTORIbalbadakssip is subscribed for 1 month!]

	Ahh lolololololololol

[NadenadeReceiving KOTORI is subscribed for 1 month!]



After Azusa’s broadcast ended, I moved over, and the waiting number was already 30,000.

Am I burdened by them?

“No.”

If it were yesterday, I would have been quite nervous. I would probably have been trembling, saying something like, “Am I really replacing Haruka?” and whining.

But today, it wasn’t like that.

Then, am I scared?

“……”

Honestly, I was scared in other ways, but what truly scared me was Haruka not being able to sing.

I can’t understand why she sang again in such a condition. However, since a large part of her outburst was due to my involvement, it’s something I must stop.

“Hoo.”

I took a deep breath.

It was exactly the time.

I started the broadcast without hesitation.

Ding-

With the sound effect, a cute illustration-decorated background appeared, and blonde KOTORI showed up.

She looked at the camera with dead eyes, staring straight ahead.


	??

	What are you looking at?

	Hi, lolicon (inappropriate language detected)

	Hi, lolicon (inappropriate language detected)

	No KOTORI?

	Hi, lolicon (inappropriate language detected)

	Kya

	Lolicon appears! (inappropriate language detected)

	Oh… the dead eyes are nice…

	Is the broadcast starting?



The viewers seemed to be a bit flustered as they were used to the other 2nd-gen openings and didn’t expect me to suddenly appear.

…I’ll ignore the idiots in the chat who openly call me a lolicon. Now is not the time for that.

I steeled myself once again.

Today, I’m going to respond to Haruka’s provocative cover song.

To stop her outburst.

And without saying anything, I started the song. The rhythmic sound of piano keys filled the air.


	?

	Kyaaaaa

	?????????

	No KOTORI and just a song?

	What the heck?

	Wow, what is this

	Wow, sh*t

	Are you really singing this?



It’s a Vocaloid song uploaded by a Japanese music producer who returned after two years.

The song is a neat, rhythmic piano rock genre that immediately brings to mind the cool sea and the high, clear sky of summer.

It’s a bit of a contrast to Haruka’s signature song, “Tomorrow’s Night Sky Squadron,” and completely different from her cover of “I Am the Strongest” from yesterday.

Her rough and sometimes harsh vocal style is the opposite of the clean style in this song.

At first, I recorded this song with all kinds of techniques, trying to match Haruka’s style. But after thinking it over at dawn, I changed my mind.

I sing.

I imagine walking down a street as the sun sets. The warm moments of the past no longer remain.

The Haruka I know isn’t here.

If it were the Haruka I know, she wouldn’t have made such a foolish choice.

So, I temporarily erased the Haruka I love from my heart.

Once the song ends, I’ll return to being the devoted fan I always was.

But not right now.

“-!”

The protagonist of the song declares that they can face the summer without her once again.


	I’m a little different.



I can’t live without her…

But now, summer is over.

Before I knew it, the lonely autumn wind blows, and leaves start to fall.

The fan who was always blindly supportive of her, the basement-dwelling otaku Canary, has momentarily closed for business.

But from now on (Henceforth).

I can rebuild my relationship with her.

Summer will come again.

“Haa-!”

The pure high note pierces the air.

There are no other tricks.

No building emotion through various vocal techniques, no vibrato quirks, and no cozy screeching shouts.

But the honest high note rises purely and clearly, resonating in the air.

I hope Haruka realizes this when she hears this song.

In Belus, she now has companions who can share her heavy burdens.



Whether I’ve shed my basement-dwelling otaku persona or started a challenge to counter Haruka’s song.

Anyway, my debut broadcast is going smoothly.

No, since I suddenly sang so confidently, maybe this is the real start of my debut broadcast?

“Haa… Haa…”

I regulated my heavy breathing and checked the time.

It felt like at least 10 minutes had passed while I was singing. But the time on the monitor showed that it was only 8:05 PM.

What? Only 5 minutes have passed?

…I had no plans left for the broadcast after singing that.

I realized that I had been so caught up in the impulse to sing that I didn’t think about what would happen next.

But the viewers who came to my debut broadcast didn’t care about my frustration, and the chat window was going crazy with messages.


	What the hell is this cuteness

	What the hell, what the hell, what the hell, what the hell, what the hell

	??????????????????????

	Wowwww

	What’s going on?

	Seriously, you sing so well lolololol

	Oh sh*t

	Wow, sh*t

	Ha.. did s*x through the cochlea (inappropriate language detected)

	Newbies are insane with their singing skills, wowwwwwwwwwww

	What the hell

	Heeung..

	LOLWTFLOL



“……”

Before I knew it, the viewers had crossed 30,000 and were heading toward 40,000.

What do I do with all these viewers now?

While my lost gaze wandered, I noticed a notification from Discord.

2nd-gen manager Ari! – [KOTORI]

[Calm down]

[Say hi first]

[Then go with what the Dongbu prepared]

[Should I play that background music I sent earlier?]

“Ah…”

I didn’t even say hi?

I quickly opened my mouth in panic.

“Ah, hello! I’m KOTORI, a 2nd-gen member of Velus, and the… the… genius scientist of Timeless!”


	Nooooooong!!!!!

	Cut it out lol

	What was that lag just now lololol

	Genius lololololololololololol

	Genius lololololololololololol

	Hahahahaha

	Are you a kid?

	Your voice is completely different from when you were singing hahaha



“Don’t tease me!”

When I was an otaku, if a VTuber made a mistake, they would tease them to the point of no return, and now I’m the one being teased, which is dizzying. Plus, since my facial expression must have recognized my blushing cheeks, KOTORI’s face started to turn red.

This is like getting caught while pooping in school and being teased by the bullies…!

“Anyway, I’m a genius! Now let’s move on to the next content!”


	Hahahahaha

	Yes, yes, go ahead hahahahahaha

	This is hilarious hahaha



I ignored the fast-moving chat window and quickly reduced my avatar’s size.

My already tiny avatar shrank further, and I was naturally placed in the corner of the screen.

…Is it too small?

I tilted my head, feeling a strange sense of alienation compared to other VTubers, then resized it slightly. I started playing the royalty-free background music that Ari had sent and displayed the prepared content by the Dongbu.

Then, a cute design filled the screen, and a page with my personal information appeared.

The chat window immediately started spamming my personal details.

“Ahhh! Don’t read that!”

Why do they start reading the info before the broadcast owner does? What kind of culture is this?

The spirit of this country’s politeness seems to have long vanished…

I sighed and quickly hid the screen.

Of course, the chat went wild, demanding to see it.

I helplessly opened it again while fighting my rising panic.

“Please wait! Just wait!”


	Yes!

	Yes!

	Why?

	Height: 139, Age: unknown, KOTORI means small bird, Birthday: Christmas, Weight: secret (Temporarily blocked user)



“Gotcha!”

I quickly cut off their ridiculous comments by combining the techniques I learned from being an experienced otaku gallery member. The chat went quiet all of a sudden.

I looked at the now-calming chat window with a satisfied smile.

Thanks to Ari, I managed to find something to fill the time, and as my wandering mind came back, I felt a sense of calm.

…This is just like managing a gallery, right?

I gained a little confidence.

Plus, maybe because I’ve been awake for so long, my head is a bit hazy… but this doesn’t feel bad at all.

It’s like I’ve taken some kind of doping—

“Gotcha!”

In a blend of rapid-fire chatter, I cleverly cut off the absurd chat using the know-how I gained from being a veteran in the current BertaKu gallery.

Then, perhaps due to my incredible situational awareness, the chat room suddenly went quiet.

I smiled contentedly as I watched the chat return to normal.

Thanks to Ari, I was able to pass the time, and once my wandering thoughts returned, I felt surprisingly at ease.

…This is kind of like managing a gallery, isn’t it?

A little confidence started to build up.

Moreover, maybe because I’ve been awake for a long time, my mind felt foggy… but strangely, I wasn’t bothered by it.

It felt like I took some sort of undetectable stimulant.

“My height is 139. Due to exposure to drugs, I became a beastman, and my growth stopped. But, I got wings from it, so I guess it’s a win?”


	Such a win-farming move, lol

	For real, lol

	Agreed, lol

	Nooo…



“There are times when it’s uncomfortable because I’m small, but since I joined Bellus, my colleagues help me out, so I’m doing fine.”

Among colleagues, Tete is a big deal.

It would be great if we could all just be close… but since I’m already taken, that’s not possible. I need to keep the vibe as casual as possible.

Why?

Well, it’s annoying when troublemakers post stuff like “bullying rumors.jpg” and try to invade, but that’s not the important part.

The important thing is that BertaKus like it. It’s just another regular WWE event.

If the Arctic Bear fandom knew, they’d probably be in for a rough time… and I include myself in that too.

“My age… I don’t really know since my background has been tough. But I remember my comrades celebrated my 20th birthday, so I guess I’m legal now? And, we didn’t celebrate birthdays much, so we just skipped it and celebrated together on Christmas. So, my birthday is December 25th.”


	T_T

	Poor Kotori… Ugh..

	T_T T_T T_T T_T

	So sad T_T

	Comrades…? Recent ones…?



“Recent ones? All my comrades were women. But anyway, don’t be sad… I’ve made good friends now!”

I manipulated my facial expression to make my eyes sparkle.

As a result, a star appeared in my otherwise dull red eyes.

Even I, as a mama, think it turned out cute.

The chat room flooded with “Kyaa!”—this made me feel quite pleased, almost like I was being petted.

“My MBTI? I haven’t done it, so we’ll do it later. Let’s move on to the next topic!”

I dragged out a childish, awkward voice, and once again, the chat exploded, but I ignored it. Half of that was probably the insane fanatics from the gallery. There’s no other way to deal with that.

…But why are there 40,000 viewers? Did I see that right?

“My oshimark is a yellow bird and a syringe. The yellow bird is obvious, right? The syringe is something I carry with me after my drug exposure to detox quickly. And for tags, just use my name in English, followed by ‘art’ or ‘clip’ to upload fanart or clips!”

What I just said was for the rainbow community using Twitter.

In South Korea, Twitter’s reputation is… let’s say, not the best. Honestly, it’s a fair perception.

But for communication between V-Tubers and their fans, it’s essential, so fans need to know this.

If I were an Oshi, I’d add yellow bird or syringe emojis in my profile and use the tags to post fanart or clips. You could also post streaming reviews.

Of course, I’m not controlling who posts without those tags. It’s just a tool to help feel a sense of belonging.

Since sense of belonging has always been a strong driving force in human group activities.

“Next is Mama. As you all know, me, Kotori! Though I’m still unknown for now, won’t I become an amazing mama someday?”

I’ll be in charge of illustrating Haruka’s original songs, so of course, I’ll be a great mama.

As for Papa, I just used a talented rigger contracted with Bellus. But since he’s a man, there’s not much to say. I just passed it off with a compliment.

“God gave me the talent for singing and drawing. And quantum… what’s it called? Anyway, I can ride a time machine, and I’m pretty good with drugs, so I’m a genius, right?!”


	Kyaaa!

	Amazing!

	Kyaa, hahaha

	Quantum, what’s that? Haha

	You really are a genius…

	Kyaaa

	So smart~



“…”

I felt a bit upset.

Why does it feel like everyone in the chat room has no soul, even though they’re just typing?

I’m not doing this to get petted by BertaKus, but… hmm, wait, didn’t I say I felt satisfied with the attention earlier?

Anyway, that was a lie, and now that I’m being ignored so openly, it’s kind of hurting my pride.

I puffed my lips and continued in a gruff voice.

“…What I like and what I dislike.”

Haruka’s illustration filled the screen.

Then, the chat room was filled with “?” as people started collecting hooks.

Well, so what?

No one else knows, but even though I threw a challenge to Haruka, I still love her.

Love, after all, gets stronger through arguments…!

“My favorite person… I mean, the person I like is… H-haruka… Ah, I’m so embarrassed!”

I ended up covering my face with my hands and kicking my legs.

Confessing to someone else for the first time…

Haruka’s probably watching, right?

I hope she knows how I feel.

When I tried to replace her, I wasn’t trying to make her angry, I was just worried about her.

I rushed into judgment and made things a bit awkward, but my concern for her is sincere.

Anyway, now that I’m thinking she’s watching, my heart is pounding and my face is heating up, making me feel suddenly so hot.

So, I continued the broadcast, still half-hiding my face with my hands.

“I don’t like lolitas. It’s disgusting.”

I truly hated it.

I mean, how could someone see a little girl as a romantic interest?

That’s not even human—it’s just like an animal.

Especially the guys who infest that gallery with their collective insanity—they deserve to be torn apart.

As the deep-seated disgust surfaced, the feelings of embarrassment I had when revealing my heart disappeared, and my chest quickly cooled.

But they’ll probably like it more if I say this.

I dropped my hands and looked at the chat.


	Nooooonngggg!!

[MahojinBroadcast is subscribed for 1 month!]

	Heeenggg (inappropriate language detected)

	Wow, look at this

	What the hell is up with the chat room

	Noooongg hahaha

	I need to throw up hahaha (inappropriate language detected)

[Mochikyu is subscribed for 1 month!]

[KotoriAndBabyMake is subscribed for 1 month!]

	Noooonggg!!

	Hehe, please step on me with your feet (inappropriate language detected)

	Soft, soft chewy rice cake hahahahaha

	These guys are crazy

	If you just got hard reading this chat, the Recognition Association officially accepts you



“Wow… sh*t.”

I almost let out an expletive out loud in shock. But I held back, as I couldn’t curse on my first broadcast.

But, why are people subscribing right now?

What was the point of becoming a fan?

I shook my head, trying to make sense of the strange world of insane fanatics.

“The chat room is a public space, so please… please, control yourselves… Next time, I’ll just cut all of you off. Whew—do you all know that all Bellus members’ rooms are shared ban zones?”

People need to be strictly disciplined in other members’ rooms as well.

Having fun is fine, but this kind of disturbing chat isn’t good for anyone. Not for the people chatting, and not for new viewers.

Even the broadcast owner, myself, is emotionally affected by this, so yeah, these insane fanatics are clearly the ones to watch out for.

I’ll think about how to handle them later, but for now, I’ll just move to the next page. If I deal with them one by one, I’ll never finish my debut stream.

“Next, dreams!”

Finally, the important time has arrived.

My dream as a V-Tuber.

Haruka’s dream is to sing good songs for everyone.

She has always sung songs that satisfy a lot of people, from Canary to Rainbow, so it’s something she’s already achieving in real-time.

Her peer Kohaku’s dream is to become a recognized gamer, but judging from her gaming skills, that’s a long shot.

For the second generation, Sumire Mama’s goal is to release original songs, and Hoshino’s is to hold a 3D group concert.

So, what’s my dream?

…Well, it’s actually an easy question.

“My dream is to marry Haruka… Hehehe.”

Ah, a creepy laugh slipped out.

But this is all part of my carefully laid-out plan!

Again, BertaKus go crazy over the heat generated by friction, so they’ll definitely be satisfied.

By expressing my feelings for Haruka naturally, even when I make the marriage announcement later, everyone will accept it.

…Haruka, since this is a broadcast, she won’t take it too seriously.

She’ll probably think it’s cute, or I could smooth things over after the cover song and fix any awkwardness.

Anyway, I’m just sneaking this confession in and gradually making a place in her heart, little by little… Hehehe.

However, the outcome came out a bit differently than I expected.

The chat room exploded.


	Line up, you bastard

	Marry Haruka? You?

	You’re asking for it, aren’t you? (inappropriate language detected)

	Boovy!

	Until the Arctic bears go extinct..

	Kya

	Better line up now before I get pissed (inappropriate language detected)

	Pfft

	Kyaaaa

	The glaciers are melting…

	Please protect the Arctic bears’ land

	Friction heat! Friction heat! Friction heat! Friction heat!

	s*x

	This b*tch has gone mad, Haruka is mine, lol (inappropriate language detected)

	I’ll claim her first, dream on (inappropriate language detected)

	Who do you think you are? (inappropriate language detected)

	Kyaaaa

	Bobim culture is the best!



Half of the chat messages are ones the chat bot filtered.

I couldn’t help but be stunned.

Wasn’t this supposed to be a cute and shy confession from a junior?

“Ah, so many Canary fans are here.”

I just realized that Haruka’s fans, the Canaries, were probably watching this debut stream as well.

Now, I finally understand their reaction.

I’m a former Canary, so I know… honestly, Canaries have a tendency to be pretty obsessive and dark.

In other words, they share my somewhat creepy personality and obsess over her.

And, as expected, the insane BertaKus fans are lining up like crazy.

But wait… shouldn’t they be the ones lining up?

I couldn’t hide the smile of a victor as I thought to myself.

“So, what are you guys going to do about it?”

I already held hands with Haruka!




  Chapter 33: Snail Sticky Bibimbap
“Only about 30 minutes left.”

While I was conducting the debut stream, I glanced at the clock and realized there were only 30 minutes left.

The Bellus debut streams were scheduled in 1-hour relay sessions, and since the first generation had already stepped aside for our debut, it was important to stick to the time schedule.

Since it’s a group stream, not an individual one, it’s important to follow these unspoken rules.

There’s no reason to unnecessarily build up tension in another member’s fandom by continuing the broadcast longer than necessary.

“Then, should we start deciding on the fan name and character?”

A fan character is an image representing a specific V-Tuber’s fandom. Just as V-Tubers have RP (roleplay) and settings, fans also have characters and settings that represent them.

These elements come together to create an immersive experience, and even if it feels cringey, they’re essential for a V-Tuber’s success in the business.

For example, with the first generation, Kohaku’s fandom, “Remini,” took inspiration from a ground fairy RP, and their fan character is based on a mole that lives underground.

This is a basic way to set up the fan characters according to the V-Tuber’s RP, or even based on the V-Tuber’s favorite animal, doll, or food.


	“You’re just deciding that now?”

	“You haven’t decided yet…?”

	“From the start, I’ve been abandonedㅜㅜ”

	“Ugh, so annoying.”



The chat room showed some disappointed reactions.

They had every right to feel this way. Other members had already been communicating with their fans on Twitter and had created fan characters in advance.

I had barely used Twitter and was now rushing to come up with something, so from their perspective, they might feel neglected.

But this is a debut stream.

Sumire smashed it with her pure charm, Hoshino showed flawless RP acting and excellent food-making, Mao revealed her cuteness with her awkward pronunciation, and Azusa, with her deep melancholy, showcased a different vibe.

Everyone appealed to their unique charms, and when I thought about what I could show that stood out, apart from the 50 million Noh Noh fans I had, the only things that came to mind were my talents in singing and drawing.

Singing already has Haruka, who is a golden pillar, and other first-generation members, except for Kohaku, also sing fairly well.

There are also several strong newcomers in the second generation, so this alone wouldn’t be enough.

Therefore, I chose to highlight my drawing skills.

“Just a moment… I’ll set something up!”

I briefly covered the broadcast screen and opened the drawing tool I usually use.

It’s a basic rule to cover the screen. No matter how much I live my life without shame, if I didn’t cover the screen and a folder named ‘MyWifeHeheGIFsCollection’ appeared on the desktop, that would be a big problem.

Anyway, the cute little PowerPoint slides I usually use disappeared, and a blank canvas screen appeared.

The chat room immediately exploded with questions.


	“?”

	“Suddenly drawing?”

	“Oh no, are you serious?”



“Yes, that’s right! I’m going to draw a character that will represent my fans!”

This is my content for becoming the “mama” of my fan character…!

There was just enough time left to create a cute little character, and since viewers could participate in the chat, I thought it might be a good short segment for the debut stream.

I quickly glanced at the chat room, and as expected, good reactions started pouring in.


	“Kyaa”

	“Wait, you’re a mama too? Lol”

	“Start the drawing”

	“Are you going to become our mama?”

	“Nong Mama… Hehe”

	“The baby is gonna starve…”

	“Ugh… Mama… Milk please” (temporarily banned user)



“……”

Is that good…?

After getting rid of a few overstepping users, I suddenly felt a sense of reality and fatigue creeping in.

The thought that I, of all people, am becoming their mama…

I sighed involuntarily as the dizziness hit.

“Chat… really…”


	“D-“

	“Gasp”

	“Nongjuk Milk Kyaa” (temporarily banned user)

	“Gasp”

	“Today’s pretty bad lol”

	“Nooong” (temporarily banned user)



Did they just say “pretty bad”?

I slapped my forehead, realizing I had allowed my brain to be soaked in the dopamine produced by these crazy users and their ridiculously low standards.

…Right.

But if I train these users well and prevent them from overflowing into other rooms, that would be a great achievement for Bellus.

I thought about the times when the Noh Noh fans would flood the chat during our collaborative streams, sending their annoying “Noooong” comments.

Whenever I talk or interact with other members, those lowly exclamations would flood the chat.

It would be a truly horrifying sight…!

No matter how important Haruka is to me, the other members are part of Bellus too.

I can’t just sit back and let it happen.

I hardened my expression and made a resolution.

Before I think about marrying Haruka, I need to control these fans first.

“If you keep typing in such a lowly manner, I… I can’t create your fan character.”

With a voice trembling slightly, Kotori’s expression faltered.

Her pale, smooth skin showed her emotions clearly, and her eyebrows drooped sympathetically.

With a month of training, the finely detailed facial manipulation showed sadness on Kotori’s face.

Her colorless red eyes started to shine with tears, and soon, transparent tear-like droplets began to form in the corners of her eyes.

Her trembling gaze, filled with tears, added a sense of longing that touched the hearts of those watching.

Her normally emotionless straight-line mouth turned down, and the feathers atop her blonde hair drooped in such a pitiful way.

“I’ve worked so hard to prepare this for you all from the first broadcast…”

As a man, I’ve already been through enough of this, but still, it felt a bit uncomfortable to be acting cute like this.

But V-Tubing is the path I chose.

I didn’t expect things to turn out like this on the first day, but I had been prepared that someday, I’d have to control these fans.

Right—

If I want to make Haruka and Bellus’s special dish, the “Snail Slime Bibimbap,” I have to do what I have to do…

By the way, I wish Bellus would legalize “adult content.” Then, Haruka and I could produce a ton of funny “shipping” content.


	“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry”

	“Sorry, hehe”

	“Ugh, don’t cry”

	“Who’s the jerk who made her cry?”

	“Sorry, sorry…”



As I looked over the reactions with lowered eyes, the sweet BertaKus fans quickly cowered and apologized.

I smiled at their response, satisfied.

But if I let them off the hook just because they apologized, that would be a mistake. If I don’t establish my boundaries early on, they’ll take advantage of me.

“Then, I guess I need to ask you for something now? Uh… I should say ‘Please draw,’ not just ‘Draw.’”


	Draw it…

	Please draw it.

	Draw it.

	Draw it, please.

	Draw it!



“Alright, I’ll let you off the hook for that.”

I naturally slipped into informal speech, but since I was planning to continue in this way from the next broadcast anyway, I thought it might be a good thing.

By the way, five minutes had already passed while I was doing this push and pull with these guys.

Originally, I had planned to take some opinions from the viewers and draw a fan character, but as expected, live broadcasts have a lot of variables.

“Since there’s not much time left, I’ll just draw the character I prepared. You don’t mind, right?”

The tension was starting to ease, and maybe it was the aftereffects of staying up all night, but I was beginning to feel a bit dazed.

I felt like I needed to focus on the work right away, or things might get a little too close.

Once the broadcast is over, I’ll skip the shower and just go straight to bed…

I started by drawing a small bird with a soft texture fan that I had prepared earlier.

However, it wasn’t a fully formed bird; I left some mechanical traces in various places to show that it wasn’t alive.

“This is a small drone modeled after a little bird (Kotori). It flies around me, listening for sounds from nearby strange creatures or enemies, watching like CCTV, or delivering messages between friends… ‘Friend? Are you drawing a line?’ Hmm…”

Can’t you see the Great Wall of China in front of you?

This is a fortified castle that even the barbarian-like Noh Rangs can’t cross.

Only Haruka gets the fast pass…!

“How about finishing it with a simple combination of white and gold from my hair?”

I casually dismissed the sweet V-tuber trying to get the boyfriend position and began painting with white and gold tones.

As I was drawing, it started to look less like a drone and more like a silly sparrow, but maybe that appearance would suit these guys.


	Put in a red tie too!



“Red tie, you say?”

Looking at the chat, I realized that as a fan character, there was something lacking in the connection to Kotori.

There was the ‘little bird’ concept from the name, but that was basic.

So, I thought it might be a good idea to add the red tie suggested by the viewers to make it more fitting.

…I still haven’t matched couple clothes with Haruka.

“Ta-da! How’s this?”

Anyway, after about 20 minutes of chatting, I quickly made the fan character.

It wasn’t a formal illustration, but to create such a high-quality, cute drawing this quickly was a first for me.

It seems like my hand speed has greatly improved after making virtual characters and various cover illustrations.

I looked at the chat with a proud smile.


	Looks great ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ

	Wow

	Definitely a mama

	Hands are so fast ㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷ

	Why so skilled???

	The expression ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ

	So cute ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ

	That proud expression ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ

	ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ That expression is so cute



“Hehe.”

As expected, being pampered feels good… no, what I meant is that compliments really do make even whales dance.

The fatigue I didn’t even realize I had, built up from the overnight cover song work and the debut broadcast, seemed to disappear with just a smile.

“Ahhh… what should I name it?”

But while my mood was lifting, the physical fatigue was starting to settle in. I couldn’t escape the tiredness creeping up on me.

I let out a yawn without thinking, pretending to ponder over the name, and casually rubbed my eyes.


	How about Nong Nong Dan?

	Ko’ro’ri

	How about calling it “Droni” since it’s a drone?

	Nong Nong Dan ㄱㄱ

	Drone Ping

	Just call it Fedodan



“Nong Nong Dan and Ko’ro’ri, out…”

In my blurry vision, I automatically adjusted my facial expression, and suddenly, a gun drawn with great effort appeared in my hand and fired a bullet.

“Bang-bang—how’s that? I worked hard on this reaction… haaah.”

I couldn’t take it anymore. My mouth opened wide with a yawn, and my head and body started to lean toward the desk.


	What’s going on?

	What’s with the yawn? ㅋㅋㅋ

	Since you’re the mama, it has its perks ㅋㅋㅋㅋ



Looking at the reactions in the chat, I smiled, but now, I had reached my limit.

This is bad. If I fall asleep during the debut broadcast, Kim Kanghyun and Ari will really get mad at me…

“So… what should I name it…”

Pretending to think about the name, I closed my eyes and nodded, but my head had grown too heavy, and I couldn’t hold it up anymore.

I forced my eyes open and tried to lift my head.


	Fedodan ㄱㄱㄱㄱㄱㄱㄱㄱㄱ

	Let’s go with Drone Ping

	Oh, your eyes are closing

	The yawn sounds so cute ㅋ

	Let’s go with Droni ㄱㄱ

	Are you asleep?

	Ohh… you’re tilting over!

	First broadcast and you’re like this ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ

	So cute for real ㄹㅇ



But despite my efforts, the desk was getting closer.

All I could see in my blurry vision was Kotori quietly dropping her head.

The chat seemed to be speeding up a little… but I couldn’t catch any of it.

Srrr.

My forehead softly touched the desk.

Thanks to the slightly cool air, it felt nice and soothing against my skin.

I shifted my position slightly and rubbed my cheek against the cool desk.

“Umm… this feels nice.”

Finally, I found a comfortable position, smiled with satisfaction, and drifted into sleep.




  Chapter 34: Is it possible to get pregnant through a bobeam?
“Zzz… Hm?”

Sometimes when I wake up, I feel an oddly light sensation in my body.

Even though I definitely stayed up all night reworking a cover song, then immediately worked on illustrations for the music video and did my debut stream—all without rest—my mind was crystal clear and my body felt as light as a feather.

When was the last time I woke up feeling this refreshed?

…Actually, I only just now remembered that I used to feel this way.

I guess at some point, I stopped noticing how heavy my body had become.

Maybe the months of overexertion in preparation for my debut really built up more fatigue than I realized.

“…But still, I feel like I forgot something.”

Sometimes people just have an uncanny sixth sense, and bad feelings often come true.

I, too, felt a wave of unease creeping up thanks to this strange vibe.

As I mindlessly wiped away the drool from around my mouth, I thought.

There’s no way I’d be feeling this good…

Because I definitely fell asleep during my debut stream—

“I FELL ASLEEP DURING THE STREAM?!”

I quickly pushed myself up from the desk and turned the computer back on.

The computer normally shuts down automatically after a while to save power.

That meant a good amount of time had passed.

I think I managed to finish most of the stream, but I couldn’t remember anything after that, so I had no idea what had happened.

“D-Did the stream get shut off…?!”

With rising anxiety, I checked the date: October 6.

The debut stream date had already passed.

Thunk—

It felt like my heart dropped to the floor.

The monitor flashed with alerts from the messaging app Descord.

There were tons of messages from my peers and Ari-nim.

So… I really messed up, didn’t I?

My fingers trembling, I barely managed to move the mouse.

2nd-gen Manager Ari! – [Kotori]

[What are you doing!]

[Are you sleeping?]

[You can’t fall asleep mid-stream T_T]

[Pick up your phone!!]

[You weren’t answering so I just ended the stream myself]

[Sumire told me you pulled an all-nighter?]

[I explained things to the boss already]

[Call the boss as soon as you wake up]

[It didn’t blow up into a huge problem, so don’t beat yourself up too much]

“…Phew.”

After reading Ari-nim’s messages, I let out a deep sigh.

The breath that had filled my tiny lungs came out with a little “phew~” sound.

Thankfully, Ari-nim seemed to have handled things before it turned into a full-blown crisis.

I could at least breathe easy for now.

“Good thing it wasn’t on my personal account…”

All the Vtubers at Bellus stream under company accounts, not personal ones.

Thanks to that, all of us 2nd-gen rookies started our careers under partnership contracts with Toichi.

But more importantly, the benefit of this setup is that if something goes wrong, Ari-nim can forcibly end the stream.

If things had gone really bad and I ended up getting “graduated,” I’d lose everything—from my channel to my model.

But at least now, we can clearly see why streaming through company accounts makes sense.

“How many missed calls are there…”

The earphones the company gave me for streaming had run out of battery since I left the facial tracking program running.

When I checked my new smartphone, I saw over 100 missed calls.

All from colleagues and staff.

Occasionally, even Kim Kang-hyun and Haruka’s numbers showed up.

“Why would Haruka…?”

I was briefly curious, and my heart skipped a beat seeing she had called first.

But I at least knew what had to come first.

“Better… make the call.”

I gripped the smartphone tightly in my small hands.

T-To be honest, I was scared. I had messed up big time on day one.

But even if my body had changed, I was still a man inside.

Even if I made a mistake, dodging this situation wouldn’t be manly at all.

I gulped and called Kim Kang-hyun.

「Hello? Kotori?」

“Boss…”

Kim Kang-hyun had started speaking informally to us 2nd-gens recently.

He said he wanted the members to feel more comfortable with him as a youthful forty-something, and suggested we all drop the formal speech.

But even the 1st-gen never did, and he once grumbled about it.

I mean, who in their right mind would speak informally to their boss?

Anyway, maybe because of that personality, even though I’d caused a mess, his voice over the phone was surprisingly gentle.

I let out a sigh of relief and apologized.

“I’m sorry… for messing up the debut stream…”

「It’s okay. The fan cafe loved it… Did you check the fan cafe yet?」

“No…?”

I saw Ari-nim’s message and called right away, so I hadn’t had a chance to look anywhere else.

Plus, fan cafes tend to be super affectionate, so their reactions alone aren’t enough to say it was all good.

If I wanted real feedback, the gallery boards were probably more reliable.

But I couldn’t exactly say that while on the phone with Kim Kang-hyun, so I just trailed off.

「Well, check it later… You’ve got a collab today too, so be careful this time. One incident is more than enough…」

“Okay…”

I could feel his exhaustion through the phone.

As someone overseeing Bellus, even if the fan response was positive, this must’ve scared the life out of him. I felt bad for him.

「By the way, the collab’s in the evening, so you have time, right?」

“Yes, I’m mostly done preparing for it.”

「Then… wanna come over to my place now?」

“Eh.”

This guy’s finally trying to lure a young woman to his house?!

Just like with the “Mama” incident, I’m convinced this man is secretly scheming.

No way he’d invite a talent to his home out of the blue otherwise.

Even though he has a wife at home…!

「Haruka’s here too.」

“Wait, what.”

「She sometimes comes over to chat with my wife and helps with the twins.」

Haruka likes taking care of little kids…

I couldn’t help but giggle to myself.

My wife really is the sweetest.

Then, if we had a child, Haruka would handle the childcare?

But nowadays both parents usually work, so we’d probably raise the baby together…

And Haruka can’t afford to take time off streaming, so maybe I should just raise our adorable kids myself.

But then again, who’s going to get pregnant?

Can you even get pregnant with bo*bing…?

「…Kotori? Are you listening?」

“Ah, sorry. I got a bit distracted…”

「It’s okay. Your manager told me you were really tired—want to rest a bit and come later?」

“No, no! I’ll come now!”

If Haruka’s at his house, it must be about the cover song she released.

Since I’m somewhat involved with that, I should definitely go.
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Besides, I had things to talk about with her.

“I’ll send you the address, so come on over.”

“Yes! I’ll get ready and head out right away…!”

Just knowing Haruka was there made me want to fly over immediately, but I couldn’t go see my wife without even taking a shower.

Sniff sniff.

…When I grabbed a strand of hair and smelled it, I thought I caught a bit of a toasty scent.

Anyway, I quickly scrubbed myself clean like laundry in a washing machine and started drying my hair.

“Ugh… should I cut my hair?”

At a glance, it was long straight hair that suited Useo’s cute looks perfectly.

But drying it every time was such a pain.

Luckily, Sumire-mama regularly took me to the salon and told me not to cut it.

If it weren’t for her, I probably would’ve chopped it off by now.

Anyway, I put on the outfit Sumire-mama bought me last time, applied some sunscreen, and packed the handbag she picked out for me.

I feel like I’ve suddenly gained a lot of feminine points… but if I think about things like peeing outdoors or suddenly getting my period, I just have to carry this stuff. It’s not because I want to live like this or anything.

“Oh, the mirror!”

I was about to fly out the door, clutching my handbag, when I stopped in front of the full-length mirror Sumire-mama had given me, fixing my outfit and hair.

…Looking at myself like this, I really do owe a lot to Mama.

I should definitely get her a gift or something soon.

I made up my mind to repay Sumire-mama somehow and left the house.



I rushed out of the subway station and opened the map.

“Hmm… left from here.”

The address Kim Kanghyun sent wasn’t far from the station.

It was even in a neighborhood known for its wealth, so it was easily accessible.

It must have been a weekend morning walk with the baby or something, because there were women everywhere in tight, revealing outfits like those “Dongtan moms”… oh my, what is that shaking?

I barely managed to tear my eyes away from the wildly bouncing chest of a woman who clearly wasn’t wearing a bra and made a vow to myself.

If I marry Haruka, I’m banning her from ever wearing Dongtan fashion.

She’s already stunning enough—if she walked around in outfits like that, who knows what kind of creepy guys might come crawling out.

Ding dong—

Anyway, I arrived at the address and rang the doorbell.

The security here was no joke, true to its rich neighborhood reputation.

What if I hesitated too long and a guard kicked me out?

“Come on in~”

As I nervously adjusted my hair while glancing at my phone’s camera, a graceful woman’s voice came through.

The voice was familiar. It was probably Kim Kanghyun’s wife, who had only ever appeared by voice on his MeTube channel.

Now that I think about it, I’m finally getting to see his wife in person.

According to streamer gossip, she’s supposedly a total beauty. Did Kanghyun save a country in a past life or something?

His face just looks like a friendly neighborhood hyung… though his body was pretty fit for a streamer.

…Is it really just money?

I tilted my head in doubt as I walked up to the door, which was already open like they were expecting me.

I carefully stepped over the threshold and greeted them.

“Excuse me for intruding…”

The apartment itself was pretty impressive, but the inside was beyond expectations.

Ever since my parents passed, I’d only lived in small rentals, so the interior of this place immediately took my breath away.

“Wow…”

The living room was spacious and tidy.

The gray-toned walls and floors gave a calm vibe, and sunlight streaming through the windows wrapped the space in warmth.

On one side of the room was a gray, straight-lined sofa, decorated with all kinds of kids’ toys—clearly for the twins.

It looked like there were at least four other rooms besides the living room.

The white marble island separating the kitchen and living room looked ridiculously expensive.

How much did Kim Kanghyun earn while streaming?

…If I marry Haruka, I’d want to live in a house like this.

We’d lie together on the couch reading to each other and listening to music, then grill meat on the island at night and drink champagne.

As we got tipsy, I’d slowly slip off her robe… hehehe.

“Oh my, such a cute girl, just like he said.”

Startled by the female voice, I turned my head and saw a woman who looked to be in her early 30s smiling so beautifully it instantly captivated me. I bowed my head.

“Ah, hello! I’m Useo, a VTuber from CEO Kim Kanghyun’s company!”

“Hehe… nice to meet you. Shall we go inside?”

“Yes…!”

She was at least a hand taller than me, with average height by normal standards.

As she came closer, the faint scent of milk drifted over—she must’ve just finished breastfeeding the twins.

“Was it hot outside? Your face is all red…”

“N-no…”

I tightly shut my eyes to avoid staring at the giant milk bags swaying in front of me.

Her vibe was similar to Sumire-mama’s but even more mature and intense.

If Sumire got older, got married, and had kids, she’d probably turn into someone like this… that’s how elegant and beautiful this woman was.

She gave off this perfect housewife aura… and she’s Kim Kanghyun’s wife?

…Kanghyun, I swear, you better watch your back.

“He’s in the living room. Lately, he’s really into coffee and has been preparing snacks…”

Come to think of it, he was always sipping coffee at the office too.

There was a coffee machine in the office, but I didn’t realize he brewed it himself.

I gave a small nod and followed her to the sofa in the living room.

From behind the island, I could see Kanghyun brewing coffee and slicing fruit.

“Oh my, I told you I’d handle the fruit.”

“It’s fine. You chat with Seo-woo for a bit.”

“Really now… You never even touch knives usually.”

“Ahem…”

She threw him a gentle side-eye, and he awkwardly cleared his throat and turned away.

Still, the affection between them was practically dripping, even after having twins.

“……”

Suddenly, a wave of despair hit me.

Someone like me—who’d literally had their junk taken away and can’t even have kids—is standing here watching that guy enjoy a perfect life with a gorgeous wife and twins.

I just want to see Haruka’s face now…

Wait, where is Haruka?

Clack—

Before I could even start looking around, the door to a small room opened quietly.

Out walked the most beautiful woman in the world, her bright chestnut hair tied high like a sunbeam.

She gently shut the door behind her to avoid making noise and gave a soft smile to Kanghyun and his wife.

The moment I saw that smile, all the despair clinging to me melted away.

My wife is here!

Without even realizing it, a dumb, giddy smile spread across my face.




  Chapter 35: Hug me and comfort me
“Ah, Seowoo-nim, you’re here too.”

“Ah, ah, hello…!”

“It’s been a while.”

Haruka smiled beautifully at me and naturally sat down next to me.

A sweet fruity fragrance wafted over.

‘Is it grape scent?’

‘Or green grape?’

‘Sniffing carefully, it seems like raspberry scent too.’

It was similar to that Yves Saint Laurent Mon Paris Eau de Toilette, or something, that Sumire Mamang took me to a perfume store to try last time.

‘…I don’t quite remember the name, but anyway, she said it was a perfume from a high-end French brand.’

‘As expected, Haruka doesn’t just wear any perfume.’

The moderately sophisticated yet sweet scent was incredibly addictive.

Unconsciously, I found myself leaning towards her, secretly sniffing her scent.

Speaking of grapes, it made my imagination run wild.

‘After we get married, it would be quite romantic to watch the sunset on the terrace with her favorite cheese and champagne as an accompaniment.’

‘As she gets tipsy from the champagne, I’d support her, naturally using our height difference to slip into her gown.’

‘And the two sweet grapes there…’

‘Come to think of it, Haruka is a sacred virgin bestowed by heaven, so they’d be more like cherries than grapes, so maybe not that.’

“Did you two say hello?”

As I was subtly tilting my body, secretly inhaling Haruka’s scent bit by bit, Kim Kanghyun and his wife came from the kitchen with coffee and fruit.

Haruka shot up from her seat, took the coffee, and placed it on our respective spots.

Then, Kim Kanghyun put down the fruit and sat opposite us, and his wife also smiled at Haruka, thanking her, before sitting next to Kim Kanghyun.

“Let’s eat and talk.”

“Yes, thank you for the food.”

“Thank you for the fooood…”

Kim Kanghyun picked up his coffee and offered it to us.

Haruka, as if accustomed, enjoyed the aroma and took a sip.

I, who had only ever drunk canned coffee from a military vending machine or iced Americano, awkwardly copied her actions.

“Pfft…! Kegh!”

‘Why is it so bitter!’

“Oh my!”

“Are you okay?”

“I’m, I’m okay.”

Fortunately, following Haruka, I had only taken a small sip, so it just trickled a little from the corner of my mouth.

However, seeing me spit out the coffee, Haruka was startled, pulled out a few tissues, and wiped my mouth, while Kim Kanghyun’s wife hurried to the kitchen, poured milk into a mug, and offered it to me.

‘…Is it breast milk?’

“Have some milk with it. Shall I warm it up for you?”

“Ah, no. It’s just right.”

‘Isn’t coffee with milk a latte?’

‘I can’t drink hot coffee well anyway, so this seemed about right.’

‘…Hmm. I wish it were a bit sweeter, but the nutty taste makes me feel like I’ve gone back to being a baby, so it’s not bad.’

Seeing me gulping down the breast milk—no, milk-mixed coffee, she smiled fondly and then started to chide Kim Kanghyun.

“Honey, how could you just give it to her without any sugar?”

“Ah, no… Seoyoon drinks it fine.”

“Is she the same as Seoyoon?”

“Sorry…”

Kim Kanghyun apologized to me with his eyes.

I gave him a bitter smile.

‘He’s completely whipped.’

After nagging Kim Kanghyun for a good while, she looked at us smiling, then covered her mouth with an “Oops!” expression.

“Come to think of it, I haven’t even introduced myself.”

“That’s because you…”

“Be quiet for a moment.”

She gave Kim Kanghyun a sharp glare, poked him in the side, and then, in an instant, wore a demure smile and bowed her head.

“Nice to meet you. My name is Futaba Mitsuha. I moved to Korea when I married him.”

“Eh? You’re Japanese?”

“Fufu… That’s right.”

‘…From tonight, I will curse Kim Kanghyun every night.’

‘Although I have Haruka, people naturally can’t just watch others succeed.’

‘Moreover, that beauty who is demure, has a great figure, and exudes the aura of a good wife and wise mother is even a wife from Japan.’

‘Isn’t she the perfect wife that otakus only dream of in their fantasies?’

“Hello. I’m Woo Seowoo.”

Although I had introduced myself earlier, I bowed my head slightly and replied.

She then smiled brightly and nodded.

Soon, Kim Kanghyun, who had been watching the scene fondly while drinking his coffee, put down his cup.

“……It’s about the cover song, right?”

He nodded.

‘By the way, we’re about to discuss company matters, but is it okay for Breast Milk Mom… no, Futaba-ssi to be here?’

As I tilted my head in confusion, Kim Kanghyun noticed and smiled, saying it was fine.

“Mitsuha has experience in this industry. She even influenced me to start the VTuber business, and she sometimes consults with the 1st generation members.”

“Ah…”

‘Now the secret of why Kim Kanghyun suddenly started the VTuber business after getting married is revealed.’

‘But if she has experience in this industry, was she a manager?’

‘If not that, was she a VTuber?’

I was curious, but she just wore a mysterious smile and didn’t seem inclined to talk about it right now, so I tactfully didn’t ask.

“Anyway, moving on to the cover song, the song you chose, Seowoo, wasn’t bad. No, it could actually be considered really good… Did you check your cover song’s view count?”

“No…?”

“Check it now.”

At his words, I nodded, turned on my smartphone, and went to my Mtube account.

And.

The view count for the cover video, which I hadn’t even checked myself to see how it turned out, was a whopping—

“250,000?!”

“It racked up a lot, right?”

“Yes…”

I nodded blankly.

It hadn’t even been 24 hours since the cover song was released, yet it had 250,000 views.

It was a view count that could potentially reach 300,000 by the end of the day if things went well.

I’m not a numbers whiz, but when the views turn out like this, I can’t help but instinctively think.

‘Among domestic VTubers so far, isn’t Haruka the only one who has surpassed 300,000 daily views for a solo cover song…?’

Moreover, when I checked the best comments, Haruka’s comment was at the very top.

– I really like it.

“Heok.”

‘It’s that Haruka’s comment.’

Until now, she had never left a single comment on her own cover songs, let alone those of other VTubers.

It could be said that it showed her confidence, not particularly caring about every single reaction.

‘But she left a comment on my first cover song…?’

“I enjoyed your cover song.”

Looking to my side, Haruka was looking at me with a beautiful smile.

As soon as I met her large eyes, I hung my head low.

“I could feel what you were trying to say…”

“……!”

‘She noticed, after all…’

‘Well, since I, who knew Haruka’s condition, overturned my plans as soon as her cover song came out and uploaded a song sung in a completely opposite style, the smart her must have noticed what I was thinking.’

My cheeks grew hot.

I felt like my clothes had been stripped off, exposing my bare body.

At that time, I had re-recorded impulsively out of anger, but as a Canary, I couldn’t hold my head high for essentially challenging my oshi when I should have been giving her nothing but full affirmation.

‘It would be no different from directly confronting the song she had built up.’

‘Will she hate me for it…?’

“Seowoo-ya.”

“Yes…?”

As I was fiddling with the innocent mug, feeling like I wanted to hide in a mouse hole, Kim Kanghyun’s voice reached me.

Lifting my head at his words, I saw him with a bitter smile.

“First, I think it’s right to apologize to Seoyoon. We were too hasty.”

“I told you I was fine. Besides, I also uploaded it without saying anything, just like usual.”

Haruka waved her hands dismissively, but I also agreed with Kim Kanghyun’s words, so I quickly turned my body and bowed deeply to her.

‘Whatever her response was, this whole thing was started by me and Kim Kanghyun in the first place.’

‘As long as we’re working as a group, and as long as I like her, apologizing is the right thing to do.’

“Yes… Seoyoon-nim, I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. I wasn’t very adult-like either…”

Apart from feeling sorry for her as a Canary, I honestly had a question.

‘The Haruka I know isn’t someone who would do something self-destructive like this, so why on earth did she respond that way?’

Haruka was the primary contributor who had dragged Bellus to success by the scruff of its neck, so her influence within the company would be correspondingly strong.

In the first place, Kim Kanghyun also tended to guarantee autonomy to his affiliated VTubers without much interference.

If she put her mind to it, she could express her hurt feelings in many other ways.

But for me, there was something more important than that question.

“Your throat… Are you okay?”

I asked her cautiously, fiddling with the mug.

Even as I spoke, my heart felt like it was tearing apart.

‘…She strained her throat again, there’s no way it’s okay.’

But the answer came from the other side.

“Throat?”

“Seoyoon-ah… Didn’t you tell her on the phone?”

Kim Kanghyun and Futaba-ssi were looking at Haruka with puzzled expressions.

Haruka then awkwardly scratched her cheek and replied.

“Seowoo-nim wasn’t answering her phone, I think she was sleeping…”

“…What are you talking about?”

‘Why am I the only one out of the loop?’

‘Is Haruka’s throat not a problem?’

‘She definitely said she was recovering from vocal cord nodules, so if she sang a song like that in that condition, there’s no way she’d be okay.’

As I was anxiously sipping the cooled breast milk coffee, Haruka spoke to me.

“That was a draft.”

“Eh?”

Coffee trickled from the corner of my mouth.

Haruka, startled once again, wiped my chin with a tissue and gave an apologetic smile.

“Seowoo-nim, you know this too, but… I used to be an Utaite, right?”

“Ah…”

‘Ah. So that’s it.’

‘So that’s what happened…’



The pillar of Bellus and the protagonist of its success story.

The best vocalist among VTubers.

Haruka, a 1st generation member adorned with numerous other titles, was formerly an Utaite.

Utaite is a term referring to people who, since the late 2000s, have been posting videos titled “Utattemita” (I tried singing) on submission sites like Niconico Douga.

Broadly, it is also used for people who cover Japanese subculture music.

It can also refer to amateur singers; for example, Ado, who sang the song Haruka recently covered, is also from an Utaite background.

True to their name, they record and upload numerous songs, and it’s only natural that the more works they produce, the more drafts (practice pieces) they accumulate.

Haruka was the same.

She was called the greatest output of the Korean Utaite scene and had been so successful that she was popular even in Japan.

However, after she went on hiatus and then debuted as a VTuber, she brought along a large number of embittered Utaite fans, causing a bit of a commotion initially, but it’s famous that even they, wanting to hear Haruka’s songs, secretly listen whenever a cover song is released, much like an ex-boyfriend secretly checking Instagram stories.

Anyway, for someone like her, who had engaged in numerous music activities in a short period even while working as a VTuber, how many drafts must she have had from her Utaite days?

The gist of it was this.

“I uploaded one of the drafts I recorded during my Utaite days.”
“Ah…”

The reason, as expected, was that seeing Kim Kanghyun driven to the point of setting up a replacement, she felt that ‘this time too’ she had to carry Bellus’s burden.

Of course, she hadn’t anticipated Woo Seowoo’s overreaction like this.

In the first place, whenever Bellus faced any problem, she had always overcome it in this manner, so she was merely doing what she always did, as if it were ingrained in her.

Besides, Bellus doesn’t particularly restrict the cover song activities of its affiliated VTubers.

This means there’s no need to report them separately.

Therefore, she uploaded the cover song without hesitation.

However, knowing the CEO’s plan, she reported it after uploading the cover song, as she ‘always’ did, and stated that although she had an embarrassing number of drafts, she would upload these until her throat fully recovered.

But Woo Seowoo was busy with debut preparations and was so preoccupied with redoing her cover song that she couldn’t receive Kim Kanghyun’s calls.

…And so, Woo Seowoo ended up ignoring the CEO’s calls.

Later, Haruka, who had visited Kim Kanghyun’s house to discuss this matter with him and his wife and also to see their cute twins, learned of this news.

And Woo Seowoo, who had likewise fallen asleep and missed Haruka’s calls as well, was only now hearing this fact.

“But what I felt when I heard that song…”

“Ah, that’s a bit embarrassing.”

Haruka had suffered from vocal cord nodules a few times before.

For someone whose profession was singing, vocal cord nodules were a disgusting and terrifying thing, no different from Satan’s phlegm.

And since the song was sung right after her second bout of vocal cord nodules had healed, too much emotion had been poured into it.

– This f*cked up world!

– Vocal cord nodules can’t stop me!

It was a song into which she had poured out emotions she couldn’t tell others because she too was young at the time, and it was too embarrassing to upload, so she had kept it as a draft.

This time, because Kim Kanghyun, unlike his usual self, didn’t trust her and Bellus was cornered enough for him to look for a replacement, she uploaded a song fitting the current situation where suspicious gazes were coming from all directions.

Of course, since she had also advertised the 2nd generation’s debut on Twitper, the staff members who didn’t know Kim Kanghyun and Woo Seowoo’s plan were initially worried, but upon hearing it was a draft, they were actually overjoyed.

“Th-then, was I… mistaken?”

“……”

Woo Seowoo’s face turned white.

From her perspective, this whole affair was purely her overinterpreting and making a fool of herself.

Of course, Haruka, who didn’t speak up beforehand due to inertia, was also thoroughly scolded by Kim Kanghyun and his wife, so it could be said that about half the fault was hers.

Moreover, the one who created this incident in the first place was Kim Kanghyun.

If we only consider the cause, his fault was also significant.

‘I’m so embarrassed…’

But the embarrassment was unavoidable.

Woo Seowoo covered her face with her small palms.

The sight of her face being completely hidden by those tiny hands was quite cute, but seeing her shoulders tremble slightly, Han Seoyoon was greatly flustered.

“Um… I’m sorry. I didn’t know you liked me that much, Seowoo-nim.”

A VTuber, to put it crudely, is someone who reacts from behind an avatar.

No matter how much they can check direct reactions immediately through live broadcasts, more so than singers, conversely, the goodwill coming from beyond the screen is harder to perceive deeply than one might think.

Han Seoyoon was well aware that the Canaries cherished Haruka.

However, she was perhaps still an immature VTuber who couldn’t predict how those Canaries would react when they learned of her situation.

“Ah, no. I, I just recklessly went wild…”

Woo Seowoo’s voice became wet with tears.

Han Seoyoon, at a loss, looked at Kim Kanghyun and his wife.

They then chuckled and mouthed words to her.

‘Hug her and comfort her.’

Han Seoyoon confirmed their lip movements and carefully embraced Woo Seowoo.

‘She’s… small.’

Haruka had only ever hugged her parents and her colleagues, shedding tears of joy after their debut.

Wrapping her arms around Seowoo’s shoulders, which were even smaller than she expected, she saw Woo Seowoo in a new light.

‘How could she sing such a song with such a small body?’

Although Haruka herself was undoubtedly the best in terms of singing, when she heard that song, she had no choice but to acknowledge it.

She found herself thinking, ‘Maybe I don’t have to carry the burden alone like before anymore…’

And so, connecting with Woo Seowoo for the first time, she gently stroked her head as if cherishing something precious.

“Heuk… Uwaaaaaaaaaaah.”

Woo Seowoo, whether out of embarrassment, an explosion of sorrow… or perhaps simply because she liked Haruka’s chest, burrowed deeper into her embrace.

Seeing Han Seoyoon smile awkwardly but not push her away, Kim Kanghyun and his wife watched them with fond amusement.




  Chapter 36: What color were Kotori’s panties?
If there’s a Bellus Gallery on the underground communities, a forum dedicated to Bellus, then similarly, there’s also a Ttoichi Gallery, dedicated to streamers on Ttoichi, the live broadcasting platform where Bellus members stream.

Nominally, that place covers all streamers broadcasting on Ttoichi, but at this moment, when Bellus was making a commotion with their debut broadcast, it wasn’t similarly noisy with Bellus’s debut stories.

It’s not like they were on such bad terms as to be ‘banned from mentioning’ them.

However, for those who had been watching cam-broadcasts, half-cam broadcasts, and Dullahan (headless) streams since ancient times, VTubers still evoked a sense of aversion.

Still, since they shared the same platform, most of them were aware of Bellus’s 2nd generation debut news, and it wasn’t like they had no interest at all.

Thanks to this (?), some users there were currently engrossed in digging for ‘red pills’ (real identities).

[Popular] [Bellus 2nd Gen Red Pill Collection.jpg]

You could tell by seeing posts like this pop up occasionally.

Of course, since that place was fundamentally closer to hating VTubers, getting a post to the popular section didn’t mean it would be well-received.

Even the ‘jeongbyeong’ (mentally unstable individuals) who dug up and posted the red pills were naturally not favorable towards VTubers, so most of the wording used was not good.

[Popular] [This one has 12 past lives but no personal info leaked.jpg]

[Popular] [Why Sumire <<< is a f*cking fat btch.jpg]

[Popular] [Caught the b*stard who came from being a female camgirl hahaha.jpg]

[Popular] [As expected of the monthly 100-million-won queen, she’s pretty good-looking.jpg]

[Popular] [Ahahaha, if you want to date the Chairman, you gotta get plastic surgery.]

[Popular] [Mao <<< She’s really Japanese, she was active as an indie in Japan.jpg]

[Popular] [Sh*t hahaha, I thought she’d be different from the spiteful Kimchi VTubers since she’s a mainland Celestial Dragon, but she’s a gyaru??.jpg]

The main targets of the Ttoichi Gallery users, who seemed to be obsessively doxxing Bellus’s 2nd generation members as if driven by malice, were:

Sumire, whose past lives kept surfacing no matter how much they dug, yet her actual personal information remained ironclad;

Hoshino, who caused an uproar when traces of her twerking on the neighboring continent’s Rika platform in the past emerged;

Mao, the Japanese member whose video of her wearing gyaru makeup and filming shorts was exposed;

and Azusa, who, by anyone’s standards, didn’t seem to be a virgin.

However, Kotori seemed to have slightly evaded their attention.

The fact that she showed shocking records with her debut cover song was not a matter of interest to them,

who were not VTuber otakus, and since she was a complete newbie, there were almost no red pills to expose about her,

so their interest in Kotori—whose own ‘red pill’ was that she was the de facto administrator and a sub-moderator figure known as Patakgunja in the Bellus Gallery—was rather lukewarm.

Conversely, the situation in the Bellus Gallery was the complete opposite.

It was because, there, Kotori was receiving the most attention…

[Popular] [Why Kotori’s yuri declaration is genuine.jpg]

(Image comparing Woo Seowoo’s pre-debut Haruka fanart and the art style of her cover song’s illustration)

Many people might not know, but among the Canaries (Haruka’s fans), there was a Koja Canary who drew Haruka fanart.

There’s some fanart that made it to popular posts a few times, and if you compare those with Kotori’s art style, they match.

Looking at just this, you could say it’s ambiguous. Yep.

(Woo Seowoo’s commission recruitment post and Kim Kanghyun’s 2nd generation recruitment post)

Koja Canary went completely silent after opening commissions a few months ago.

But this period perfectly overlaps with the 2nd generation recruitment period.

Are there any Bellus-tards who still don’t get it?

Kotori = Koja Canary, who used to draw Haruka fanart.

Hahahahahaha Confirmed!

Upvotes: 378 Downvotes: 49

– Is this rly true?

– No way, is there really a btch who debuted just to get it on with her oshi?

– Yuri time!

– The polar bears are all gonna die lol

– Ffffff*ck, polar bear extinction hahahahahahahahahahaha

– Hey, I commissioned that person.

└ ??????

└ Die, you fcking bstard.

└ How much are you selling it for?

└ Line

└ Shutupshutupshutupshutupshutupshutupshutupshutup

Currently, as the sub-moderator Patakgunja was nestled in Haruka’s chest, inhaling deeply,

the Bellus Gallery was most captivated by the so-called ‘Kotori = Koja Canary’ theory, posted by a ‘rainbow’ (fan).

Although the evidence was a bit flimsy, with this much surfacing, the Bellus Gallery users’ conclusion was almost obvious.

No, they would have firmly believed it even if it were fabricated.

…Because for true VTuber otakus, the most important thing was for the members to engage in enough yuri to accelerate global warming.



In the end, I left Kim Kanghyun’s house after having lunch, my eyes terribly swollen.

Seeing how I’ve become so tearful after turning into a girl, it must be due to the female body’s hormones, right?

If not, there’s no way a manly man like me would cry bawling like a little girl.

“……”

Even if I tried to console myself, it somehow lacked persuasiveness.

Once when my period started and Mom washed me, once at the amusement park, and then again today.

At this point, isn’t it possible that Woo Seowoo’s soul, unable to leave this world and just loitering around, is trying to take back the body…

Yes, I’m being controlled by the assertive Woo Seowoo.

It’s absolutely not that I’ve developed a delicate heart matching my 140cm appearance.

‘…Still, Haruka’s embrace was really warm, wasn’t it-’

Haruka’s body heat and touch that I felt, and her scent that filled my lungs, still lingered in my mind.

When I buried my face in her chest, I could feel her natural scent more than some Yves Saint Laurent Mon Paris Eau de Parfum or whatever, and I was quite surprised because it was identical to the scent of the perfume I received as her limited edition merch before.

Could it be that the perfume merch was made with Haruka’s bodily fluids?

…If so, it’s such a shame I couldn’t bring it from my time as the male Woo Seowoo.

Doesn’t that mean if I sprayed Haruka’s special perfume on my pillow and blanket every night and buried my face in them, I could always feel like I’m falling asleep in her arms?

Lately, I’ve found it comfortable to sleep without panties, so unless it’s my period, I sometimes sleep naked; if I took off all my clothes and pulled the blanket all the way up, I could rub against her naked…

“Heut.”

Ah, just imagining it made me wet.

I quickly went into the restroom, wiped the liquid trickling down my thighs with the tissues I always carry, and then casually washed my hands next to the women fixing their makeup before coming out.

After my transformation, I often used to go into the men’s restroom, but the women’s restroom has become quite comfortable for me now.

Even when I went to the women’s restroom at the café with Azusa, I felt anxious, like I was committing a crime.

Anyway, just like when I left, I took the subway home, and as soon as I got back, I washed my small, soft, slightly warm soles and habitually checked the gallery.

As expected, it’s chaotic today too.

[Popular] [Upvote if you welcome the Haruka Kotori main ship duo.jpg]

[Popular] [Wee woo wee woo, Henspoce zealots’ surprise worship! 300k achieved!!.jpg]

[Popular] [Haruka’s main ship is Kohaku, so Kotori can just be the #1 loser hahaha]

[Popular] [I fully support office romance-no]

[Popular] [Ugh.. I fapped to VTuber porn..]

[Popular] [Two is not enough, please just have all 9 of them do yuri.jpg]

[Popular] [If those two do yuri, who’s the bottom?.jpg]

I decided to ignore the various sexually harassing posts for now, as they would be used as congratulatory money for my and Haruka’s wedding, and looked at the popular posts uploaded earlier.

[Popular] [Why Kotori’s yuri declaration is genuine.jpg]

What is this.

Are people finally starting to understand my true feelings?

…However, unlike what I had hoped for, the popular post was actually filled with content that insidiously dug into my background.

“My fan account has already been exposed…?”

I thought I’d get caught for being a Canary (fan) eventually, but I never imagined I’d be identified in just one day.

There’s a saying among artists that art style is like a fingerprint, but Woo Seowoo was completely unknown, so seeing how quickly I was exposed, it seems the netizen investigation squad is not to be trifled with.

Still, I didn’t try to control it or anything.

These insidious perverts are giving me a legitimate angle for yuri, so it’s actually good for me.

The die-hard Canaries are cursing and telling people to get in line, but that’s just a minority.

Anyway, in the face of an overwhelmingly majority opinion, the minority opinion is always ignored.

Right now, the gallery is overwhelmingly supportive of my yuri declaration with Haruka, so there was no reason for me to refute it.

As a moderator, there wasn’t even a speck of reason for me to take the side of that minority;

if I just let them get excited about my yuri declaration, it becomes auto-hunting!

“Kuhehehe.”

I’ve taken one step closer to my grand plan: a 3D live wedding with Haruka…

Still, I can’t just stay idle.

This is my and Haruka’s wedding.

Wouldn’t it be better the more people there are to bless us?

On that day, we will receive blessings from countless fans not only from Bellus but from all over the country.

Moreover, with the 2nd generation successfully debuting after the 1st,

if I keep working hard like this, someday I might be able to turn all 50 million citizens of South Korea into VTuber otakus and have them attend our wedding…!

“……!”

I clenched my fists tightly.

Indeed, to achieve the grand plan of brainwashing 50 million citizens, I need to work hard on my broadcasts.

Coincidentally, today is the day of the 2nd generation’s first collaboration stream.

An obligation has arisen to finish this well first.

We’ve been banned from doing collaboration streams for three weeks after today’s scheduled one.

The reason, as expected for VTubers, is to allow each member to establish their own broadcast color by highlighting their individuality and charm;

in other words, there will be no broadcasts showcasing the members’ chemistry for the next three weeks.

Solid chemistry between members is important.

This single collaboration stream will determine the future chemistry and atmosphere of the 2nd generation.

Our seniors, the 1st generation which includes Haruka, showed a strong, in some ways family-like chemistry.

It’s only natural, given they jumped into the VTuber scene with practically nothing and wrote a success story.

There’s no narrative that can beat that.

And we are their juniors.

Similarly, we must show off a strong friendship like them.

For this, we prepared a script and even went through multiple rehearsals, thoroughly preparing.

The broadcast starts at 9 PM.

It will be streamed for about an hour through the official Bellus account.

For this, the 1st generation seniors have cleared their schedules for three consecutive days,

so we can’t show the ‘rainbows’ (fans) a performance below expectations in this precious collaboration.

“Alright, to score a sweet, pure love honeymoon with Haruka…!”

And so, with my resolve, the 2nd generation’s first collaboration stream began—

“…So Kotori lay down on an amusement park table and cried her eyes out.”

“Right, that was a bit pitiful.”

“But everyone passing by was staring, so it was a bit awkward to act like we knew her.”

“And of all things, she was wearing a skirt, so her panties…”

“Kkyaaaaaaaang! Stop it!”

“What color were Kotori’s panties, you ask?”

“Hmm…”

“Yellow! Kuma-san (Mr. Bear)!”

“I told you not to! Uwaaaaaah……”

Um, weren’t we supposed to follow the script…?

The rehearsal I did definitely didn’t have this kind of atmosphere…




  Chapter 37: The first merger of the second generation
The 2nd generation’s first collaboration stream will be held on Bellus’s official account.

Today’s broadcast schedule was simple.

We would watch the newly released group cover song, share our first greetings along with behind-the-scenes stories and impressions of the cover song production, and then have time to answer the Rainbows’ questions through content similar to an ideal type world cup.

The Rainbows have many questions for us.

Therefore, this collaboration stream had a strong characteristic of content that resolves those curiosities.

I quickly turned on the program and loaded my avatar 10 minutes before the broadcast time.

「Kotori, you’re here?」

“Ari-nim!”

Ari-nim was in charge of hosting today’s broadcast.

She had her own avatar and, due to her numerous broadcasting experiences with the 1st generation members, was an all-rounder staff member capable of smooth hosting, so she was indispensable for such events.

「Then, shall we do a roll call?」

It seemed everyone else had already gathered, as no one was missing from the roll call.

Then, Ari-nim started the broadcast without delay.

‘There’s no need for a separate rehearsal, right?’

‘We’ve already done it many times.’

In fact, we started the broadcast 10 minutes early to avoid being late for the cover song release time.

「Hello, everyone Rainbows! Nice to see you~」

Ari-nim announced the start of the collaboration stream with a lively, bubbly voice.

It was hard to believe that voice and energetic atmosphere belonged to someone in her 30s.

And when she briefly manipulated the screen, large text saying ‘2nd Gen’s First Public Group Cover Song!’ appeared on the broadcast screen.

– Late..
– Open the doorrrrrrrrrr
– Oh
– Having a tug-of-war with the ceiling
– Oh, it opened
– Hoshino’s red pill was f*cking shocking lol [This user has been banned]
– Ari-noonaaaaaaaaaaa
– Cover song release in 10 minutes!
– Kya
– Noonaaa
– Ari-nim, your voice is too quiet~

「Ah, is my voice too quiet? Just a moment.」

Indeed, her experience from being dragged around by the 1st generation members hadn’t gone to waste; her broadcast hosting was smooth.

Nearly 80,000 viewers, including newly joined Rainbows and those drawn in by the debut broadcast’s buzz, were flooding the chat, and amidst that, she was no different from a veteran broadcaster, finding and banning disruptive chats that even the chat moderators couldn’t easily spot, and appropriately receiving feedback.

‘Why isn’t she actually a VTuber?’

「Now, then, shall we welcome Bellus’s new members? Is everyone ready? Please come out!」

「Hello~」

“Ah, hello!”

Five avatars appeared next to Ari-nim.

Then, the Rainbows who saw us sent cheers through the chat window.

– Hello hahaha
– Konzusa
– Everyone’s so fresh
– Kyaaaa
– Annyeonghaseumi~~~
– He-he-hello genius scientist-nim
– Cuteness overload..
– Bangapmao!
– Kotori is late hahaha
– Heok heok Zusa-nim is feeling good..
– Konshino!!!

It seemed everyone had already created their personal greetings, as greetings presumably from their respective fandoms appeared in the chat.

‘It’s a bit cringey… but I should probably make one too, right?’

‘Creating a greeting is like a stepping stone to more natural and friendly communication.’

‘Especially since it has the effect of helping fans remember and find me, allowing them to immediately recognize, ‘Ah, Kotori is here!’ through my greeting, it’s also essential for a VTuber.’

‘…To be honest, even Haruka has a cute greeting like ‘Banggaun Haru~’ (Happy Haru~), so it would seem strange for someone like me to not make one just because it’s cringey.’

‘Hmm. Something like ‘Bangapdarong’ might be good.’

「Today, the 2nd generation Timeless is having their first collaboration stream after their debut. First, shall we do a brief self-introduction? Starting with the member who debuted first!」

Sumire, who received a nod from Ari-nim, smiled brightly and moved her lips.

– ?
– ???
– Bard Mamang.. mic isn’t on
– hahaha what’s with the dorky charm

The sight of Sumire—possessor of a mature appearance and a deep, large chest that was healing just to look at—moving her lips like a goldfish was quite cute.

‘Just like her first broadcast, seeing her do dorky things that you wouldn’t expect from her appearance alone makes my heart ache.’

「Ahem… Th-then, shall I go first? Annyeonghaseumi~ I’m Sumire, Bellus’s 2nd generation member and a bard from another world-」

Perhaps thanks to her rich broadcasting experience, she, who had blushed shyly, showed a quick recovery as if nothing had happened and smoothly went through her self-introduction according to the script.

「Next, Kotori?」

Despite that small mishap, everyone finished their self-introductions, showcasing their individual charms, and then it was my turn.

I gulped and opened my mouth.

“Hello! I’m Bellus’s 2nd generation member, Timeless’s ge-ge-genius scientist, Kotori…!”

– Kya
– Ge-ge-ge-ge-genius hahahahahahaha
– hahahahaha
– Such a genius hahahahahaha
– Cute

‘I really shouldn’t have added the ‘genius’ setting…!’

As soon as I finished my self-introduction, my cheeks flushed.

Moreover, glancing at my colleagues, it seemed they were full of thoughts of teasing me, their insidious expressions visible beyond their avatars.

「Kotori, are you very nervous?」

「That’s right, shouldn’t a genius scientist who even time-traveled be a bit more confident?」

「Kawaii…!」

Hoshino asked with a slight smile and a playful tone.

It was incredibly awkward because this person, who never joked in real life, changed her personality as soon as the broadcast started.

Furthermore, Sumire Mamang, who received her joke, was even more malicious.

‘Where on earth did my kind Mamang go?’

‘By the way, Mao’s expression looks quite dangerous.’

‘Since that’s her facial tracking captured, I’m scared to imagine what kind of expression she’s making in real life… Azusa, with her eyes shining gloomily, is an added bonus.’

「Everyone, shall we give a big round of applause to the nervous genius scientist Kotori?」

When even Ari-nim added a slightly playful remark, the Rainbows started applauding by posting ‘ㅉㅉㅉㅉ’ in the chat.

‘Stop it… That makes it sound like tsk-tsking, which is even more embarrassing…!’

「Anyway, this is how our Bellus’s new treasures have debuted.」

「Waaah-!」

「First, since it’s almost time for the cover song release, let’s watch the cover song and then continue our talk!」

「Yes!」

– Ooh, overflowing with cuteness hahaha
– Sssseup haa..
– Everyone’s so d*mn cute hahaha

Amidst the viewers’ enthusiastic response, Ari-nim brought up the Mtube window.

There were about 30 seconds left until the cover song release time.

However, perhaps due to broadcast delay, the Mtube live countdown showed 2 minutes, so she naturally went into Mtube’s video settings and set it to 2x speed.

Then, the count started decreasing rapidly and perfectly synchronized to 30 seconds.

This was a minor trick that could be considered an essential skill for VTuber otakus;

it wasn’t a big deal, but since there’s a culture of watching cover song releases together on Mtube,

viewers who knew the trick naturally shared it, and it spread within Bellus.

‘I also learned this while browsing the gallery and used it very effectively.’

‘When Haruka had her 3D concert, this trick hadn’t spread yet, so only a few gallery members and I used it to react about 30 seconds earlier than other viewers and reap the benefits.’

「Now, let’s shout together! 5! 4! 3! 2! 1!」

– Let’s goooooo
– Let’s go
– 3
– 2
– Kyaaa
– 1
– Let’s gooo

As the chat window counted down in unison, the screen gradually brightened, and the figures of the 2nd generation members appeared.

As if trying to express a playful feeling that matched the title with their whole bodies,

from the very first scene, we appeared, smiling brightly across the screen, accompanied by cute BGM.

When the exciting beat started, our avatars began to bob their shoulders and sway their heads from side to side along with the song.

The unified voices playfully followed one after another, and the repetitive chorus further enhanced the cute feeling of the song.

– )))))))
– ((((
– )))))))
– )))))))
– ((((((((
– ))))
– ))))
– ((((
– ))))))
– (((((((

It was a song that once dominated the shorts scene, so characteristic in its strong repetitiveness and simplicity that only its BGM was extracted and used in various places.

Perhaps because of that, the unconsciously bobbing shoulders and heads were enough to make even those watching beyond the screen ride the same rhythm.

And matching the playful lyrics, we also shook our heads and shoulders, perfectly recreating that atmosphere.

Sumire passed her part with her characteristically fine vocal tone, and Hoshino received it with a coy yet excited voice.

Mao, in true Mao fashion, maintained a lively high tension, seeming to genuinely enjoy singing rather than just acting cute.

Moreover, perhaps because she was a native, even though she lagged the most among us in terms of singing skills alone, she even added gestures and leisurely handled her part.

Then, my part approached.

I looked away from the screen and squeezed my eyes shut.

‘Honestly, the sight of me singing while acting cute, no matter how much it’s hidden by an avatar, is a scene that tests one’s cringe tolerance.’

– No, she’s a total jaemmini (bratty kid) here hahaha
– So f*cking cute for real hahaha
– Come here!
– Nongnong-hi~
– I f e e l r e f r e s h e d
– hahahahahahahahahahahahahaha
– Is this really the person who sang Henspoce?

Although a slight awkwardness was present in my voice, it seemed to make it feel even cuter, as the chat window’s reactions exploded.

“Ugh……”

Regardless of me, who couldn’t stand still against the surging cringe and was fidgeting with my small fingers, the addictive melody soon came to an end.

This cover video, filled with cuteness and playfulness from beginning to end, probably clearly appealed our unique charm to the Rainbows.

‘Yes… it will definitely be etched in their memories as a dark history.’

‘Moreover, since it’s a cover song, the fact that it’s permanently archived on Mtube is an added bonus.’

‘It was a song I came up with in a hurry, but still, embarrassing things are embarrassing…’

‘Why on earth did I think of this particular song?’

‘…Still, we almost debuted without even a group song, so I guess what’s good is good.’

「Alright! And so, our 2nd generation’s cute cover release has ended. Shall we hear everyone’s impressions?」

「Hmm… Kotori is really cute, isn’t she… I want to just pick her up and gobble her all up. Hehe」

“What…?!”

‘Me again?’

‘By the way, was that last remark okay for broadcast censorship…?’

– Heok
– Heok
– What
– I also want to gobble her up and eat her hahaha [This user has been temporarily banned]
– For real
– She is f*cking cute though haha

「Azusa, please restrain yourself a bit. How about the other members?」

「I’m curious if anyone saw this. Are there any Rainbows who found the Easter egg?」

– Easter egg?
– Was there something like that?
– Ah hahaha, the cuteness is overwhelming, why would I look at anything else?

「In one corner of the screen, don’t you see a cute manager-nim?」

Perhaps because the chat reaction was good, Ari-nim didn’t give a strong warning and smoothly moved on.

Then Hoshino pointed to Ari-nim, who was dancing with a small butt shake in a corner of the cover song video, revealing the Easter egg.

– Ari-nim hahahahahahahahahaha
– She’s really there hahahahaha
– So tiny and cute hahaha
– hahaha Is it okay for a manager to be this cute?
– Make her bigger please..
– No, what’s she doing there? hahaha

“Ah, what happened was- we were all filming the cover song video together, and Ari-nim, perhaps getting excited while watching, joined in too…”

「I, I told you not to put this in!」

As I started to elaborate, Ari-nim, forgetting her polite speech and blushing, shouted.

Ari-nim had said not to use it in the video, arguing that it was the members’ first group cover and she couldn’t intrude, but we insisted, saying she looked too cute, and put a very small version of her in.

So, from her perspective, having her excited butt-shaking permanently archived must have been quite embarrassing.

「I had fun working on the song. I learned a lot about mixing while working with Azusa. Fufu.」

Mamang (Sumire) defended Azusa, letting everyone know that this song was covered purely through their own efforts.

Then, the Rainbows, realizing there were two members skilled in mixing in the 2nd generation, began to cheer.

「How about you, Mao? You really liked it, didn’t you?」

When Sumire kindly asked Mao, she, who seemed to be frowning while reading the chaotically scrolling chat, smiled brightly and nodded.

「Everyone is kawaii~! I’m happy to be debuting with you all!」

Mao showed a pure smile, seemingly just happy about debuting with us.

‘Yes, excluding Azusa who thinks everything is fine as long as it tastes good, Mao is the one among us who exudes the strongest yuri fragrance, so her reaction is understandable.’

‘During the training camp too, she would subtly stick close and touch my body all over, like some bald old man from a Japanese AV molester-on-a-train video.’

‘…Come to think of it, it seems everyone except Hoshino was like that.’

「Yes, just as Mao said, I hope our 2nd generation members can continue their activities for a long, long time.」

「Kya~」

「Everyone, I love you!」

The short cover song showcase passed in a warm and friendly atmosphere.

So far, the atmosphere has been mostly similar to what we planned with the script and rehearsals.

‘There were some factions trying to roast me in between, but if I think of it as an expression of affection, maybe it’s not so bad…’

「Everyone can see how much the 2nd generation members care for each other, right? It’s a heartwarming sight for me too~ Well, since we don’t have much time left, shall we move on to the next content right away?」

Unknowingly, 30 minutes had passed while we were chatting.

It was a suitable time to proceed with the next scheduled content.

While Ari-nim was briefly preparing the screen broadcast, I peeked at the viewer count.

“80,000…?”

‘……Is it a bug?’

‘Of course, since the AOL World Cup is starting soon, there are probably quite a few floating viewers gathered who have nothing else to watch before then, so I don’t think all these viewers are ours.’

‘However, at this point, with other major broadcasts also live, this number is enough to suggest we’re drawing in an external audience beyond even Ttoichi.’

‘If we can capture even half of these, the number of Rainbows to invite to my and Haruka’s grand wedding will increase…!’

「The next content is… Bellus 2nd Gen If World Cup!」

Anyway, the next content is a time to show the members’ chemistry and radiate their charm.

If we proceed well according to the script here, the first collaboration stream will end successfully.

‘Bellus’s success directly brings forward our successful marriage.’

I secretly clenched my fists tightly.

「Now, our 2nd generation members. Shall you come over here?」

「Yes!」

「Hai!」

Following Ari-nim’s words, we each positioned ourselves in our adorably decorated spots as practiced beforehand.

Then, Ari-nim began to proceed without delay.

「First question!」

Above us on the screen, an illustration of a deserted island unfolded.

And each of our SD characters floated up small.

「If you were to be stranded on a deserted island with one of the 2nd generation members~ who would you want to go with?」

It’s a simple ‘if’ game where you choose who you’d want to be with if you were to go somewhere or do something.

However, apart from its simplicity, many things could be decided here.

If Sumire Mamang and Azusa choose each other, they’ll be called the ‘main ship duo,’ providing a yuri angle for the viewers and allowing us to stage a business yuri performance.

‘Well, there’s a ghost story, or rather, a not-so-ghostly rumor, that some VTubers from the mainland actually started dating after such yuri baiting, but it ended badly, and now they don’t even mention each other…’

‘Setting aside whether that rumor is true or not, this kind of performance would enrich our stories and allow viewers to become more immersed.’

「Fufu… I’m a little excited.」

「Sumire will be popular, right?」

「Ung! If I were stranded on a deserted island, I’d like Sumire too. First, fresh milk every morning…」

「Kyaak! What are you saying!」

「Azusa…」

Azusa went a little wild, but this wasn’t a behavior that deviated greatly from the overall direction.

‘According to our script, we just need to engage in outrageous yuri with our colleagues here.’

‘Literally, we just need to exude an incredible amount of girlish charm and make the viewers lose their minds.’

‘Well, in terms of pure entertainment, we VTubers might fall short compared to major cam-streamers.’

‘However, VTubers have their own unique domain.’

‘And the proof of that would be those many viewers.’

‘A broadcast proceeding according to plan, and content succeeding beyond expectations.’

Perhaps having confirmed the rapidly increasing viewer count, Ari-nim warned Azusa and then, with a bright smile, asked me.

「Now, now, let’s proceed with the content. First up is Kotori. Kotori, if you were stranded on a deserted island, who would you want to be with? Please answer.」

“I…”

Originally, my answer here was predetermined.

I was supposed to answer Mao, with whom I got closest during the training camp.

‘…However, now that I received the question, I hesitated.’

‘It was because my heart was steadfastly reaching out to only one person.’

‘Therefore, even if it was scripted, I didn’t want to lie.’

I briefly put down the script I had written on my second monitor.

‘-I do like Mao, but I’m not the harem type… Sorry.’

And after apologizing to her internally, I hardened my expression seriously and answered.

“Haruka-sunbaenim.”

「She’s not a 2nd generation member.」

Ari-nim deadpanned.

‘Ehehe… Sorry!’




  Chapter 38: My classmates. I love you… … !
“She’s not a 2nd generation member.”

“Ehehehe…”

I chuckled awkwardly at Ari-nim’s reaction and peeked at the chat.

And as I’d seen on the gallery, the chat was already overflowing with all sorts of jokes and speculations about my relationship with Haruka-sunbae.

In short, the moment a yuri angle appeared, they started chatting like crazy.

– ?
– Kya hahahahahaha
– What about love for a senior? Nongtube
– She’s really serious hahahahaha
– ??
– Suddenly Haruka, wtf lol
– Hahahahahahahahahahahaha
– Ugh.. Kotori only has eyes for Haruka
– Yuri-oooooooooo!

‘Yes, as long as you guys understand my true feelings, that’s all that matters.’

‘They might be a bunch of perverted, insidious weirdos, but if things continue like this, I’ll personally invite them to my and Haruka’s wedding.’

‘When that time comes, make sure to come and wave your glow sticks enthusiastically when we have our vow kiss.’

「Kotori-chan, that’s too mean! I was serious!」

「Hai! I feel betrayed!」

But, as expected, for breaking the script with my surprise declaration, I had to face Mao’s roar head-on.

Her eyebrows were furrowed deeply, and her face was flushed red.

Also, the puppy ears on her head stood up as if angry, and her cutely pursed lips were drawn into a straight line, powerfully asserting, ‘I’m angry!’

She was definitely genuinely sulking.

‘I feel a little bad…’

‘After all, Mao is arguably my first friend, excluding my old VTuber otaku colleagues.’

Honestly, I never dreamed she would be this upset, but seeing her more intense reaction than expected, a sharp pain pricked my chest, and I felt a sense of guilt.

‘But I can’t help it!’

‘As a true Canary, I can’t miss the chance for an equator-desert-accelerated-friction-heat-outdoor-exposure-yuri-angle with Haruka on a deserted island…!’

「Kotori… do you have anything to say for yourself?」

Ari-nim asked sharply, like a prosecutor giving a defendant their final plea in court.

With a heart that felt like it was coughing up blood, I made excuses.

“B-but… if we’re stranded alone on a deserted island, I like Haruka-sunbae.”

「Kotori……」

Sumire Mamang sighed.

Her expression was like that of a mother looking at a child who was currently causing a lot of trouble.

The feeling of her distress, palpable even through the avatar, pricked my conscience.

Azusa, who had been watching from the side with a blank expression, said in a disappointed voice.

「I felt it at the amusement park too… Kotori really likes Haruka-sunbae, doesn’t she-」

‘No, why are you disappointed?’

‘According to the script, your main ship is Sumire Mamang.’

While I was inwardly sighing in disbelief, Ari-nim tilted her head with an interested look.

「Amusement park?」

「Ah, right. Ari-nim wasn’t there then, were you?」

「Manager-san! I have a lot to say!」

‘Right, come to think of it, Ari-nim wasn’t there, so she wouldn’t know the details.’

‘…But that story, no matter how I think about it, is embarrassing.’

Before the amusement park story, one of my dark histories, could be revealed, I cautiously tried to change the subject.

“Um… shall we continue with the content?”

However, they were already stepping on the accelerator like a runaway locomotive with broken brakes.

「Kotori-chan, you followed sunbae around all day at the amusement park!」

「She was so demure~ She even tried not to step on her shadow.」

「She’d trail exactly three steps behind, then blush if they made eye contact…」

「Oh my, really? I didn’t know Kotori had that side to her.」

“H-hey…?”

‘No, you were watching all of that?’

At the behind-the-scenes story that even I didn’t know, I couldn’t help but widen my eyes.

「Hai! The way you treat sunbae is too different! First, contack? You don’t even contack us!」

「That’s too much, Kotori…」

It seemed everyone was determined, as no one listened to me.

Even Ari-nim, who was supposed to be progressing the content, was watching with an intrigued expression, so all my efforts to naturally move past the situation went in vain.

‘By the way, I never thought Mao would be this upset…’

However, since we hadn’t met up or hung out separately unless it was a group gathering after returning to Korea, it seemed understandable.

Besides, I was busy with debut preparations, so I didn’t have a chance to contact her first.

Honestly, I hadn’t even thought about it, as the number of times I’ve contacted someone personally is truly countable on one hand.

Even the number of colleagues I’ve contacted personally is countable on one hand, so there’s no room for excuses.

“Heok.”

A chill ran down my spine.

‘…Have I been unknowingly accumulating bad karma?’

– Stepping on shadows, lol hahahahaha Is this the Joseon Dynasty?
– No hahahahaha, that’s really too much
– Boo, trash
– Is this rly true?
– Cherish your colleagues..
– Hmm.. this could be controversial
– Not even contacting them is really hahaha

“……”

The entire chat window seemed to sympathize with Mao’s complaint.

They seemed to have empathized with Mao’s plea, uniting to brand me as trash.

I, who was about to offer some explanation, closed my mouth.

No matter how I thought about it, I couldn’t come up with an excuse.

Perhaps it was fortunate that Hoshino, who didn’t seem particularly upset with me, was staying quiet.

It was the first time I was grateful for that Tibetan fox’s personality of not being particularly interested in others.

‘Still, that’s a relief.’

‘If Hoshino, at least, calmly assesses the situation and then urges the delayed content to proceed…’

「It was also funny when Kotori went to the haunted house with Haruka-sunbae. 」

“……?!”

My vision momentarily blurred.

‘I didn’t particularly believe it, but even you are roasting me…!’

As the last remaining fortress turned its back on me, I fell into despair and limply slumped over.

「Because they were only playing together, the seniors got annoyed and sent them to the haunted house…」

「Haruka-sunbae is scared of ghosts, so Kotori tried to protect her, you see?」

‘How could you say that!’

I exclaimed in surprise.

“I-I was wrong! Please, just not that…!”

– ???
– Haruka is scared of ghosts?
– hahaha so unexpected
– Kya
– Who’s protecting whom hahahahaha
– Virgin confirmed hahahahaha [This message has been temporarily hidden]
– hahaha They’re both cute

My Haruka’s weakness had been exposed.

To think that her fatally cute side, known only to me and the members, would be revealed to the whole world.

Of course, someone with a slight gap moe is naturally more charming than someone too perfect, so the viewers would probably take it well, but still, for the snowball to roll because of me…

It felt like the sky was falling.

‘Oh, could Haruka be upset with me because of this?’

‘…We only just started having skinship.’

「But then Kotori, who went in so confidently, came out bawling in Haruka-sunbae’s arms…」

「In a princess carry.」

「Ahahaha! Right!」

“Eeeeek…!”

I couldn’t listen anymore and dropped to my knees, covering my face with my hands.

To the woman I liked, no less, I had entered like a manly man, vowing to protect Haruka.

However, in the end, I was carried like a princess by the woman I liked, crying my eyes out.

This dark history dealt me too much psychological damage.

I wanted to just hide under a blanket and run away, but the reality was that my avatar was prominently displayed in the middle of the broadcast screen.

Being the shortest and thus positioned in the middle was my downfall.

My avatar, Kotori, as my body moved out of the facial tracking range, looked up at the sky with an expression as if its power had been turned off and it was ascending to heaven.

「Sunbae-nim was harsh too~」

「Because everyone was staring, at first I was embarrassed and tried to pretend I didn’t know her. But sunbae-nim just put her down on the table.」

– What is she, a puppy? hahahahaha
– hahahahaha Kotori’s treatment is hilarious
– They filmed a sitcom at the amusement park hahaha
– Where did Kotori go? hahahahahahaha

Through the gaps in my fingers, I could see the endlessly scrolling chat window.
With a dazed expression, I stared blankly at the scene.

‘How many viewers are there now?’

‘80,000?’

“……Heuk.”

‘To those people, I’ll be perceived as a coward who came out of a haunted house crying her eyes out while being carried, her back broken.’

‘That’s not the end of it.’

‘Since we’re VTubers, countless Kiri-nukis (clips) exist.’

‘Yes, my dark history will soon become dozens of clips, roaming around Mtube.’

I despaired, imagining that obvious future.

“I’m finished.”

‘My life points are already zero…’

However, regardless of my vanished vitality, my colleagues, who seemed to have a lot pent up, didn’t know when to stop.

「…So Kotori lay down on an amusement park table and cried her eyes out.」

「Right, that was a bit pitiful.」

「But everyone passing by was staring, so it was a bit awkward to act like we knew her.」

「And of all things, she was wearing a skirt, so her panties…」

“Kkyaaaaaaaang! Stop it!”

Even Sumire Mamang, who had even bought me cotton candy, was engrossed in teasing me.

At the betrayal of her, who had always taken care of me, I unknowingly screamed.

The chat window was flooded with ‘ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ’ upon hearing my scream.

‘…By the way, my panties were visible?’

‘My panties at that time were probably the very childish ones that were just lying around my studio apartment……’

「What color were Kotori’s panties, you ask? Hmm…」

‘No, no, stop right there.’

‘If you go any further, I’ll have no choice but to sh*t myself from shame.’

「Yellow! Kuma-san (Mr. Bear)!」

“I told you not to! Uwaaaaaah……”

– What
– An open-panty reveal like this hahahaha
– Yellow kyaaaaaaa
– Hahahahahahahahahahahahaha
– Oh..
– Yellow.. bear.. memo..
– Come here!
– Truly a loli hahahahaha [This user has been temporarily banned]
– This is precious..

[KotoriToMakeABaby-nim donated 10,000 won!]
(I should use this as reference for fanart, right?)

[NongJjukPpangTteok-nim donated 1,000 won!]
(Me…mo…..)

[KotoriSoftSoles-nim donated 1,000 won!]
(Uryat! Uryat! Uryat! Uryat! Uryat! Uryat! Uryat! Uryat! Uryat! Uryat!)

My colleagues and the viewers were united in their enthusiastic roasting.

Donations were also pouring in.

It was as if everyone was determined to firmly cement my dark history, all of them pouring out roasts.

“……”

‘It seems everyone has already forgotten about progressing the content.’

My mind was already in a whirl, unable to collect itself, and the last remaining shred of vitality in my heart was disappearing.

‘Where on earth did all the strong camaraderie from the script and rehearsals go?’

‘……As expected, this is all my karma.’

I looked back on the misdeeds I had committed so far.

I didn’t contact my colleagues first unless they contacted me; at the amusement park, although I really only saw Haruka, I ignored the other seniors and colleagues as if only she existed; come to think of it, the script went off-track because I didn’t answer the question properly and mentioned Haruka first…

‘Wow, laying it all out like this, I really am trash.’

As I was powerlessly berating myself, left with nothing but an empty shell, Ari-nim spoke to me in a kind voice.

Her voice sounded exceptionally warm.

「Now- Kotori?」

Her call, waking me from my despair, made me reflexively lift my head.

“……Yes.”

「Your colleagues’ love is so special, so Kotori should love her colleagues too, right?」

Her voice was gentle, but within it was a solemn reprimanding air, like a homeroom teacher from school days.

Ari-nim’s question slowly pierced deep into my heart.

The smiling faces of my colleagues on the screen, and the viewers’ reactions laughing as they watched, entered my eyes.

‘Yes… No matter how much I like Haruka the most, I am a 2nd generation member.’

‘If I can’t take care of those closest to me, how can I marry Haruka and have intense, intimate, powerful yuri-yuri rice?’

“Yeees… I’m sorry.”

I didn’t know if them roasting me relentlessly was love, but hearing her words reminded me of the days when I had no friends and just watched broadcasts and browsed galleries in my room.

Unlike then, now I have colleagues around me.

But I’m still stuck in the same place.

‘…The lack of social skills is ultimately my karma.’

「Then, don’t you have something to say to your colleagues?」

Ari-nim’s voice was consistently gentle.

However, the coercion contained within that gentleness was clear.

I took a deep breath and slowly parted my lips.

“……L-love… you?”

「Louder!」

“C-colleagues. I love you……!”

– Kya
– It’s a happy ending~
– I love youuuuuu
– What about colleague love? Nongtube hahahahaha
– Karma.. needs to be settled, right?
– Kyaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa
– So heartwarming

And so, I,with about 80,000 viewers watching, closed my eyes tightly and shouted my love.




  Chapter 39: Even if you couldn’t protect the girl who stayed out overnight, wouldn’t it be a no-count since you’re friends?
The first collaboration stream, regardless of how it was for me, ended successfully with a much larger response than expected.

Even though we couldn’t finish all the prepared questions because we kept straying off topic, the viewers didn’t particularly complain, so it must have been a success anyway.

However, regardless of the outcome of the collaboration, I had a task remaining.

「Kotori, stay.」

After the collaboration ended and my colleagues were leaving the Discord one by one, Ari-nim’s cold and solemn voice echoed in my ears.

I flinched and hunched my shoulders.

“Ueng?”

「Acting cute won’t get you off the hook. You need to make up with Mao, right?」

“It’s not acting cute…”

‘It’s just that Woo Seowoo was born with a slightly short tongue, so exclamations come out weirdly…’

‘But, were we fighting?’

「Tsk! Kotori, you were in the wrong, so you need to apologize properly. Understand?」

“Yes…”

‘This feels completely like being treated like a child… It’s a strange feeling.’

‘It really feels like I’m an elementary schooler being scolded by the homeroom teacher for doing something wrong.’

Anyway, the lesson from the collaboration stream wasn’t lost on me.
So, even after Ari-nim left the voice chat, I cautiously offered an apology to Mao, who had remained.

“Um… I’m sorry.”

However, as if the figure she showed during the broadcast wasn’t false, she was silent for a moment before asking back in a calm voice.

「…What are you sorry for?」

‘What.’

‘Could it be that Japan also has that uncomfortable algorithm between men and women?’

“Th-that is…”

Receiving ‘that’ famous algorithmic question that any Korean man would want to avoid, my brain momentarily froze.

‘What am I supposed to say in this situation?’

‘If I say sorry for not taking care of her all this time, isn’t a response like, ‘Do I look like I’m angry because of that?’ going to come back?’

But anyway, I had to say something to appease her anger.

I wracked my brain and chose my words as carefully as possible to answer.

“S-so… all this time… I haven’t been able to take ca-care of you…… and also, I-I haven’t contacted you, and, and alsooo…”

「Pfft, puhahahahahah! Joke, joke! Kotori-chan, you’re too serious!」

Fortunately, she wasn’t seriously questioning me, and she quickly burst into laughter with a playful voice.

“……Phew.”

I let out a sigh of relief, relaxing my stiff shoulders.

Just as the situation was about to pass smoothly, Mao’s voice suddenly became serious again.

「Kotori.」

“…Uh, uh-huh?”

「Do you have time now?」

“Hmm……”

Once the collaboration ended, the 1st generation members would soon start their streams, and I had to watch Haruka’s broadcast while browsing the gallery and even live-commentating, so I was actually quite busy.

However, her unusually subdued voice and serious tone weighed on my mind.

Usually, Mao’s tension is incredibly high.

Sometimes she was so overly energetic that it was  chaotic, but seeing her always smiling brightly like that, I often marveled inwardly, thinking, ‘With this kind of personality, she must have adapted quickly even in unfamiliar Korea.’

Mao seemed like someone who could play well on her own.

But come to think of it, she had crossed the sea alone to become a VTuber in Korea.

Her family and friends would all be in Japan, so the only people she was relatively close to here would be the Bellus members and company staff.

In the midst of that, I, who had become closest to her during the training camp, had practically abandoned her.

So, I thought she must have been very lonely.

I pondered for a moment and then nodded.

“I’m not busy.”

「Then, Watashi’s house… want to come?」

“Now…?”

The collaboration stream, which had lasted an hour, started at 9 PM, so it was already past 10 PM.

Her house, I heard, was near the main office, so it wasn’t too far by taxi.

But if I went to her house now, it would be the same as staying overnight.

‘Will this be okay?’

‘…I haven’t even slept over at Haruka’s house yet.’

「Yes. I’m lonely.」

Hearing her dejected voice, like a puppy caught in the rain, it would be a lie to say a conflict didn’t arise in my heart for a moment.

It was the first time I heard a girl say she was lonely.

Perhaps if I were still a man, and before I met Haruka, I wouldn’t have hesitated and would have flown over in my underwear.

But I was destined to marry Haruka someday.

Honestly, I wanted to preserve my premarital sleepover chastity.

“……”

‘…Still, thinking about Mao shivering with loneliness in her small studio apartment, further deliberation became pointless.’

‘Didn’t I learn it during today’s collaboration stream?’

‘If I can’t take care of those closest to me, then ultimately, even my marriage with Haruka might not come to fruition.’

‘Well, even if I couldn’t keep my sleepover virginity, since we’re friends, doesn’t it not count?’

And so, thinking like a childhood friend heroine from a manga with a very bad tag, I nodded.

“Okay… I’ll go now.”



While Woo Seowoo was leaving her house and heading to Rika’s (Mao’s) house by taxi, the Bellus Gallery was showing a more active post regeneration rate than ever before.

First of all, the number of visitors was extremely high.

Bellus Gallery already had the largest fandom size in Korea, but thanks to the successful debut of the 2nd generation, it had attracted so many new users that it even briefly topped the real-time gallery rankings on the gallery site.

In this bustling state of the gallery, the only suppressor, Patakgunja, was absent due to personal reasons, so there was no way the gallery would run smoothly…… or so one would think.

[Popular] [Upvote if today’s 2nd gen collab was fulfilling hahaha.jpg]
[Looking forward to Haruka’s stream hahaha, wonder if she’ll tell the amusement park story]
[Kohaku is live!!!!!!!.jpg]
[So only two are streaming today?]
[Is the fcking sub-mod missing again?]
[Yaral Fairy entrance hahaha]
[Popular] [Please make Kotori’s bear panties into merch.jpg]
[Popular] [Personal opinion) My dck almost exploded because of the 2nd gen collab’s cuteness…]
[Ugh.. I wish Azusa would kidnap and confine me..]
[So is it confirmed that Haruka’s main ship is Kotori?]
[Popular] [Kotori seems to be the 2nd gen’s attachment doll]

For some reason, the usual trolls weren’t visible.

Furthermore, most of the floating viewers who had casually watched the collaboration and briefly visited the gallery had left to watch the AOL World Cup finals.

What remained were the VTuber otakus, boasting an incredibly increased size after recruiting new Rainbows.

Of course, the newly joined users sometimes made mistakes, but the old-timer VTuber otakus, who had become generous due to Bellus’s another success, kindly guided them onto the highway to life’s destruction.

Thus, the poor lambs, who might have invented superconductors if they hadn’t encountered Bellus, pressed the happiness button called VTuber otakuism in exchange for half-giving up on life.

And while this chaotic yet strangely well-functioning gallery was actively buzzing.

As the number of members increased to nine, a huge piece of gossip that would temporarily unify the haphazardly posted stories about the members dropped—

Mao@Mao_

🐤Kotori is coming!

Gonna turn on Spaces while eating late-night snacks!!!

…It was none other than the news of Mao and Kotori’s real-life yuri.

When the precious real-life yuri Spaces angle appeared, the gallery, upon hearing this news, literally erupted into a frenzy.

[Popular] [I hope Mao f*cks Kotori]

Yes~

Upvotes: 445 Downvotes: 0

– Kya hahahahahahaha
– Oh….
– Insertion scene where?
└ Who’s the futa?
└ Honestly, Kotori has a huge dck vibe
└ Sir.
– hahahaha this is crazy
– Upvote upvote haha
– Did she say they’re drinking?
└ Dunno, I just hope they drink her bodily fluids at least
└ That’s good
└ Do you get drunk from drinking bodily fluids?
└ Well, Mao will definitely take Kotori’s virginity lol
└ Oh
└ Aren’t you crazy bstards;;;;;;

The sub-moderator Patakgunja, who would stop the excessive sexual harassment, was currently absent.

Once the suppressor disappeared, the VTuber otakus went wild like fish in water.

And while they were eagerly waiting for Mao’s Spaces to begin.

Mao@Mao_

(Mao • Today 23:39 PM)
Kotori arrived!!!!!!!!

Finally, the long-awaited news arrived.

Then, they held their breath and entered Mao’s Spaces, anxious not to miss any part of this important moment.

「Ah ah, can you hear my voice?」

Mao’s voice, small yet clear, came from beyond the screen.

Even the slightly degraded voice heard through the microphone evoked a sensibility in them, as if listening over a telephone.

「Did you turn on Spaces?」

Kotori’s small voice could be heard from behind.

The sound of her small feet lightly tapping the floor as she seemed to move around busily was also clearly caught by the microphone.

「Hai!」

「I haven’t even finished setting up…」

「Kotori-chan! Bring out the alcohol and women!」

「……Where did you learn that.」

The VTuber otakus felt a guilty pleasure, as if they were eavesdropping on the duo’s daily life.

But they were the VTubers they loved.

Who could resist the situation of peeking into the private daily lives of those they liked?

Furthermore, the rustling sounds from beyond the microphone and the occasional clinking of cups and plates added to the sense of presence, tickling their ears, and the VTuber otakus, feeling a surge of dopamine, began to live-commentate on the gallery.

[Spaces is.. a very good culture..]
[Mao’s voice sounds surprisingly good on Spaces]
[Popular] [Sht, 3-second cut.jpg]
[Where do you listen to Spaces, you fckers]
[Popular] [She turned on Spaces while eating Kotori, not late-night snacks, right?]
[Popular] [Kotori << Hearing this btch’s voice on Spaces feels like committing a crime]
[Am I the only one who can’t hear the voice right now?]
[Guys, where do you listen to Spaces?]
[Spaces on! Spaces on! Spaces on! Spaces on!]

The new users who hadn’t experienced the unfamiliar culture of Spaces shed tears of blood.

Normally, they would have kindly taught the new users how to listen to Spaces.

But such things didn’t even register in their eyes.

The specialness of it being the 2nd generation’s first Spaces and a joint Spaces had stimulated the impulse not to miss even a passing breath.

「Mao, are you going to drink?」

「Alcohol? I’m drinking soju!」

「I’m not really into soju…」

「Kotori-chan is an alcohol weakling!」

「…You speak Korean well.」

Kotori’s disheartened voice was heard.

Mao’s voice was as energetic as on stream.

But Kotori’s voice was somehow different.

If her voice on stream was nasal and childlike, her current voice was quite comfortably low-pitched.

The tone of her voice itself had risen, but it had become calmer and more natural, strangely tickling the ears.

「I’ll just drink beer.」

「Boo.. cowardly weakling!」

「…Should I just leave?」

「Gomennasai…!」

The sound of Mao and Kotori bickering and grumbling strangely tickled the hearts of those listening.

Also, every nuance of their speech, which couldn’t be heard during the collaboration stream, felt unfamiliar.

The VTuber otakus, granted the privilege of enjoying this private moment of their favorite idols in real-time, had already forgotten about browsing the gallery and were pouring all their concentration into Spaces.

「Many Rainbows have come!」

「How many people came…… N-nine thousand?!」

At that moment, Kotori, seemingly having discovered the number of people who had entered their Spaces, screamed in fright.

Usually, Spaces had a strong perception of being something only truly die-hard fans would listen to, so not that many people visited.

But it wasn’t entirely wrong either, because unless one’s brain was completely addled, they wouldn’t go to the trouble of listening to Spaces as part of their fandom activities.

However, the specialness of it being a joint Spaces and the strange resonance of it being their virgin Spaces had drawn in a multitude of Rainbows.

「This makes it hard to read mentions…」

「Let’s broadcast!」

「We’re banned from doing collabs for a while, remember?」

「Isn’t it okay if we just open the chat?」

「Should I call Ari-nim…」

And so, their Spaces, which had attracted 9,000 Rainbows within 10 minutes of opening, eventually started on Ttoichi with only the chat window activated, under Ari-nim’s permission.




  Chapter 40: Joint space
I arrived in front of the building Mao had sent me the address to, my hands full of luggage.

The villa she lived in was quite luxurious.

It was incomparable to my house, which didn’t even have an elevator.

Perhaps she could afford such a place not only because of the contract money but also the money she earned from her VTuber activities in Japan.

“……”

Waiting for the elevator to ascend, I was enveloped in a strange tension.

Even though I was in a woman’s body now, my mind was still that of a man, so being alone with her on a quiet night like this felt a bit awkward.

…And perhaps because I remembered her joke from the training camp, asking, ‘Should we live together?’, I found myself fidgeting unnecessarily.

Ding-dong—

The small vibration of the elevator stopping was felt through the tips of my toes.

When the doors opened, soft lighting flowed through the already dim, shaded corridor.

“Hoo……”

I took a deep breath against the sound of my heart pounding in my ears.

As I walked cautiously, checking the numbers next to the doors one by one, Mao’s house number came into view.

Approaching the front door and pressing the doorbell, I soon heard small footsteps approaching from inside.

“Okaeri!” (Welcome home!)

Seeing Mao with sparkling eyes, like a puppy waiting for its owner, as if she had been expecting me, a dry laugh escaped me.

‘Feeling nervous was kind of stupid.’

“Did you order delivery?”

“Hai! Tteokbokki and chicken!”

She exclaimed, raising her hands high.

Something large could be seen swaying inside her loose-fitting knit sweater.

‘……This btch isn’t wearing a bra.’

I subtly averted my gaze from the massive chest bouncing before my eyes and unpacked the luggage I had brought.

She then looked at me with a puzzled expression, then tilted her head upon seeing the luggage I was unpacking.

“Seowoo-chan, what’s that?”

“It’s Haruka-sunbae merch. A cushion and a blanket.”

“……Haruka-senpai?”

For a moment, her eyes half-closed as if she were disgusted.

‘Hmm… Was it a bit much to bring Haruka’s merch right after it came up in today’s collab?’

However, I ignored her dumbfounded reaction and placed the merch in her hands.

‘Any junior VTuber under Haruka should naturally own at least one piece of Haruka merch, shouldn’t they?’

‘I don’t know if Japan has a housewarming culture, but as a first visit gift for a Bellus member, there’s probably no gift more suitable than this.’

‘Come to think of it, I need to give Sumire Mamang a gift too… It’s truly sad, but I owe her a lot, so I might have to give her my cherished Haruka keychain or a life-sized standee.’

“Seowoo-chan is a sunbae-fool…”

“Isn’t it about time you knew?”

Unashamed of my love for Haruka, I proudly puffed out my chest.

Mao then followed suit, straightening her posture and thrusting out her massive chest.

‘What’s this? Is she challenging me to a palm-pushing contest with our chests?’

‘My reach is short.’

“Watashi, oppai (boobs) bigger than senpai.”

“You little sh*t.”

‘How dare you compare Haruka’s sacred breasts to that lump of fat?’

‘Breasts, by nature, are judged not by their size but by their shape and balance.’

‘That gyaru-looking girl’s ridiculously large breasts will eventually sag due to gravity when she gets older.’

‘But what about Haruka’s breasts?’

‘Based on my experience of being directly embraced by her, her breasts boasted not only a size far exceeding the average but also a perfect balance of temperature, texture, elasticity, and everything else, making them the finest breasts imaginable.’

‘Well… Haruka is human too, so unlike me who isn’t affected by gravity at all, they might sag a little with age, but that’s something I can take care of with daily massages, so it won’t be a problem anyway.’

Anyway, I stuck out my tongue slightly and followed her as she hugged the Haruka merch and headed inside, carefully stepping into the room.

“The house… is really nice, huh?”

It looked good even just from the building’s exterior, but seeing the large living room with a kitchen and small dining table next to it, and a mini-sofa and soundproof booth on the other side, it was a studio apartment that looked spacious and nice enough, more than enough for one person.

“Futaba-san found it for me!”

“Futaba-ssi did…?”

Futaba-ssi was Kim Kanghyun’s wife, Breast Milk Mom.

It seemed they were close, perhaps because they were both Japanese.

‘I heard there are a lot of jeonse (lease) scams these days, so it’s a relief Futaba-ssi helped her.’

I nodded and looked around.

“……So, what now?”

Perhaps because it hadn’t been long since she moved in, or because Mao, belying her gyaru-like appearance, lived neatly, the house didn’t have much of a lived-in feel yet.

In other words, there wasn’t much to do.

I’ve never visited a friend’s house before, so I don’t really know what to do in situations like this.

In anime or novels, they seem to play board games or something, but I don’t see anything like that…

I didn’t know when the delivery food would arrive, and it was quite daunting to think about how to endure this awkward silence.

“Watashi told Mohumo I’d turn on Spaces.”

“You’re doing Spaces?”

Mohumo was Mao’s fandom name.

‘Since she told them she’d turn on Spaces, I guess I’ll be seeing my friend’s business side soon.’

In the VTuber industry, Spaces had a strong perception of being a time for ‘gachikoi’ (serious fan love).

It was a different feeling from brewing ‘yuksu’ (fanboy broth, referring to intense male fans) on stream.

It was like sharing a VTuber’s daily life over the phone, as if talking to a girlfriend.

Well, it was more one-sided communication from the host rather than two-way, but still, listening to Spaces was considered the pinnacle of gachikoi, to the point where you could be evaluated as a truly head-over-heels ‘beoyuksu’ (VTuber broth fan).

“With Seowoo-chan!”

“……Says who?”

‘Gal!’ (Hey!)

‘You want me to put on a sweet voice and act cute like I’m talking to my boyfriend?’

‘I wouldn’t do that even if I died and came back to life.’

As I shook my head violently, my well-managed hair, thanks to salon visits with Sumire Mamang, fluttered softly.

Then, in my field of vision through the strands of hair, I saw her eyebrows droop into a sad V-shape.

“I wanted to do Spaces with a friend……”

“……”

“I was looking forward to it because I made colleagues……”

‘…Right.’

‘Maybe just for today would be okay.’

‘Besides, it might be less embarrassing if we do it together.’

‘Well, it’s not like we absolutely have to do gachikoi on Spaces, so we can probably just do a mukbang.’

“…Alright. Let’s do it.”

“Kya! Seowoo-chan daisuki-!” (I love you!)

As soon as the words left my mouth, Mao spread her arms and jumped up.

It was obvious she was rushing towards me, but I had no time to dodge.

In an instant, I was enveloped in her embrace, my face buried directly in her massive chest.

“Mmmph!”

‘Th-this… this uselessly large lump of fat……!’

‘I’m suffocating to death!’

Ding-dong—!

“Delivery’s here!”

“Kkuek.”

‘Thank goodness.’

‘If it weren’t for the delivery food, I might have had my face buried in that uselessly large chest and died a comfortable death, never to open my eyes again.’

I took a deep breath and got up from my seat.

“Tteokbokki, chicken! Tteokbokki, chicken!”

Completely oblivious to how I had almost departed from this world because of her, she held the food in both hands, humming a tune, and began setting it up in the kitchen.

I sighed and approached her.

“I’ll do it. Let’s turn on Spaces.”

“Hehehe. Ung!” (Okay!)

She nodded as if simply happy and giggled.

“……”

Honestly, it was quite a destructive smile.

Perhaps because she wasn’t wearing her usual gyaru makeup, she looked rather innocent.

Azusa had been vowing to fix that makeup style someday, and somehow, I empathized with her.

While setting up the food, I watched Mao, who couldn’t hide her excitement and was fiddling with her phone, and asked.

“Did you turn on Spaces?”

“Hai!”

It seemed she was quite impatient, as the setup wasn’t even complete yet.

She propped her phone up in a corner of the dining table and then slammed the table loudly, exclaiming.

“Kotori-chan! Bring out the alcohol and women!”

‘Where did she learn that from?’

‘Did someone give her a pirated Korean patch?’

‘…Well, still, seeing her this happy, I guess it was good that I came.’

A smile unknowingly spread across my face at her sky-high tension, as if she were genuinely thrilled.



“Sssseup— It’s spicy…”

“Kotori-chan, are you okay?”

As I took a bite of tteokbokki, my tongue tingled as if it were on fire.

Sweat beaded on my brow, and my mouth felt so hot it was as if spicy steam would come out.

– Spicy weakling lol hahahahahahaha
– Oh..
– That sounds lewd..
– Tteokbokki is spicy?
– What spice level is it?

“Level 2… Sssseup! Haak……”

“Gomen…” (Sorry…)

Mao, who had offered me the tteokbokki, had a worried look on her face, but it was a situation where it was difficult to hold her responsible.

I didn’t know Woo Seowoo was such a spice weakling who would almost die from just level 2, so it probably wasn’t her fault.

Come to think of it, I hadn’t really eaten spicy food since my body changed, and to think I’d end up like this after eating tteokbokki that even Mao, a Japanese person, didn’t find very spicy.

‘Woo Seowoo really is something else…’

“Haak… I-I’m okay, just give me water……”

“Here, wateu!”

“Th-thank you…… Haak.”

– Uooooh..
– The sound isㄷㄷ
– Is this a moan?
– So f*cking hot (This user has been temporarily banned)
– What’s with the moaning sound hahahahaha
– Are you two perhaps yuri-ing right now?
– Did you put your finger in? (This user has been banned)

The chat window of my activated stream started scrolling up rapidly.

My tongue hurts like hell, and they’re spouting nonsense, making me dizzy.

I didn’t open the chat for them to type crap like that.

Furthermore, since we were doing Spaces, not a regular broadcast, there were no chat moderators, so it wasn’t being managed well.

I banned a few chats and then drank the water Mao handed me.

But as soon as it entered my mouth, the overwhelming smell of alcohol made me spit it out.

“Puuuuub! This is soju!”

“Ee?!”

“Are you trying to kill me…!”

‘To feed me soju even after seeing the disaster at the pajama party!’

I glared at her with eyes full of betrayal.

Mao looked into my paper cup with a flustered face, but it was already too late.

In an instant, my face flushed hot, and strangely, strength drained from my body.

“Ugh… You’re bad.”

“Ko-Kotori-chan?”

I didn’t want to drink soju, so while Mao finished two bottles by herself, I had been sipping on a tiny can of beer next to her, but now it’s all ruined.

I tapped the table with my palm, blinking my eyes to try and regain my scattered senses.

‘That disaster happened at the training camp, I didn’t want it to happen again…’

“You… You really are bad.”

“……”

“Telling everyone my panty color too.”

Perhaps because a lot of alcohol had entered my system, the thoughts I had kept bottled up inside spilled out.

For a moment, I wondered if I was being too petty, but honestly, Mao was in the wrong for that.

‘……But I was in the wrong too.’

Feeling sorry, I unnecessarily called her name.

“Maooooo.”

“Uh-uh-huh?”

“Hehe… It’s not spicy anymore.”

“……That’s a relief.”

My body gradually became lethargic, and everything started to blur a little.

My mind grew hazy, and for some reason, a smile kept spreading across my lips.

The scent of alcohol tickling my nose felt strangely good.

Mao was staring at me intently, so, feeling a sense of rivalry, I had a staring contest with her.

‘Come to think of it, this is the first time I’ve been alone with Mao.’

‘Even though we always stuck together during the training camp, others were always there too.’

“……”

‘But my eyes are stinging.’

‘I don’t want to lose the staring contest, so should I pretend to look at the chat for a moment?’

– Uh oh
– Drunk lol haha
– Hahahahahahahahahahahaha
– No, did she get drunk from one shot of soju?
– LGD LGD LGD (Legend Legend Legend)
– Isn’t this going to cause an accident?
– Turn off Spaces ASAP
– This is gonna be a disaster
– Uh oh, if you make a slip of the tongue, it’ll be big trouble

“Ugh, what’s with acting all sweet…”

“Kotori-chan! Stop……!”

Looking at the chat window, my mood soured instantly.

I wasn’t even drunk, but as expected of yuksu, the fuss in the chat was excessive.

Those kinds of people need to be nipped in the bud to be eradicated.

However, Mao hugged me tightly and covered my mouth, so I couldn’t smash the heads of the fuss-making VTuber otakus.

Frustrated, I struggled and shouted.

‘Let go of me!’

“Ubu bub!”

“That’s all for today’s Spaces! Minna, see you tomorrow! Bye-bye!”

“Ububububub!”

She held my body firmly and had already pressed the Spaces end button.

I turned my head as if to escape, but I ended up buried in Mao’s shoulder.

‘Hmm, still, it’s soft and nice…’

As her arms wrapped around both my shoulders, a strange sense of stability washed over me.

There was also an incredibly soft cushion behind my head, so I was enveloped in a comfortable feeling.

“Kotori-chan, sleepy?”

“Uung…”

Mao asked, brushing my sweat-stuck bangs back.

The feeling of her breath brushing past my forehead was strangely nice, making me feel languid.

“Then, shall we sleep like this?”

“Brushing teeth… I have to……”

‘No matter how sleepy I am, I have to brush my teeth…’

‘It would be the worst if my breath stinks when I kiss Haruka.’

But my eyes kept closing.

As I forcibly held my head up in my narrowing field of vision, she spoke to me.

“Kotori-chan, you sleep. I’ll brush your teeth for you.”

“Uung…? I’m not a baby…”

“There, there~ Shall we go koko nenne (sleepy-bye) now?”

“……Where did you learn that from.”

I let out a dissatisfied grumble, but as her hand began to stroke my head, drowsiness rapidly overcame me.

‘Come to think of it, I sweated a bit from eating spicy food, so won’t I smell if I sleep like this?’

“…I want to shower too.”

“Really?”

“Ung…”

“Watashi, can I wash you?”

‘What.’

‘Even when Sumire Mamang washed me, I cried from embarrassment, and you want me to go through that again…?’

In the encroaching drowsiness, I forced my sluggish tongue to move and refused.

“No… way.”

And then, my consciousness cut off, and I didn’t hear her next words.




  Chapter 41: Is this real?
“Mmmmnn…”

Within my hazy consciousness, a heavy headache rears its head.

A strange pain that splits the space between my eyebrows wells up, and a shallow sigh escapes me on its own.

I slowly open my eyes.

Then, an unfamiliar white ceiling comes into view.

“Huh.”

It’s an unfamiliar ceiling.

‘Where am I?’

I try to turn my head to survey my surroundings, but with every movement, my head throbs, and my stomach churns unpleasantly.

I tried to slowly steady my breathing and sit up, leaning against the bed, but an unexpected weight pressed down on one of my arms.

And the moment I identified what that weight was, my heart sank with a thud.

“Rika…?”

“Umm… Seowoo-chyaaan…”

Sleeping peacefully beside me, muttering in her sleep, was none other than Mao (Rika).

With an innocent expression, she had my arm tucked between her massive breasts and was sound asleep.

‘Wait… what happened yesterday?’

Rummaging through my memories, I recalled doing Spaces with Mao and asking for water because the tteokbokki was too spicy.

Then she gave me soju, thinking it was water, and after drinking that, I…

After that, it’s hazy.

It seems that because I had already drunk beer, I passed out after just one sip of soju.

First, I started struggling to free my arm, which was tightly wedged between the large lumps of fat.

“Hey… th-this thing…”

“Aaang!”

“Argh, seriously…!”

Every time I twisted my arm to pull it out, the soft lumps of fat also changed shape and clung to me like a waterlogged sponge.

For a moment, I considered just lying back down as if nothing had happened and enjoying her supremely soft breasts, but I just took a few deep breaths and dispelled the wicked thought.

‘First, I need to assess the situation.’

In my wavering vision, leftover delivery food and empty alcohol bottles were scattered on the distant dining table.

And when I turned my gaze again, my clothes and underwear were strewn haphazardly on the floor next to the bed…… What?

“Wha-whaaaaat?!”

Startled, I lifted the blanket.

Then, a pure white naked form came into view.

My pale skin and meager chest were clearly exposed, and below that, my bare mound was also completely uncovered without any barrier.

‘……Was I eaten?’

‘Has my virginity… no, my chastity, which I had saved for Haruka, vanished so meaninglessly?’

A sudden surge of injustice welled up, and half-sobbing, I shook the crazy, lewd gyaru who had taken my virginity awake.

“Heyyyyy…! Wake up……”

“Umm… I don’t want to-“

“Wake uuuup……!”

‘To think she’d get me drunk and take my virginity like some ‘golden-haired dude’ from a manga, and then sleep so peacefully.’

Sorrow surged, and unknowingly, tears of blood streamed down my face.

‘B*stard…!’

Eventually, I couldn’t hold back and slapped Mao across the face.

“Wake up!”

Slap—!

“Kyahng!”

Mao clutched her face, her eyes wide like a startled rabbit, and looked at me.

Then, with a bewildered face, she saw me crying and asked, her expression still sleepy.

“Seowoo-chan…?”

“Y-you, you b*stard…”

“W-what?”

Clutching the blanket like a farmer’s wife whose virginity had been forcibly taken by a wicked medieval lord, I glared at her, tears streaming down my face.

“What did you do to me yesterday.”

“Eeeeeeh?!”

‘Even if you look at me with those innocent eyes, my wounded hymen will not forgive you. You detestable thing.’

“I-I didn’t do anything!”

“You expect me to believe that now?”

‘The evidence that can clearly explain the current situation, my bear-print panties, is lying right there on the floor, and you’re saying that?’

‘I don’t know about Japan, but in Korea, the victim’s tears are the evidence.’

‘And when in Rome, do as the Romans do; that’s the way of the world.’

‘So, even if you’re a foreign worker, you’re getting a prison sentence, no escape!’

“It’s true!”

But seeing her genuinely aggrieved face, I thought I might be misunderstanding something.

“……You really didn’t do anything?”

“Really!”

“……”

‘…Come to think of it, my body doesn’t feel particularly strange, as if something bad happened, and she looks so genuinely wronged, maybe I should believe her for once.’

‘But then why on earth was I sleeping naked?’

Puzzled, I tilted my head.

“Ah! Seowoo-chan, you smelled sweaty, so I washed you!”

“You b*stard!”

‘Then you should have put clothes on me before putting me to bed. You lewd gyaru btch.’



Fortunately, after confirming my virginity was intact, I had a simple meal with Mao and returned home.

My stomach was a bit upset due to the hangover, but thankfully, it was bearable.

Actually, my first solo broadcast after debut is scheduled for this evening, so I have a lot to prepare, and I also need to manage the gallery, so I don’t really have time to rest…

As I’ve mentioned many times, Bellus is a group that presents itself as virtual idols.

Actively engaging in music releases, which is rare in Korea, is our unique charm and strength.

But at the same time, we also have the element of being internet broadcasters, which is our identity as VTubers.

Well, since Mtube isn’t our main platform, it’s a bit ambiguous to call us Virtual YouTubers, but still, we are streamers who communicate and broadcast closest to our viewers.

Broadcasting is quite important to us.

Therefore, I can’t prepare for the broadcast haphazardly.

I accessed the fan cafe and decided to post an announcement.

After all, the fans would be waiting.

[Today’s broadcast at 8 PM]

I’ll be there at 8 after eating.

Let’s chat a bit, do the MBTI test we couldn’t do during the first broadcast, and decide on a fan name.

And Nongnong-dan and Pedo-dan, get out.

If we decide on a fan name like that, I can’t broadcast;

Likes: 331 Comments: 89

Not long after I posted the broadcast announcement, likes poured in.

‘Were they all waiting?’

Actually, during the debut broadcast, I was too preoccupied with Haruka’s throat condition to notice, but now that I’m preparing for a solo broadcast, a sense of tension is rising.

“This is quite burdensome…”

Still, now that I’ve debuted, I have to fulfill my responsibilities.

To quickly finish the broadcast preparations, I rechecked the schedule in my head and went over the remaining preparations one by one.

‘From now on, I need to get a grip through mind control.’

‘If I want to marry Haruka, I at least need to become a VTuber who suits her, right?’

Well, anyway, from today onwards, I have to conduct broadcasts alone for a while.

The debut broadcast and the collaboration stream were only an hour long, so there wasn’t much pressure.

But it’s different from now on.

Although broadcast times vary depending on each person’s broadcasting style, most usually go for several hours as a basic.

It won’t be easy to maintain high tension and communicate with viewers for several hours while conducting the broadcast.

Therefore, it could be said that the 2nd generation members, including myself, are truly being put to the test starting today.

“Come to think of it, what’s everyone else doing?”

I suddenly became curious about the other colleagues’ situations, so I picked up my smartphone and accessed the group chat.

They’re probably all busy preparing for their broadcasts…

Menhera Lez (Lee Hyemi) – [What’s everyone doin?]

Sumire Mamang (Ina Yeon) – [Preparing for broadcast!]

[And one Mtube thumbnailer ran away]

[Need to find a new one]

[ㅜㅜ]

Menhera Lez (Lee Hyemi) – [Hulll]
[What happened ㅜ]

Sumire Mamang (Ina Yeon) – [Still]
[The CEO introduced someone]
[So I’ll probably find one soon!]

Menhera Lez (Lee Hyemi) – [Phew]
[That’s a relief ]
[Where did our maknae-s go]
[(Cat with question marks emote)]

Sumire Mamang (Ina Yeon) – [Seowoo and Rika]
[They were playing well together yesterday]

Menhera Lez (Lee Hyemi) – [Jea lous]
[What’s Sea doing]

Tibetan Fox (Yoo Sea) – [I’m about to stream]

Menhera Lez (Lee Hyemi) – [Ah]
[You said you’d stream in the afternoon!]
[Hwaiting!]

Tibetan Fox (Yoo Sea) – [ㅇㅇ] (Okay)

As expected, all my colleagues seemed to be preoccupied with their own broadcast preparations.

And as per the group chat, Hoshino (Yoo Sea) seemed to have already started her broadcast, and surprisingly, 10,000 people had gathered for her stream, even though it had only been two days since her debut.

‘Is this also thanks to Bellus’s powerful halo effect?’

I understood anew why so many VTubers wanted to join Bellus.

However, if I couldn’t handle solo broadcasts properly, I might be evaluated as relying on Bellus’s halo, so it wasn’t entirely welcome.

Still, I had to broadcast anyway, so after live-commentating Hoshino’s stream on the gallery for a while and having dinner, I turned on my stream.

At a glance, it seemed that while I was eating, not only my other colleagues but also the 1st generation seniors had already started their broadcasts.

‘…So, does that mean all Bellus members except Hoshino, who has now ended her stream, are broadcasting simultaneously?’

‘This is the day when Rainbows who haven’t decided on an oshi will have their heads truly explode from multitasking.’

– Kotori is here!
– The lightweight drinker has arrived lol
– Open the door!
– Koha koha
– hahahahaha Mao already spilled all the tea
– Bangapnong lol (Welcome lol)

[KotoriToMakeABaby-nim donated 1,000 won!]
(Is it true you got drunk while showering and peed on the floor?)

“What?! What are you talking about!”

As soon as I turned on the broadcast, even before saying hello, I read a strange donation and ended up shouting.

‘I peed on the floor of Mao’s bathroom?’

‘Is this for real?’

– Mao said it earlier ㅇㅇ
– Hahahahahahahahaha
– Is it true?
– There’s a btch who peed on the floor of her colleague’s studio?

“I… I’ve never done that!”

It couldn’t possibly be true… but I couldn’t deny that a wave of anxiety washed over me for a moment.

After all, my memory cut off as soon as I drank the soju Mao accidentally gave me.

I heard she roughly washed me and then put me to bed, but I really don’t remember anything that happened in between.

‘Who knows, maybe I really did pee while Mao was washing me.’

‘What kind of golden shower is this, what crazy btch in the world pees on her colleague’s body.’

[KotoriSoftSoles-nim donated 1,000 won!]
(ㅇㅇ I heard it clearly)

– I heard it too
– I was just in Mao’s stream until now
– Kya hahahahahahaha
– Mao says she had a golden shower~ (This message has been temporarily hidden)
– Controversy from the first week of debut hahaha

“R-really…?”

‘Did I really do that…?’

As the viewers all said the same thing in unison, I started to wonder.

‘No, but these b*stards are naturally mentioning other streamers even though it’s forbidden unless the streamer mentions it first, even if it’s the same member.’

I was getting annoyed seeing them add comments to the donation and laugh while I was dead serious.

‘Should I just ban them all and end the stream?’

“Guys, please tell me honestly. If you don’t answer properly, I’ll ban you all for mentioning other streamers. Did I really do that…? Did Mao say that?”

I asked again with a trembling voice.

Honestly, if this is true, then forget about marrying Haruka, I should just graduate.

It doesn’t violate any clauses in the contract with Bellus.

There was no clause in the contract about graduating for peeing in a colleague’s house.

It’s just that I’d be too embarrassed to hold my head high.

During the time I’m active here, or more accurately, during the 5-year contract period, I’ll always have to hear myself called a bedwetter, so how can I possibly broadcast?

‘Sigh, should I just quit being a VTuber and become a bathroom cleaner at Haruka’s house?’

[Anonymous-nim donated 1,000 won!]
(It’s a joke lol, Kotori just passed out without washing, so Mao washed her)

– It’s a joke hahahahahahahahaha
– Why so serious haha
– Easily fooled lol
– I want to wash Kotori too, ehehe
– Oh….
– hahaha You’d get scammed easily
– But is it true she washed her?

“……A joke, you say?”

I was speechless for a while, staring blankly at the screen.

‘Are these clueless VTuber otaku b*stards kidding me?’

‘There are things to joke about, and then there are things not to joke about. You’re fishing with something like this?’

– Heok
– Your voice is scary..
– N-notice…
– Uoooh..
– Heung.. Please scold me more
– Hahahahahahahahahahahahahahaha
– Sry sry lol

The viewers were engrossed in provoking me, regardless of whether I was being serious or not.

I too was once one of them, so I know how much fun it is to tease a VTuber and see their reaction.

But now that I’m on the receiving end, I get it.

These b*stards are all dateless losers.

Clutching my head, which was aching as if my hangover hadn’t completely subsided, I muttered lowly.

“Everyone, get out.”




  Chapter 42: Kotori’s Special Lemonade
The community fandom accounts for only a very small portion of that streamer’s fandom, or the VTuber’s fandom as a whole.

Of course, there are broadcasts that thrive relying on the community, but broadcasts that thrive that way are eventually held back by the community.

The saying, ‘They rise by the community and fall by the community,’ doesn’t come out of nowhere.

Anyway, Bellus, to which Kotori belongs, is no different.

No matter how large the Bellus fan gallery boasts itself to be in the underground community, it doesn’t change the fact that they are a very small minority.

This is similar for Kotori’s fandom, the 50 million Nongnong-dan whose name has yet to be decided, which accounts for another portion of that small fandom.

Their absolute numbers, which showed insane firepower on Kotori’s debut day and spammed the popular posts, only make their voices seem loud and influential, often making the movements of that small minority feel like the whole, but in reality, they are just a handful when looking at the entirety.

[Popular] [Mao) Ate Kotori]
[Popular] [Mao) Kotori is a virgin]
[Popular] [So did Mao put her finger inside Kotori’s panties during Spaces?.jpg]
[Popular] [Mao) Gave Kotori a golden shower while washing a drunk Kotori]
[Popular] [Kotori moaning while eating tteokbokki.clip]

These people, who spammed the popular posts with fabricated stories after hearing Mao’s ‘story of washing Kotori,’ are, in fact, just a handful.

[Popular] [Mao) Gave Kotori a golden shower while washing a drunk Kotori]

Ate it deliciously

Kya hahahahaha

Upvotes: 127 Downvotes: 8

– Line
– Is this rly true?
– Kotori lemonade….
– You ate all that by yourself?
– Om nom nom
– Sh*t, give me some too
– The tangy taste is a delicacy..

……Of course, these posts, rather than being fabrications, seemed to have been definitely written by crazy people faithful to their abnormal sexual desire to drink Kotori’s special lemonade.

Anyway, by the time Woo Seowoo turned on her broadcast after eating, leaving the gallery unattended, all sorts of fabricated stories like this had already been rampant in the gallery for a long time due to them.

Therefore, it wasn’t particularly strange that the joke, ‘Kotori peed while showering,’ instigated by the Nongnong-dan whose vocal power alone was 50 million, flowed back into her live broadcast.

Well, Woo Seowoo, the sub-moderator Patakgunja, probably didn’t know that things would get fabricated like this in just the one hour she unavoidably left the gallery to eat and turn on her broadcast, nor did she probably know that even ordinary fandoms, with no particular interest in the truth, would join in the teasing just because the reactions were delicious.

[KotoriToMakeABaby-nim donated 1,000 won!]
(Is it true you got drunk while showering and peed on the floor?)

“What?! What are you talking about!”

Fans who didn’t use the community, or fans who hadn’t heard Mao’s story, thought upon hearing Kotori’s horrified voice.

‘Is this for real?’

Is a story about someone passing out after one sip of soju and peeing while a colleague showers them an ordinary story?

Whether this story was true or not, it was obvious that a hot clip would definitely be uploaded.

Literally, dopamine was exploding.

Furthermore, since the person involved also didn’t seem to remember clearly and didn’t deny it immediately, it gained credibility.

However, soon, the truth no longer mattered to them.

“I… I’ve never done that!”

Seeing Kotori’s voice tremble anxiously as if she had something to hide, they realized that the truth wasn’t important.

– I heard it too
– I was just in Mao’s stream until now
– Kya hahahahahahaha
– Mao says she had a golden shower~ (This message has been temporarily hidden)
– Controversy from the first week of debut hahaha

“R-really…?”

Once they teased Kotori, a delicious reaction would follow.

So, for them, the truth of the incident flew to the back of their minds, and they simply became engrossed in teasing Kotori.

[Popular] [Argh hahaha, VTuber otaku b*stards have zero tact]

It’s obvious she doesn’t know because her memory is cut, but they keep provoking her.

The kid is dying of anxiety wondering if she made a mistake, and you still want to do that?

Upvotes: 15 Downvotes: 187

– It’s fun, so who cares hahaha
– She probably heard everything from Mao already
– Die-hard yuksu b*stard can’t even see the angle for banter
– You just go to your personal gallery hahahahahahaha
– For real, Kotori’s voice is trembling, but they’re overdoing it like crazy
└ Geun-ssaem (Teacher Geun, derogatory term), it’s cringey
– Honestly, it’s funny

…Of course, it wasn’t particularly Woo Seowoo’s delusion that most VTuber otakus lacked tact.



When MBTI was all the rage.

There was a time I took the test alone, without any friends.

At that time, I think I got INTP…

I remember reading on some wiki that INTPs are quiet and reserved, like to solve problems with logic and analysis, and don’t usually initiate conversations but talk a lot about topics they are interested in.

Honestly, although I wasn’t a believer, I did empathize to some extent.

Having no friends naturally made me quiet and reserved, and perhaps due to a lack of empathy, I preferred solving problems rather than empathizing, so I was often told I lacked tact at work.

Similarly, having no friends meant I had no one to talk to, and in my younger days, I did have a dark history of sending long donations when something I knew came up on a broadcast.

I thought I would easily get INTP again in this MBTI test content.

So, after dishing out some tough love (temporary bans) to the tactless VTuber otakus with incredible hand-eye coordination, I took the scheduled MBTI test without much thought.

But the result was a bit strange.

“No, is this for real…?”

– F*cking F-type ㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷ
– INFP for real?
– Hahahahahahahahahahahaha
– Hateful F-types, get out hahaha
– Seems like a tiring personality ㄷㄷ

INFP.
I stared blankly at the result in shock for a moment, and the chat window filled with laughter.

I shook my head, denying it.

“Me… an F……?”

Of course, I don’t believe in MBTI.

If anything, I’m probably closer to detesting its believers.

But there’s a strange resonance to ‘f*cking F-type.’

Something… something just feels bad.

Thinking until just now that the VTuber otakus couldn’t empathize with my shame now makes it seem like I was just being sensitive.

– F???? Aren’t you AA?
– Kotori is AA
– Ah haha, empathize already hahaha
– INAAP ㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷ
– You have no boobs, so what F-cup are you talking about (This message has been temporarily hidden)

“Are you guys T?”

Right, those tactless ones will all be T, so maybe F is better.

And come to think of it, lately, I’ve often felt myself changing.

Like when I gave Azusa something like advice for worries during the training camp, or when I immediately went to Mao’s house yesterday when she said she was lonely; I don’t know if it’s because of female hormones or Woo Seowoo’s influence, but I think I’ve become more emotional than I thought after becoming a woman.

In the past, I would have been one of those tactless VTuber otakus who overdid things.

“……”

‘No, but I didn’t particularly trust MBTI, so why am I even dwelling on this.’

‘Is Woo Seowoo’s influence really that strong…?’

“Anyway, now I’m going to decide on a fan name.”

There’s something more important than my empathy level increasing.

That is, the fan name.

A VTuber without a fan name.
I wasn’t sorry at all for our tactless Nongnong-dan who had to operate without a name all this time, but what needs to be done must be done, so I couldn’t skip it.

We should have decided during the debut broadcast, but two days had already passed, so this was the most urgent matter.

“Nongnong… no, do you guys have anything in mind?”

– Hahahaha
– Saying it with your own mouth hahahahahahaha
– Let’s just go with Nongnong-dan, shall we?
– The body is honest..
– Nongnong-dan go go go go go go

“I said no Nongnong-dan!”

I shrieked at the chat being spammed with Nongnong-dan.

Shouting with a nasal voice would probably just sound like a brat throwing a tantrum.

But Nongnong-dan is really not it.
Setting aside my own aversion, wouldn’t the broadcast itself be in danger?

Not only would it violate censorship, but it could also just become a Nongnong-dan containment zone if we’re not careful.

‘Is it already like that…?’

Seeing those shameless b*stards clamoring to make it Nongnong-dan, it seemed like it might be……

While I was tilting my head, a donation came in anonymously.

The content was so vulgar it seemed to confirm my suspicions exactly.

[Anonymous-nim donated 1,000 won!]
(Then let’s go with Pedo-dan haha Wakyapyahyeokjjungnuooooong hahahahahahaha)

Such a message, unbecoming of someone watching the broadcast of me, a truly gentlemanly, pure, and Haruka-only-seeing clean soul.

Seeing the donation content, I forcibly held onto my fading consciousness.

‘What? Pedo-dan?’

‘Are they sane, after I just said Nongnong-dan is not okay?’

‘…These mindless b*stards are probably just a handful.’

‘It’s a time-honored tradition for the handful of Nongnong-dan to have loud voices.’

I decided to bring down the hammer before the nearly ten thousand viewers got tainted by these guys.

“‘NongJjukPpangTteok-nim,’ thank you for the 1,000 won donation~ But anonymous, you know you’re not anonymous, right?”

Even if you send a donation anonymously, the host can see the nickname.
Anyone who watched broadcasts would know something like this, but this guy seemed to be a new viewer.

I don’t know where he came from, but he got caught well.
Starting with this guy, if I put a tight leash on them, they probably won’t overdo it for a while.

I pressed the ban button even before the TTS read the donation message.

“This is your last warning. This time it ends with a ban, but if you overdo it again next time, I’ll just do a Bellus shared ban. Understand?”

–ㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷ
– Yes
– I’m sorry
– Spiteful-hi
– Scary..
– A shared ban is a bit much;
– Just spare me that

“Spiteful…! You guys made me like this!”

The shared ban was a very famous culture passed down from previous platforms, no different from a blacklist called, so-to-speak, ‘Imbelltown,’ which confined malicious viewers.

It was, of course, a very good culture where friendly streamers shared ban lists to prevent them from chatting in any room, and if you got hit with this in Bellus, you wouldn’t be able to enter any of the members’ broadcasts, including the fan cafe.

Of course, you could watch by logging out or creating a sub-account, but since VTubers almost require follows or subscriptions, it would create limitations on future fan activities.

For a VTuber otaku, it was tantamount to a death sentence.

As expected, even the Nongnong-dan seemed scared of that, as the next donation was very sensible.

[MaoJinTurnOnStream-nim donated 10,000 won!]
(Kotori, do you have anything in mind?)

“Hmm… Something I have in mind……”

Actually, I do.

However, I don’t think these guys will like it.

Honestly, it might be a bit of an overkill if I go with this.
They might find what I’m thinking of to be obsessive.

‘But do you think only you guys can overdo it?’

I scoffed inwardly and uttered the fan name I had been thinking about ever since the debut broadcast.

“Hanari. How about it?”

– ?
– What kind of baseless
– What’s Hanari
– ????????
– Don’t tell me it’s Haruka+Canary?

There was a chat that figured it out.

‘I thought they were just VTuber otakus who had completely thrown tact out the window, but they can actually think!’

Me, a former Canary who loves Haruka.

And since these are the people watching my broadcast, how symbolic is the name ‘Hanari’?

Of course, since the fan character is based on a drone, something simple like ‘Dronie’ would also be fine.

But since that drone was based on a bird, it makes sense anyway…!

Feeling proud of myself for coming up with this miraculous logic, I nodded happily.

“That’s right! It’s Haruka and Canary.”

– What?
– This is too much of an overkill hahahahahahaha
– Sir
– Please save the polar bears ㅠ
– Hahahahahahahahahahahaha
– Sh*t hahaha, you smell of bodily fluids, you btch hahaha (This message has been temporarily hidden)
– Argh hahahahaha
– You only have thoughts of yuri in your head hahahahaha
– If even the concept is like this….

“It’s not a concept!”

Don’t ignore my true feelings…!




  Chapter 43: The squeak is back
Ari-nim’s workload at Bellus is beyond murderous; it’s practically superhuman.

Sometimes, it’s even mistaken that she might be the de facto CEO of Bellus, that’s how terrifying her overwork is.

The reason Ari-nim’s workload hasn’t noticeably decreased even with a new junior manager is not because

she’s like a typical military senior who dumps all her work on others,

but because she’s naturally kind-hearted and still handles a significant portion of the work.

Even she, putting other tasks on the back burner, is currently focusing on, naturally, supporting the 2nd generation.

Unlike the 1st generation, who jumped into VTubing with practically nothing,

even if the 2nd generation had a longer preparation period for their VTuber debut with a training camp and underwent a sort of training process,

real battles and training are distinctly different domains, so moments when the experienced Ari-nim’s help is needed do arise.

2nd Gen Manager Ari! – [Kotori]
[I understand how you feel, but]
[Still, they are Kotori’s fans]
[Wouldn’t something related to Haruka be inappropriate?]

Part of the reason I occasionally check Discord during broadcasts is to hear her advice.

Well, since it’s our broadcast, we can’t just listen to her advice all day long.
Naturally, we shouldn’t.

However, the fact that she gave such advice is also synonymous with saying it would be good to listen to her.

“……”

‘Perhaps it was too much to even decide my fan name based on something related to Haruka…’

After reading Ari-nim’s message, a strange pang of guilt pricked a corner of my heart.

Of course, I was serious, but as Ari-nim pointed out, it’s true that I have some doubts whether the fans who came to see me would welcome this.

Naturally, the chat reaction was far from good, even as an empty compliment.

“Okay… Then I’ll just go with Dronie…”

I said in a dejected voice.
Kotori’s wings drooped, and the corners of her eyes also went down.

– Boo.. cringey
– Cringey cringey
– Better than Hanari though hahahahaha
– Droneping is cuter
– Dronie refers to photos and videos taken with a camera attached to a personal drone, capturing impressive shots from angles generally impossible. Drones are equipped with computer vision, facial recognition, motion recognition, artificial intelligence, etc., allowing them to follow users while they walk or travel by car, enabling Drone Journalism. Thank you. [This message has been temporarily hidden]
– ?
– Argh
– Geun-ssaem; (Teacher Geun, derogatory)

Seeing that long, over-the-top chat reminds me of my younger self…

Feeling a sense of self-loathing, I banned the spamming chat and then shrieked.

“You don’t like this, you don’t like that! What on earth do you want me to choose!”

– You’re the one who said you didn’t like Nongnong-dan hahahahaha
– I told you to just go with Pedo-dan, didn’t I?
– Sh*t hahaha, she’s no different from a brat
– CUUUTE
– That’s you..
– Unbelievable hahahaha

“Anyway, I’m just going to go with Dronie!”

While overdoing things can surprisingly work well for broadcasters, you can’t just keep overdoing it.

Stopping appropriately at this point will prevent further fatigue.

Well, VTuber otakus are generally the type to call a VTuber cute and coddle them no matter how much they overdo things… but I, for one, refused such treatment.

“Then, I’ll be going now.”

– ?
– Already?
– ????
– Where are you goiiiiing
– Please don’t go

The Nongnong-dan, now with a new name, the Dronies, cried out, but honestly, I was at my limit.

Two hours had passed just by chatting.

Some people might disparage just-chatting streams as low-effort, but how could talking alone for several hours be easy?
Furthermore, perhaps because I had an unscheduled drink yesterday, my condition was also very poor, so Woo Seowoo’s weak stamina was screaming for help.

Also, I had a meeting scheduled today with the eastern region members regarding the Mtube channel management direction, and I also had to check the Bellus gallery, which I hadn’t managed properly for a while, and watch Haruka’s broadcast.

‘But I don’t know if the Dronies will be satisfied with today’s broadcast…’

‘Although they’re the type to say it’s good even if a VTuber turns on a stream and does pee ASMR, I did feel like today’s broadcast lacked substance.’

‘Even though it started with wanting to yuri with Haruka, now that I’m actually broadcasting, I feel an unknown sense of duty.’

“Hmm… Is it a bit sad to just go?”

– Yes!
– Yes!
– Please don’t go ㅜㅜㅜㅜㅜㅜㅜ
– Show us your panties before you go! [This message has been temporarily hidden]

‘Alright.’

‘Since voices of disappointment are constantly rising from the chat, and I also feel a bit uneasy leaving like this, then shall I at least make the ending fulfilling?’

“Wait a moment, okay?”

I checked the various tracks I had received from Azusa and Sumire Mamang.

Then, several rearranged versions of songs they said were okay to use on stream popped up on the sub-monitor.

As expected of former Utaites, they are overflowing with instrumental tracks.

But of course, it wasn’t just instrumental tracks.
There were also songs from various genres, including J-pop, pop songs, and K-pop.

I chose a suitable song from among them that would fit as an ending song.

– What’s this? Ending song?
– Kya
– Ending song kyaaaaaaaa
– Wow hahahaha
– This is my favorite song ㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠ

The song began along with the cheers from the chat.

I hummed the lyrics in a low voice.

“Mou oboeteinai kana ano natsu no hikage de kimi to (I wonder if you still remember, with you in the shade on that summer day) yurameku kagerou mitsumete wa toki o sugo shiteta (We spent time watching the shimmering heat haze)”

A famous OST from an animated movie depicting the story of a heroine, who usually reluctant to show her emotions, slowly approaching the protagonist while wearing a cat mask.

It’s a bit calm, but it’s a song that can leave a lasting impression, so wouldn’t it be okay as an ending song?

“Kioku no naka de iroasenu you ni (So it doesn’t fade in memory) wasurete shimawanu you ni (So nothing is forgotten)”

It’s different from the so-called ‘belting songs’ I usually sang.

But even Haruka, the strongest in this field, doesn’t only perform such songs.

If she were only good at high-note songs, she wouldn’t have earned the title of the best vocalist among VTubers.

Although I liked her high notes, it wasn’t like I disliked songs that evoked a calm emotion.

So I wonder if these tactless VTuber otakus, who share the same sensibilities as me, will like it too.

“Kaze ni kami ga nabiki omoide subete nagashite (Hair flutters in the wind, letting all memories flow away) mune no oku de iki o totonoe, ase o nugui natsu o kanjite (Deep in my chest, I steady my breath, wipe my sweat, and feel the summer)”

While closing my eyes and quietly singing, I suddenly became curious about the chat’s reaction and gently opened my eyelids.

Then, among the countless rising light stick emoticons, one chat message suddenly caught my eye.

– It’s good.

It was a calm comment, but a smile unknowingly spread across my face.



[Popular] [Ending songs are a good culture.jpg]

(Screenshot of Kotori’s broadcast screen, singing with her eyes closed)

At first, I just watched because I was hooked on the character.

And because Kotori doesn’t do what you guys call ‘yuksu brewing,’ I didn’t really know what that feeling was.

All I thought of her was as fap material.

Honestly, if she had done that ending kiss thing, I could have gone three times in a row.

But after listening to the ending song, all my wicked thoughts disappeared.

My chest just feels tingly, and the lingering feeling is so strong,

I can only hold my breath and wait for the VOD to be uploaded.…

I’m going to stop fapping to Kotori now.

I’m just going to listen to the ending song on repeat all day until I go to work tomorrow. ㅇㅇ

And I’m thinking of checking out other members too, who’s good for a beginner?

Upvotes: 557 Downvotes: 2

– You sure have a elaborate way of saying you fapped and got post-nut clarity, fck
– For real, she sings with her eyes closed tight, she’s a total fox lol
– But the ending song is really good though?
└ For real lol, I wish all the members would do it
– Kotori somehow doesn’t brew yuksu, but it just brews on its own hahaha
└ That’s you..
└ ? I’m not Nongnong-dan
└ hahaha fck, confessing lol
– Ending songs are a good culture, yes yes yes yes yes yes
– Don’t worry about who to start with, just watch them all once
└ Then if you find a broadcast that suits you, you settle down
└ OK thx thx

Usually, in the Bellus gallery, if a sycophantic post is uploaded after a member’s broadcast ends, it means the broadcast was successful.

As it’s an underground community, they may detest those they call ‘geuncheop’ (normies from Ruliweb) or ‘geunssaem’ (Teacher Geun, derogatory), but in reality, they too are die-hard ‘beoyuksu’ (VTuber broth fans), so their yuksu concentration could be said to be quite similar.

Therefore, Kotori’s broadcast today, which lasted about two hours and was mostly just over-the-top content with little dopamine, could be considered decent enough to warrant such a sycophantic post just for the ending song.

And a good broadcast, as mentioned in the main text, attracts new viewers.

A user of some ‘nongjjuk’ (lewd and busty) mobile game, who was initially drawn to Kotori’s lewd appearance and just lurked around her broadcast, is now thinking of checking out other members’ streams, creating a positive cycle for Bellus as a whole and bringing in even more new viewers.

Of course, this didn’t happen just because Kotori’s broadcast was successful.

The other 2nd generation members’ broadcasts were also booming, as if proving Kim Kanghyun’s discerning eye wasn’t wrong.

[Popular] [Mao’s pronunciation is cute hahaha]
[Popular] [CUUUTE flame war incoming CUUUTECUUUTECUUUTECUUUTECUUUTECUUUTE……]
[Popular] [Kotori) Tried translating the ending song lyrics ㅇㅇ.jpg]
[Popular] [Sumire is really a virgin.jpg]
[Popular] [Ugh… Bellus-tard Azusa-noona is gonna make my dck explode.. ]
[Popular] [Hoshino’s tension doesn’t drop even while playing that shtty game hahaha.jpg]

Mao didn’t have any special content,

but she showed solid just-chatting skills with her experience from succeeding as an indie in Japan and her unique cute pronunciation,

and Azusa also focused on just-chatting broadcasts but showed a different class of yuksu-brewing, taming the yuksu.

And Sumire, from her first solo broadcast after debut, held a 3-hour calm singing stream,

starting to solidify her yuksu base, while Hoshino brought a strange shtty game but her tension didn’t drop throughout the broadcast,

showing her qualities as a shtty game sommelier.

Feeling that the 2nd generation’s talents were unusual,

the 1st generation also started broadcasting more diligently,

and it’s only natural that this would lead to a positive cycle for the entire group,

becoming a stepping stone to attract even more new viewers.

Also, it wasn’t just new viewers.

If there are new users, there are naturally returning users as well.

Just as numerous returning users come back for rewards during a certain company’s online game’s burning event,

Bellus also had a burning event called the 2nd generation debut, so naturally, many returning yuksu also appeared.

Those whose real lives became busy and naturally watched broadcasts less frequently,

those who temporarily quit being yuksu due to family circumstances,

those who shed tears of blood due to enlistment issues, and even those who simply got tired of broadcasting and left.

Even these people who had left, their curiosity piqued by the new faces and rumors about them,

returned to Bellus as yuksu one by one, so in a way, it wouldn’t be strange for fossils that only existed as ghost stories in the Bellus gallery to return.

❗️[Suggestion Box]

ㅇㅇ🟡 – It’s been a while here too
ㅇㅇ🟡 – Any active moderators around?

……That’s right.

ㅇㅇ🟡 – I’ve been here for a very long time
ㅇㅇ🟡 – The sub-moderator I picked should be here
ㅇㅇ🟡 – Right?
ㅇㅇ🟡 – ㅎㅎㅎㅎㅎㅎㅎㅎㅎ

Woo Seowoo’s official statement.

‘Being kidnapped by the sub-moderators and gang-r*ped at a motel’ was happening…

ㅇㅇ🟡 – ……Could you open the door, please?

The head moderator had returned.




  Chapter 44: No rules, no rules, no rules
The suggestion box, one of the forgotten notices in the Bellus Gallery.

This place was originally perceived as a place where at least one moderator was active every hour, resolving the grievances of gallery users…

However, since I, Patakgunja, am currently the only eraser in the Bellus Gallery, it was a place that was practically difficult to function properly.

When I was present, trolls were swiftly cut down without a chance to act, so there was no particular need to get help here.

And even if someone reported a troll when I wasn’t around, there was no sub-moderator to look at it.

So, it was a natural result that its very existence was forgotten.

Thus, the suggestion box remained a forgotten ruin, and I too had no reason to check it for a long time.

“Nom nom… Heuk! Mala tang is spicy-!”

After a meeting with the eastern region members on Discord, I started eating mala tang while listening to Haruka’s broadcast.

After confirming I was a spice weakling from eating tteokbokki at Mao’s house yesterday, my pride was somewhat hurt,

so I’m challenging myself with mala tang this time, and I’m about to lose my mind.

Anyway, since I can’t manage the gallery well during broadcasts,

I was occasionally posting sh*tposts with my sub-account and managing the gallery when a strange increase in nonsense posts caught my eye.

[Trading Haruka’s concentrated body scent perfume]
[Popular] [Don’t look at Haruka]
[What’s Haruka’s important announcement]
[The head mod is here?]
[Popular] [Haruka) Important announcement soon.clip]
[Popular] [Isn’t Mao actually just resting her boobs on a walker?.jpg]
[Kohaku isn’t having an easy day either;]
[Uu.. Mamang is gone..]
[Sht hahaha, the fcking head mod is back hahaha]

“Hmm.”

I gulped down milk, cooling my stinging tongue, and fell into thought.

The gallery’s atmosphere was no different from before, but a few suddenly increased posts caught my eye.

‘The head mod, who hadn’t shown his face for half a year, is back?’

‘…Am I supposed to believe this?’

That guy was the last bastion among the many head mods who had been ousted, obsessed with the gallery’s traditional folk game, witch hunts.

How many times had I bowed in front of my monitor every day, begging him not to disappear as I watched the sub-moderators vanish one by one?

But that b*stard betrayed my expectations and had long since been kidnapped by the sub-moderators, dragged to a motel, and corrupted.

How hopeless was I when all the moderators deserted and I was left alone?

If he was going to leave, he should have at least passed on the head mod position.

This inconsiderate guy disappeared with all the authority, so there was no way to elect new sub-moderators.

I didn’t believe it, but still, the sense of betrayal when the last bastion left was truly……

“……It pisses me off even thinking about it now.”

Thinking about those days when I felt like I was abandoned alone in an apocalypse, a sigh naturally escapes me.

To be honest, I wanted to migrate the gallery entirely, but what would happen if I just left the gallery, which bore the title ‘Bellus Fan Gallery,’ without even closing it down?

Naturally, on that very day, the Bellus Gallery would be terraformed by the forces of evil who had been biding their time.

And so, for half a year, I single-handedly trained my hand-eye coordination against millions of unknown foreign IPs until I reached enlightenment… Eventually, I too reached my limit.

Now, as an active VTuber, it’s absolutely impossible for me to handle both broadcasting and gallery management.

The management difficulty has already skyrocketed due to the influx of new users, and I have no time as I’m busy with broadcasting and other things.

If things continue like this, the gallery turning into a mess is one thing,

but—though it’s unlikely—posts like ‘Isn’t Kotori the sub-mod?’ might even pop up as a joke due to my inactive hours coinciding with Kotori’s broadcast times…!

Of course, humans are quite prejudiced, so they might say it as a joke but not believe it in their heads, but still, dangerous things are dangerous, so I need to be careful.

“Should I visit the suggestion box after a long time…”

For several months, I hadn’t had any reason to go there except to delete the attendance check comments of some crazy Nongnong-dan, and I hadn’t even visited at all since becoming Woo Seowoo.

‘…Still, it’s true that a small sense of anticipation is rising in a corner of my heart.’

‘Who knows? If the head mod really came back, everything I’ve been racking my brain over might disappear in one fell swoop.’

Because of that, I visited the suggestion box for the first time in a very long time.

‘By the way, is that crazy guy still doing attendance checks?’

‘Honestly, if I see those spam comments again, I’m confident I’ll pee myself right here…’



❗️[Suggestion Box]

This is the Bellus ‘Fan’ Gallery.
If there are any posts or comments that violate the gallery’s operating policy, please don’t engage in UFC with them, just come to the suggestion box.
Playing police is also bannable.

If you are innocent but got an IP ban, try turning airplane mode off and on before coming.

No sub-moderator support because the head mod is absent.

Upvotes: 1211 Downvotes: 2578

-Wakyapyahyeoknoooooooongppyooooooooongheueunghiieekuongaekek..!keeeenghereheueuk..!keheknuooooooongㅇongonghahahaha_soft_and_chewy_rice_cakeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeokkeoheop..nuooooooonghahahahahaha Noooooooonghahahahah_heok_heok_heok_heok! Noooooooonghahahakek!
-Wakyapyahyeoknoooooooongppyooooooooongheueunghiieekuongaekek..!keeeenghereheueuk..!keheknuooooooongㅇongonghahahaha_soft_and_chewy_rice_cakeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeokkeoheop..nuooooooonghahahahahaha Noooooooonghahahahah_heok_heok_heok_heok! Noooooooonghahahakek!
-Wakyapyahyeoknooooo……

“Kkeuang! M-my head…!”

‘It’s there! It’s there!’

‘Why on earth is that crazy b*stard still doing this…!!!’

“How many of these are there…”

While I was away, the suggestion box had been completely devastated.
No matter how much I scrolled down, it never ended.

I put away the mala tang I was eating and hurriedly started deleting the comments one by one.

‘……I should have diligently deleted these starting from when I returned as a sub-moderator, but to think that neglecting it a little because it was troublesome would come back like this.’

My mind, which had been a bit hazy from fatigue, felt like it had snapped wide awake.

Moreover, since this suggestion box was posted by the head mod, I couldn’t just delete it and recreate it, so I had to delete them manually, which made it even more malicious.

“Ugh, I’m dizzy… When will I finish deleting all of this?”

After diligently deleting those spam posts that made me want to gag just by looking at them for a long time…

I found it.

ㅇㅇ🟡 – It’s been a while here too
ㅇㅇ🟡 – Any active moderators around?
.
.
.
ㅇㅇ🟡 – ……Could you open the door, please?

The one who hadn’t been seen in the Bellus gallery for half a year,

ㅇㅇ🟡 – Uuu…. No one’s here
ㅇㅇ🟡 – I put a lot of thought into that joke, but no one gets it…
ㅇㅇ🟡 – Head Mod-ping is heartbroken, chu!
ㅇㅇ🟡 – Gonna play a prank on Sub-Mod-ping’s guestbook!

The head mod, whose head seemed to have gotten a bit strange, perhaps due to the aftereffects of the orgy.



ㅇㅇ🟡 – Mugyugyu mugyugyugyu
ㅇㅇ🟡 – Sub-Mod-nim. Hwaiting for 20XX ദ്ദി(•ᴗ•)
ㅇㅇ🟡 – Soon it’ll be 20XY! I want to be lovey-dovey with my sub-mod friend in the new year too!!
ㅇㅇ🟡 – A cat with my sub-mod friend hahaha
https://gallog…
ㅇㅇ🟡 – This letter first started in England and goes around once a year…

“No, what is this scatterbrained person doing here.”

Originally, my Gallog, or rather, one of the profile functions on Desi, the guestbook, had no posts written on it except for the terror attacks by the past machine corps.

Usually, these things would fill up the guestbook if you caused trouble or tried to make friends (doking) in other large galleries, but I didn’t really participate anywhere except the Bellus gallery, and I had even blocked anonymous IPs entirely after a few terror attacks, so it was in a very clean state.

But this crazy guy had spammed my guestbook with the head mod account.

It seemed he really had nothing better to do, as it was plastered with memes I felt like I’d seen somewhere before.

‘……My reunion with the head mod is truly the worst.’

I sighed deeply, switched it to private before other gallery members could see, and then added the latest post to the guestbook.

ㅇㅇ🔵 – https://open.k……
ㅇㅇ🔵 – Come here

I decided to temporarily set aside my principle of not fraternizing with fellow moderators.
It seemed urgent to take away the yellow tag from that crazy guy first.

Looking at what he’s doing after returning in half a year, he’s no different from a senile old man.

It would have been better if he hadn’t come back at all.

‘…There might be some controversy if the gallery members find out, but if I capture and upload the chat log, it should be resolved somehow.’

After posting the open chat link and contemplating whether to eat the now-cold mala tang, a KakaoTalk message finally arrived.

HeadModPing – [SubModPing!]
[HeadModPing is here!]
[Chu~♥]

“Ugh.”

His way of speaking is unusual from the start.

‘Is this an early symptom of dementia…’

A grown adult imitating an anime character’s speech already seems mentally unstable.
On top of that, there’s something awkward about it, like an old fart trying too hard to keep up with MZ trends, which only evokes displeasure.

Sleepy Tatzu – [Please]
[Cut the concept act]
[Just give me the head mod position first]

HeadModPing – [Uuu]
[SubModPing]
[You must have had a hard time…]

“The person who knows that……!”

My blood pressure shot up.
I reached behind me and gently rubbed my soft nape.

‘Is it a blood sugar spike?’

‘Come to think of it, I’ve only been eating delivery food lately and have been eating a lot of late-night snacks.’

‘……Hmm. I think I’ve gained a little weight.’

I lightly pinched the belly fat that was starting to form and shook my head.

‘My weight management isn’t the urgent matter right now.’

Sleepy Tatzu – [STFU]
[But what on earth]
[have you been doing]

HeadModPing – [Uuu..]
[HeadModPing]

Sleepy Tatzu – [One more time]
[you use that f*cking way of speaking]
[I’m just gonna block you and leave]

HeadModPing – [sry;] (haha sorry;)

“Sigh……”

I was angry that he abandoned his moderator duties and left, but I was somewhat relieved that he somehow came back, only for him to return like this, completely out of his mind, like a senile old man.

It feels like the world is collapsing and my vision is going dark.

HeadModPing – [I was living my real life ㅇㅅㅇ]
[Honestly]
[There was only one busty one in the 1st gen]
[So I didn’t like it]
[And even that one’s voice wasn’t my type]

Sleepy Tatzu – [So what]
[You abandoned the gallery?]
[Are you a crazy b*stard?]

HeadModPing – [sry;]

Among the 1st generation, the only one who couldn’t be called busty was Heo Minyoung-sunbae, who had an elf queen RP.

However, since her voice wasn’t particularly lewd, if HeadModPing… no, if the head mod was Nongnong-dan, then it made sense that he didn’t like her.

Honestly, if you couldn’t get attached to a VTuber, from that person’s perspective, it was no different from a cringey, dopamine-lacking internet broadcast.

“……”

‘Still, while I can understand it logically, I don’t empathize with it.’

‘No matter what. How can a moderator abandon the gallery…’

‘Moreover, there’s Haruka, a perfect VTuber who transcends all tastes, and he couldn’t get attached to the 1st generation.’

‘From my perspective, it’s ridiculous.’

Still, I decided to try and persuade the senile old man calmly through conversation.

Sleepy Tatzu – [Okay, I get it]
[Just give me the head mod position]
[I’m the only sub-mod right now]
[Need to recruit new ones]

HeadModPing – [That’s a bit;]

Sleepy Tatzu – [?]
[Wanna die?]
[Want to experience a witch hunt?]

HeadModPing – [If you roast me]
[I’ll roast you too]
[Your sub-account]
[It’s CosmicPowerLevelCanary <<<<< right?]

“What?!”

My hands suddenly trembled, and a chill enveloped my body.

‘How on earth did he know…!’

‘Was he actually an esper, not a senile old man?!’

HeadModPing – [I memo-ed it when you accidentally posted sh*tposts without logging out in the past ㅎ]
[Other regular users probably all know too]

Sleepy Tatzu – [????????????]

‘They already knew……?’

‘So, the regular users all knew that Patakgunja posted things like ‘Trading Haruka’s concentrated body scent perfume’ or ‘Don’t look at Haruka. These are my three favorite things’ today?’

‘…Even all the past posts?’

‘No, then were these crazy b*stards quietly waiting for me to accumulate bad karma, biding their time for a roasting angle, without saying anything?’

As I shivered, feeling anew the scariness of the underground community, a new chat message popped up.

HeadModPing – [But]
[Even without that]
[I’m going to overhaul the sub-mods now]
[And manage the gallery]

Sleepy Tatzu – [??????]
[Why all of a sudden]

HeadModPing – [HeadModPing..]
[Has found an oshi…]
[I can browse the gallery diligently now! Chu!]

“You found an oshi…?”

Like the 1st generation, all the 2nd generation members, except me, are busty.
In fact, Mao is on a different level, to the point where she could be called Bellus’s Best Boobs.

Therefore, the 2nd generation member that a crazy Nongnong-dan, who would imitate children’s anime character speech, would naturally like is—

‘……What, it’s me?’

A sense of unease crept over me, but the circumstances pointed too strongly in one direction.

I cautiously typed into the chat window.

Sleepy Tatzu – [Perhaps]
[Your oshi is…]

HeadModPing – [That’s right]
[Kotori is the world’s best VTuber!]

‘……Right.’

‘I guess I’m someone’s oshi too.’

‘However, I keenly felt today that it’s not necessarily a welcome thing.’

“The senile old head mod of Bellus Gallery is a Dronie……”

‘Truly, the worst.’




  Chapter 45: Important Announcement
Unfortunately, I couldn’t seize the Head Mod’s position that day.

Still, the fortunate thing was, the Head Mod who returned like a d*mn senile old man, started managing the gallery seriously, not just as a joke.

First, all the sub-moderators except me were replaced.

The process went quite smoothly because I handed over a list of fixed and semi-fixed users I had been keeping an eye on.
So, the replacement was settled in a single day.

‘I never thought the list I made while imagining things like “What if I become the Head Mod~ if” would be this helpful…’

Anyway, other notices that had been neglected for a while are also being renewed over several days by the new sub-moderators.

And though the gallery management is still a bit disorganized, it’s now starting to look like a proper major gallery.

It felt like an old mansion with cracked wallpaper and cobwebs had been renovated into a state-of-the-art smart home.

[Notice][Bellus Member Twitch, MiTube, Twitter, SoundCloud Addresses]
[Notice][Latest) Bellus Gallery Usage Rules]
[Notice][Latest) Introductory Broadcast Recommendation Collection for Newcomers]
[Notice][Latest) Our Stars’ Space Archive]
[Notice][Latest) Our Stars’ Karaoke Library]
[Notice][Random Goods Exchange]
[Notice][❗️Suggestion Box]

Among them, the most noticeable change was, indeed, the updating of the notices.

The notices, which even I had neglected because I was busy, started functioning properly.

Now, newcomers could look at the newly revamped notices, from the latest news to archives and rules, and participate without confusion.

The gallery members saw the notices starting to be updated, confirmed the sub-moderators had been replaced, and cheered that the gallery was finally normalized.

But, honestly, the person most moved by this sight wasn’t them, but me.

How many months had it taken for me to see this sight?

“Even if I don’t work… the gallery is running smoothly……!”

Moderators who stay in the gallery for at least one person around the clock…

When I recall the sh*tty past where I managed it alone for almost 18 hours, tears well up just thinking about it again.

On the other hand, a bittersweet feeling also occupied a corner of my heart.

“Now, am I no longer needed…?”

Well, no matter what, it’s not like I’d give up my sub-moderator position.

There were many ups and downs, and it was tough.

But I’ve grown attached to it just as much, so I have no particular intention of quitting.

This life of an unpaid s*ave eraser that doesn’t even make money has become a part of my life since I got to know Bellus and Haruka.

……And since the Head Mod, who had returned acting somewhat unhinged, seemed to have lost his mind a bit, someone was needed to keep that senile old man in check.

Besides, everyone knows that when you post news about the members, having that blue tag in front gets you more upvotes.

[Popular][So many mods, the gallery is so pleasant ㅋㅋ]
[This post has been deleted]

[Popular][Kohaku didn’t know about Pepero Day Hahaha Confirmed!]
[I’m new, why does Kohaku seem so dense?]
[MaoMao is heeeeeeeeeeeeere]
[This post has been deleted]
[Why is Kotori’s head so big?]

[Popular][Haruka Tweet + Pic.jpg]

[Popular][Kotori Hensforth 200M Views Achieved.jpg]
[Recommend some fun anime these days]
[This post has been deleted]
[Hoshino’s broadcast kiss Kyaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah]
[Wow I just licked my monitor for real;]

[Popular][Timeless Naughty Function 500k Achieved.jpg]

Anyway, even while the gallery was normalizing like this, my VTuber life was proceeding smoothly.

I streamed diligently for a week, videos started going up on MiTube, and most importantly, my first cover song already surpassed 2 million views.

The first day’s views were definitely 300,000, so it didn’t seem like it would rise this quickly.

But it must have started spreading by word-of-mouth, as it’s actually gaining speed day by day.

“Woo Seowoo’s talent is truly fearsome, anew……”

It feels a bit opportunistic to ride on Woo Seowoo’s talent and take credit.

But since this body has been mine for a long time now, doesn’t it not matter?

Besides, cover songs don’t generate profit; they’re uploaded purely with my own money invested.

So the only thing I gain is advertising effect, I should at least be proud of this.

Still, feeling like I’m following in Haruka’s footsteps makes me grin unconsciously.

I can’t churn out cover songs like she does, as if running a factory.

But I’m gradually starting to enjoy singing, so the desire to release a new cover song is surging.

“Alright. Let’s make a list of cover songs for now.”

Actually, the company policy is to upload just one per quarter, but many members unconditionally upload one per month.

As for Haruka, she used to upload one every two weeks until she got vocal cord nodules.

Since Sumire and Azusa are reportedly already preparing new cover songs, I figure if I start slowly preparing a cover song around now, I can upload it early next month.

Just as I was searching for a suitable song to cover, a notification came on my smartphone that Haruka’s broadcast had started.

[Notice) There’s an important announcement]

“What…?!”

My heart sank the moment I saw her broadcast title.

‘Usually, a VTuber’s important announcement is mostly ‘that news’, isn’t it……’

Of course, I remembered her saying in a bright voice during the last broadcast that she had something to announce.

And there was no talk of graduation within Bellus, so I thought it probably wasn’t anything serious.

However, recently, both domestically and internationally, pillar-like figures of virtual groups have been announcing their graduations one after another.

So, I couldn’t help but be momentarily startled as an automatic reflex.

– Haruka is heeeeeeeeeeeeere

– Welcome Haru!

– (Haruka waving subscriber emote)

– (Haruka waving subscriber emote)

– (Haruka waving subscriber emote)

– What’s the important announcement?

– (Haruka waving subscriber emote)

– Finally graduating? lol (This message has been blocked)

– Super fast Haruka is here!

– Important announcement ㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷ

When I entered the broadcast, the chat was already filled with fans.

It hadn’t even been a few tens of seconds since it started, and yet this much firepower; truly befitting of my wife.

……Well then, since she startled her husband’s weak heart enough to make it sink, shall I play a prank on my wife?

“Hehe.”

A sly smile spread across my lips at the thought of pranking her and seeing her reaction.

「Hello! Canaries, welcome Haru~ It’s Haruka. How have you all been? Today is the day of an important announcement.」

– (Haruka waving subscriber emote)

– Yes!

– Welcome Haru!

– Haruka is here!

– What’s the important announcement?

– (Haruka waving subscriber emote)

– Yes!

[Kotori] – What kind of platoon announcement is it?

– My wife is heeeeeeeeeeere

– Kotori is also heeeeeeere………?

– ?????????????

– “Which platoon” LOL ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ

– ToriTori-ya… what are you saying….

“Heok.”

I typed in chat as usual and then gasped.

I accidentally came in with the company account…!

Usually, after a broadcast ended, I would log out and watch her broadcasts with Woo Seowoo’s account.

That’s why I completely forgot I was auto-logged in with Kotori’s account.

Besides, Bellus members have each other set as chat moderators, so my chat is a different color and stands out too much.

…Probably no one missed my crappy joke.

「Oh my, Kotori-nim, you’re here… too?」

Even Haruka seemed to have seen it, as a hint of disbelief could be felt in her voice.

For a moment, my body flinched.

Even though the window wasn’t open, I felt a cold breeze brush past my shoulder from somewhere.

My thoughts froze, and cold sweat trickled down my back.

…And, before I could even wipe the sweat, the emotion that surged was embarrassment.

“~!!”

I clutched my face and let out a silent scream.

I could feel my face burning hot and my earlobes turning red.

A junior making a crappy joke to a senior in the same group… isn’t that as good as having lost the will to live?

I turned my gaze to the Bellus Gallery.

And just as expected, posts about me appearing in Haruka’s stream were already popping up like mushrooms.

[What was that Kotori just now LOLOLOLOLOLOLOL]
[Damn LOL “which platoon” ㅋㅋ]
[Kotori) What kind of platoon announcement is it? LOLOLOLOLOLOLOLOLOLOLOLOL]
[Kotori really was a Canary Hahahaha]

[Popular][Haruka’s Stream Kotori Chat Screenshot.jpg]
[Such a crappy joke~]
[Wow, seriously f*ckin’ like an old man Hahahaha]
[LOLOL Haruka’s probably fed up with her now]

I hung my head low.

“I’ll just die…”

Another dark history moment saved today.

To think I’d make a crappy joke I don’t even usually make, and with Kotori’s account of all things.

It’s already been immortalized on the gallery, so clips including Haruka’s reaction will soon be uploaded to various sites.

Moreover, it’s certain to be posted on the fancafe, and it’ll be immortalized on MiTube too, where I’ll be mercilessly teased in the comments.

“Haaah……”

A sigh escaped me at the future scene that painted itself in an instant.

And at the same time, I felt anxious.

…It’s not something I, who caused a huge scene, should say, but I hope it doesn’t disrupt Haruka’s broadcast.

「Um… anyway, hello everyone.」

Just then, as if my anxiety was an illusion, Haruka smoothly changed the subject.

Then, the chat naturally started mentioning me less and began to focus on her words.

Actually, it’s generally not good to drag on talk about other members or streamers for too long.

This is especially true for VTubers.

A personal broadcast is literally that member’s personal broadcast.

So, even if they are a member of a group, if they start getting mentioned too often in personal broadcasts, the stream becomes chaotic.

Unless it’s a collab or the VTuber themselves mentions it first, such mentions are basically prohibited.

So Haruka handled it well this time.

Well, Mao did start it during my first personal broadcast, but that was a special situation.

「I’ll tell you what the news is without delay.」
– Kya
– Good, good
– Quick news is great~
– New song announcement?
– No way, are you having a concert???

This kind of thing is what’s good about her.

Usually, streamers start by gathering viewers with a clickbait broadcast title.

But she, when she feels most of the fans who came to see her have gathered, doesn’t drag it out and tells them right away, so it’s nice not having to wait anxiously.

Anyway, what’s the news?

For her to call it an ‘important announcement’ like this, honestly, only things like a live concert or major content come to mind…

For a moment, the thought of ‘graduation’ crossed my mind, but since I, a member of the same group, haven’t heard anything, that’s obviously not it.

「Um, actually, I have vocal cord nodules right now.」

“Eh.”

Not dragging it out is good, but that’s too fast.

At her truly surprising announcement, I ended up gaping.

Just as expected, similar to my dumbfounded reaction, countless question marks started flooding the chat.

– ??????

– What

– ?

– Heok, are you okay?

– What, go to the hospital

– ????

– Does this mean you can’t sing?

– ?

– Hul, is your throat okay???? TTTT

– Are you receiving treatment?

Haruka gave an inscrutable smile, looked at the chat for a while, and then opened her mouth.

「Thank you for worrying. Actually, I’ve been receiving treatment for a few months now.」

– Ah

– That’s a relief, but….

– Ah.. so that’s why your music releases were sparse.

– Then what about the last cover song???

「That was something I had worked on as a study piece. I hadn’t uploaded any songs for too long.」

She was speaking calmly, but my heart felt like it was collapsing.

Was it because I was a Canary who admired her, or because I knew how she had acted?

Anyway, apart from my feelings, her announcement continued.

「I’ve had vocal cord nodules several times before… but I didn’t know it would last this long this time. I’m sorry for not telling you sooner.」

– It’s okay

– TTTTTTTTT

– Please just be healthy..

– So you can’t sing anymore?

「Can’t sing anymore…?」

She shook her head.

Her blue eyes, shining like jewels, were hidden by her eyelids, and her ponytail, resembling the blue sky, swayed as she shook her head.

「I got permission from the company for this, so I’ll give you a spoiler. There’s a 1st Generation 3D concert at the end of the year. I’ll be sure to recover by then and come back.」

“There’s a… concert?”

This was the first time I was hearing this.

I had vaguely heard that they were holding a concert at the end of the year, but I didn’t know it would actually happen.

Anyway, Bellus was a company that ran solely on Kim Kanghyun’s funds and lacked capital relative to its size.

Because of that, not only me but even the fans were half-resigned to it.

Although Haruka had held a concert using her own money before, there were also rumors that an enormous amount of her personal funds went into it, so the feeling of ‘of course’ was strong.

「So… I plan to focus on recovery for the time being. I’m sorry I probably won’t be able to stream often……」

– TTTTTTTTT

– Recovery comes first

– Rest well and come back!

– We’re fine, so please rest and come back….

– I’ll look forward to the concert!

If there’s a concert at the end of the year, she’ll be resting for almost two months.

But the Canaries accepted it surprisingly calmly.

Honestly, my reaction wasn’t different from theirs. When I first heard her news, I just hoped she would rest well.

「You’ll be very bored while I’m gone, right?」

Well…… that’s not to say Haruka’s absence won’t be felt.

As I watched her broadcast with a bittersweet heart, she suddenly winked playfully.

「Still, you have to endure by watching other members’ broadcasts, okay? Got it?」

– Yes

– Rest well..

– Cute

– Yesyesyesyesyes

– I’ll be waiting

“……”

Seeing Haruka wink felt healing, but already feeling her absence probably wasn’t just my imagination.

Still, I have ways to contact her, or though it requires a lot of courage, I can at least meet her in person, so is that a relief……

Just as I was lost in thought for a moment, wondering how I should ask to meet her if Haruka’s absence felt too big and I missed her, the smartphone screen suddenly lit up.

Kketok-

“Who is it at this hour……?”

The 2nd Gen group chat basically has notifications off, and I don’t have any friends to begin with, so there was no one who would contact me.

Ari-nim contacts me relatively often, but she wouldn’t contact me late at night unless it was urgent.

Feeling puzzled, I tilted my head and checked the message.

MyWifeHehehe – [You’re watching the broadcast right now, right?]

“Hweat?!”

My wife messaged me first!

Without even giving me time to gather courage, a message came from the person herself, so I hurriedly moved my fingers to send a reply.

Me- [Yess!]

[I’m sorry about that earlier..]

MyWifeHehehe – [LOLOLOLOLㅋ]

[It’s okay]

After sending the reply, I looked at the broadcast screen.

She had currently excused herself, saying she was going to the restroom for a moment.

Then, did she send me a message while sitting on the toilet with her butt bare?

……Uhuhu.

I want to be Haruka’s toilet.

But my gloomy fantasy vanished far away with her message.

MyWifeHehehe – [Are you free tomorrow?]

What.

Why is she asking about my schedule?

Could it be……?

[Us]

[Shall we meet for a bit?]

“Wha, Whaaaaaat?!”

At her follow-up message, I ended up shouting.

Haruka asked to meet first?

Me?

“Heheheheheheh.”

The slightly gloomy mood I had until just now seemed to completely disappear.

I replied with a joyful heart.

Me- [Yes!]

[Sounds great!]

Anyway, where should we meet?

……I’d prefer Haruka’s bathroom.




  Chapter 46: I got a compliment from my wife!
Me – [Help!]

Sumire Mamang (Ina Yeon) – [?]
[What’s wrong?]

Me – [(Photo)]
[How do you do makeup?]
[Tell me ㅜㅜ]

Sumire Mamang (Ina Yeon) – [??????????????]
[Did someone hit you,,?]

Me – [Makeup is hard ㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠ]
[Can you pick out clothes too?]
[Tomorrow is an important day for me]

Sumire Mamang (Ina Yeon) – [?????????]
[Perhaps..]
[A guy]
[It’s not, right?]

Me – [Ung]
[I’m meeting Haruka-sunbae]

Sumire Mamang (Ina Yeon) – [….]
[(Sighing cat emote)]
[I’ll go to your place around lunchtime tomorrow]
[Wait for me]

Me – [Thank you!!!!]
[(Bowing chick character emote)]



A date alone with Haruka, I never imagined a day like this would come.

If I could ride a time machine and tell my past self—a corner-dwelling, friendless, virgin VTuber otaku loser—that he’d get a chance to date his oshi, my past self would probably just curse at me for talking nonsense.

Wouldn’t my past self then have berated me for expressing my ego too much and just scanned barcodes (a derogatory term for obsessive fans)?

But what could I do, I’ve become a TS (transsexual) pretty girl-chan…!

“Kuhahahaha.”

Anyway, because it was my first date with her, I couldn’t hide my overflowing anticipation.

So, to look good for my wife, I tried doing makeup for the first time since entering Woo Seowoo’s body, and I failed a little, so I ended up asking Sumire Mamang for help.

‘…Could it be that makeup skills and drawing skills aren’t proportional?’

Still, when I urgently called Sumire Mamang, she rushed over without a second thought and styled me, so I was saved.

Mamang, after I practiced makeup once more in the morning and turned into a raccoon again, took me to a salon and perfectly finished everything from makeup to hairstyle.

I kept bowing my head and repeatedly thanking her because I was constantly indebted to her, but she just smiled lightly.

So, in the end, I had no choice but to gift her my cherished Haruka life-sized standee, holding back tears.

Mamang insisted it was okay and declined, but when I forced it into her hands, saying she had to accept my feelings, she eventually took it.

‘Since she’s a Bellus member, there’s no way she’d dislike a gift from a senior, so she probably quite liked it deep down.’

‘Of course, this doesn’t mean I’ve repaid everything I’ve received from her. So, should I offer to grant her a wish later?’

‘By the way, will the standee fit in the car? I wonder if it’ll get damaged……’

Anyway, after completing all preparations, I checked the mirror for a moment before leaving the house.

“Perfect……!”

My made-up face feels a bit unfamiliar yet fascinating.

Woo Seowoo already possessed an incredibly cute face naturally, but with makeup, the cuteness remained, and a touch of mature charm was added, creating a subtle change.

The eyes, which had looked merely innocent, now gave a quite lively impression thanks to the slightly uplifted eyeliner, and the slightly flushed cheeks naturally gave a healthy look.
Moreover, with the addition of a high-saturation pink-red lipstick, it truly became a lovely impression that made one want to hug me tightly.

I also liked the clothes I bought on Mamang’s strong recommendation.

The beige knit cardigan had large, relaxed pleats, giving it a cute feel, and the slightly flared wrist design made it look feminine and warm overall.
Also, the slim white pants that looked like jeans neatly held my lower body, adding the effect of making Woo Seowoo’s short legs look quite long.

And the secret weapon, high heels…!

Since Haruka is a bit tall for a woman, wouldn’t I, who doesn’t even reach the average height, have to wear heels to stand next to her?

Honestly, just standing in heels now makes it somewhat difficult to keep my balance, and the tips of my toes are aching, but still, this is something a woman has to endure…… What did I just say?

“W-woman…?”

Of course, I’ve adapted to Woo Seowoo’s body quite quickly, and biologically, I am female, so I’m not denying that.

But saying it out loud feels strange.

It’s like feeling defeated, admitting I can’t get Haruka pregnant.

‘B-but still.’

‘If I were a man, I wouldn’t even have had the chance to date Haruka like this, so isn’t it a gain…?’

“……”

Anyway, I came to my senses and left the house.

The meeting place wasn’t far.
Haruka, as expected of my wife, had a car and said she would pick me up.
So, I just had to stand blankly in front of a café near my house.

“Did I overdo it by insisting on wearing high heels…?”

I should have listened when Mamang tried to stop me…

It seems the problem was insisting on buying 9cm heels to not look inferior next to Haruka.

First, my knees don’t straighten well.
Because of that, my calves also ache, and my back has started aching in a chain reaction.
My walking form is also somewhat awkward, like watching a pubescent boy who just got circumcised after going to eat tonkatsu with his mom.

And so, after diligently moving my legs like a newborn deer to reach the café, which was a 5-minute walk from my house, Haruka had already arrived.

I tried to calm my slightly excited heart and approached her.

She seemed to shine noticeably even from a distance, thanks to her elegant posture and stylish attire.
And perhaps because she didn’t have her hair tied up today, her long, straight hair was softly fluttering, reflecting the sunlight.

“Haru…! No, Seoyoon-nim!”

As I approached, calling Haruka’s name, she smiled leisurely and waved her hand.

“Seowoo-nim, you look pretty today, don’t you?”
“Thank youuu…!”

‘My wife complimented me!’

My face flushes hot.
Meeting her smiling eyes feels like double the strain on my heart.

As I fidgeted and tidied my hair while standing in front of her, she smiled silently and helped me into the car.

Her car was a luxury SUV from a domestic brand.
Considering her monthly income, she could easily afford a super high-end foreign car like a Bent*ey, but she didn’t seem to have much desire to show off.

‘Hmm. When we get married, it might be good to entrust Haruka with managing our finances…’

“Ooh……”

As soon as I got into the car, Haruka’s subtle fragrance enveloped my whole body.
It was the same scent I smelled when she hugged me at Kim Kanghyun’s house.

I naturally sniffed the air and looked around.

The inside of the car, which came into my view, was neat and tidily arranged, and the 1st generation merch dolls placed here and there allowed me to feel Haruka’s affection and meticulousness for her members.

‘…If I release merch too, will it be placed there?’

‘I think I’d be moved if I saw my doll in her car someday after its release.’

‘Moreover, imagining my merch being there, watching Haruka drive all day, made it feel like we’d always be together, which was nice.’

Thus, tucking away the wish for merch to be released soon in a corner of my heart, I was looking around the inside of the car when she leaned over to the passenger seat and fastened my seatbelt.

“You must always wear your seatbelt.”
“Heok……!”

Haruka’s breath was right in front of my nose.
Her sweet body scent also wafted strongly, and every single one of her baby hairs filled my vision.

I cringed deeply and chased her scent.

But she turned away before I could even savor her body scent.

“Let’s go.”
“Yes, yeees…”

My legs naturally closed demurely.
It’s troublesome because when she reached out just now, her breast lightly brushed my cheek, and my panties got completely soaked.

‘……It’s a good thing I even wore a sanitary pad, just in case.’

“Um… But where are we going?”

I only heard from Haruka that we would meet, not what we would do after meeting.
I had imagined it was a date on my own, but it might not necessarily be a date.

Just in case, the conversation topics I searched for online all night, or the mouthwash, tissues, hand mirror, shampoo, body wash, spare underwear, and condoms I put in my handbag might not be needed.

‘…Actually, I wondered if condoms were really necessary since we both don’t have anything to poke with.’

‘Still, I brought them thinking it might hurt a little less if I put them on my fingers.’

“Let’s get going first. Would you like this?”
“Eh? Strawberry latte?”

She coolly offered me a strawberry latte and released the handbrake.

‘What’s this, is this flirting?’

My heart thumped loudly again for a moment.

“I arrived a little early, so I bought one. Do you like sweet things?”
“I loove them…!”

‘I love Haruka tooooo…!’
I wanted to shout, but if I opened my mouth now, it felt like my heart would pop right out, so I barely swallowed it down.

And so, while I, who had been properly heart-fluttered, was silently sipping on the straw, the car began to move smoothly.

I had only worked part-time jobs and hadn’t even thought about getting a driver’s license, but seeing her drive so skillfully, she looked so cool that my mouth fell agape.

Coincidentally, her outfit today was also a semi-formal suit.
Thanks to that, she exuded the vibe of a capable OL-noona, making me wonder if I already needed to change my sanitary pad.

‘I feel like I want to be kept as a dried fish by Haruka like this……’

‘Perhaps she wouldn’t kidnap and confine me?’

‘……I’m okay with it though.’

“Um… Since you watched my broadcast, you know I’m taking a break for a month or two, right?”
“Yes, I know.”

As I was glancing at her driving and enjoying the sweet latte, she smiled fondly at me and spoke.

She nodded slightly at my answer.

“I’ve been thinking for a while. What would happen to Bellus if I took a break from broadcasting… Does that sound a bit like an overinflated ego?”
“N-no!”
“If so, that’s a relief…”

This wasn’t her having an overinflated ego.

First of all, if one were to mention the virtual group ‘Bellus,’ ‘Bellus’s Haruka’ would naturally come to mind first, as she had engaged in uniquely prominent activities.

Honestly, other 1st generation members might feel sad if they heard this, and indeed, Bellus wouldn’t be what it is today without them, but still, it couldn’t be denied that she was the core driving force behind Bellus’s explosive growth.

“So, I’ve been thinking ever since I talked with you at the CEO’s house, Seowoo-nim.”
“Yes.”
“That plan from last time.”
“…Plan?”
“The plan to replace me.”
“Heok.”

‘For Haruka to mention that dark history first.’

‘Just thinking about that time makes my hands and feet cringe even now, and I feel so ashamed.’

‘……Why did I dare to think of replacing her?’

I hurriedly put down the strawberry latte and bowed my head deeply to her.

“I’m sorry again. I don’t know what came over me then……”
“No, that’s not what I’m trying to say…”

She paused for a moment.

At that moment, I felt something approaching me.

Thump—

A warm touch landed on my head.

Haruka’s hand gently covered the top of my head and slowly began to stroke it.
Her soft, warm touch brushed my hair a few times before slowly leaving.

“Uh……?”

My mind went blank, and I was momentarily speechless.
As soon as Haruka’s touch disappeared, a strange sense of longing remained in my chest.
With my shoulders tensed, I gathered my trembling heart and gently lifted my head.

‘Just now… Haruka……’

“I thought that seemed okay.”
“……”
“Of course, I don’t mean it’s okay to replace me.”

Her expression was hard to see because her gaze was fixed forward, perhaps due to driving.

But I could clearly feel my lips twitching, so I could imagine what my expression must be like now.

‘Ah, my brain feels like it’s broken.’

“It probably wouldn’t be possible, and it shouldn’t be.”
“R-right…”
“Still…… I thought it wouldn’t be bad to rely on someone too. Since we’re a group.”
“R-right…”
“I always thought I was carrying the burden alone, but after that, I realized how foolish I was being, or so to speak…… Are you listening?”
“R-right…”
“……”

She looked at me strangely and then flinched.
And then she quickly averted her gaze as if she hadn’t seen anything.

‘What was that reaction.’

‘…What was my expression like that she avoided my gaze?’

“……Anyway, after continuously consulting with the CEO, as a result of our talks, I’ve decided to distribute the burdens I was carrying to the other members one by one.”
“Ah…”
“To do that, I need to know if they are people I can rely on, and among them, the first one I wanted to check was…”

The car stopped.

Coincidentally, it seemed the light had turned red.

She looked at me again, and this time, she looked straight into my eyes.

“Seowoo-nim… No, I’d like to hear Kotori’s song. I want to see for myself why the CEO praised you so much.”
“Eh?”
“Don’t you think I need to hear Seowoo-nim’s song myself at least once to be able to trust and entrust the burden?”




  Chapter 47: Do your feet smell?
The situation I most hoped for when meeting Haruka was, of course, to be on top of her or under her, both of us letting out high-pitched screams while engaging in a furious breeding press……

Anyway, I wanted a situation where I’d have a reason to use the condoms I brought.

But going to a noraebang (karaoke room) together like this wasn’t bad either.

No, it could actually be considered really good.

In the past, all I had done was go to a dingy coin noraebang alone and sing the songs Haruka had sung a few times, so just being able to go to a noraebang with Haruka like this was a huge step forward.

Inside her car, which was moving smoothly as the light turned green, I asked with eyes mixed with anticipation.

“Then, are we going to a noraebang?”

Instead of answering, she smiled slightly and shook her head.

“No?”
“Eh?”

‘Isn’t it common to go to a noraebang together if you want to hear someone sing live?’

‘In that unique, cozy darkness, where soft lighting envelops our silhouettes, and our voices become one, filling the entire small room;

isn’t it a natural flow to be drawn by the increasingly heated atmosphere,

moving much closer to her beside me, sharing breaths, and feeling a strange tremor and palpitation?’

‘According to what I saw on some shady websites, they exchange strangely heated glances, or share water because their throats are dry,

leading to an indirect kiss, and in the end, they end up doing this and that in the small room,

making sure no sound leaks through the microphone…… Hmm.’

Anyway, I was expecting something like her playing pranks on me while I was singing, and because of that,

I’d have to suppress the moans that naturally escaped me while I sang.

However, contrary to my expectations, Haruka seemed to be planning to take me somewhere else.

‘Then, is it an outdoor busking session?’

‘Outdoor play in a crowded place isn’t bad either. It would probably be very embarrassing if she put her fingers there while I was singing…’

“We’re going to my place.”
“?!”

‘That’s even better…!’

I nodded vigorously.



“Are your feet okay?”

Haruka asked worriedly, seeing me struggling to take off my high heels at the entrance.

I fidgeted and waved my hands dismissively.

“I-I’m fine.”

“…I think it’s bleeding, let me see.”

“Eh…”

Haruka made me sit on the floor and then suddenly grabbed my foot.

Her soft hand enveloped my small foot.

For a moment, I even forgot to breathe and stiffened my body.

“Your heel is all scraped… Is this your first time wearing heels?”

“Yeees…”

I had forced myself to wear heels, but it seemed an accident had finally happened.

I hadn’t even walked much, but Woo Seowoo’s delicate skin couldn’t withstand the tremendous destructive power of high heels.

‘Still, is it fortunate that I made it to Haruka’s house safely?’

‘……By the way, I wonder if my feet smell?’

In front of her, who was looking around my feet with concern, I didn’t know what to do and blushed.

She then examined the wound for a while, brought a first-aid kit, and then squatted in front of me, carefully applying a bandage.

I stared blankly at her face as she smiled faintly and nodded at the bandage.

“……”

“All done. Hmm? Why are you staring like that?”

“It’s nothing.”

I shook my head slightly.

‘…My wife will be a really good wife.’

Coming face to face with Haruka, whom I had only seen beyond the screen, I felt like I was gradually getting to know sides of her I hadn’t known before.

As a VTuber otaku, it’s natural to worship a perfect idol who fulfills my fantasies, but coming face to face with her showing such a warm side, I can’t help but fall for her even more.

And my perfect idol pointed to the bathroom attached to the hallway and said.

“Then, wash your feet without getting them wet and come in.”

“……Did my feet smell?”

“A little?”

My cheeks flushed.

Lately, I’ve been busy and sometimes fell asleep without showering properly…

But I didn’t know it was bad enough for Haruka to say that.

As I hurriedly lifted my foot to check if it really smelled, she chuckled.

“I’m kidding. And if you stay in that position, your panties will be completely visible, you know?”

“……”

‘Is it just my imagination, or has she become a bit more playful since that day I saw her at Kim Kanghyun’s house?’

But since it meant we were gradually getting closer, I didn’t feel bad.

Moreover, seeing her playful side made me want to pick her up and gobble her all up.

‘I want to pounce on her right now, lay her on the bed, and do this and that……’

‘Still, with Woo Seowoo’s strength, pouncing on her is probably impossible, and honestly, just being in her house like this makes my heart feel like it’s going to explode, so maybe I should exercise a little self-control.’

“Are you all washed up?”

“Yeees.”

“Then, come this way.”

After thoroughly washing my hands and feet in the bathroom, I followed her into the house.

She then led me to a room located in the deepest part of the house.

As soon as the door opened, neatly organized recording equipment and a soundproof booth came into view.

This place was equipped with professional gear, no less than the studio of our producer, Kim Hyunmin-ssi, who had a zombie-like impression.

There was everything to support her music activities, including microphones, a computer, headphones, and an audio interface.

“This is my personal recording studio. The producer usually does most of it, but I feel more at ease doing the mixing myself, so I decorated it like this.”

“Waaah…”

‘To have a mini-studio at home.’

‘Sumire Mamang, who worked on songs with her laptop, is one thing, but I guess former Utaites are really different in some way or another.’

I had also bought various recording equipment and a booth with the substantial contract money, but it was no comparison to what she was using.

“Then, I’ll get some drinks. You can look around.”

Haruka had me sit in a chair and then left the room.

I watched her retreating figure for a moment and then immediately pulled the chair closer to the desk.

“…Haruka’s microphone.”

I could see two microphones that looked extraordinary at first glance.

Probably one was for recording, and the other for broadcasting.

‘Is this the microphone through which the voice of her, whom I love, flows?’

‘…Then what does Haruka’s microphone smell like?’

A sudden curiosity arose, but pressing my nose against her microphone and sniffing it, or doing an indirect kiss, seemed too creepy, so I barely suppressed the urge.

However, unable to let go of my lingering attachment, I was fiddling with my hands and looking at the microphone when the door opened, and her voice was heard.

“I brought drinks. It’s ginger tea, is that okay?”

“Yes, thank you for the drink-“

I took the ginger tea she offered and slurped it down.

‘……Bitter.’

‘I remember drinking it quite well when I was a man, but Woo Seowoo’s taste buds are no different from a brat’s.’

Seeing me grimace while drinking the ginger tea, Haruka chuckled and then pointed to the microphone in front of me, saying.

“You can’t break that. It’s troublesome because it has to be sent abroad for repairs.”

“……Is it very expensive?”

“Hmm, was it around 5 million won…?”

“Whaaaaat?!”

Startled, I quickly distanced myself from the microphone.

That one microphone costs as much as all my broadcasting equipment combined.

‘What if I had buried my nose in it and done something weird and broken it?’

‘On that day, I would have been worked like a s*ave to pay off the microphone’s cost.’

‘Since I’ve already spent a lot of the contract money on various broadcast preparations, I wouldn’t be able to pay with money, so I’d have to pay with my body at her house.’

‘Of course, that would be very welcome, but still, I didn’t want to be a bad husband who breaks my wife’s equipment.’

“Come to think of it, Seowoo-nim, what microphone do you use?”

“For recording?”

“Yes.”

“I-I use one in the 500,000 won range…”

A microphone in the 500,000 won range is indeed quite good, enough for a professional to use, but it couldn’t even dare to compare with her microphone in front of me now.

‘Should I be happy about my wife’s wealth, or sad?’

‘……What if she says she won’t marry a pauper like me?’

“Shall I gift you a microphone similar to this one?”

“…! It’s okay!”

“Don’t refuse. A craftsman always blames his tools, you know.”

“That’s true, but…”

After singing a few times, I realized how baseless the saying “a craftsman doesn’t blame his tools” was.

The sound quality when recording at home versus recording at Kim Hyunmin-ssi’s studio was worlds apart.

However, it’s also true that I feel like I’m about to be crushed by her wealth, as she casually mentions a gift worth several million won.

Fortunately, she seemed to sense my discomfort and quickly changed the subject.

“Is your throat quite warmed up?”

“Yeees, thanks to the ginger tea.”

“Then, shall we listen to a song now?”

“……Yes.”

I gulped and nodded.

It was the same when I first sang in the studio during the training camp, but singing in front of someone watching is quite nerve-wracking.

I admire Haruka to the point where I don’t know how she managed to hold a solo concert in front of so many people.

Moreover, singing in front of the person herself, with such professional recording equipment prepared, made my heart pound like crazy.

‘Of course, even if Woo Seowoo’s chest pounded, there wouldn’t be even a slight tremor.’

Anyway, regardless of my feelings, she had already pulled up a song list and was motioning to me.

“I’d like to hear about two songs…… First, could you sing in the style that the CEO praised so much?”

“The style the CEO praised…?”

“My style, I mean, Haruka’s style.”

‘To sing in her style in front of Haruka.’

‘If I hit a wrong note, it would feel like being publicly shamed after death.’

‘By the way, I’m also worried about what to sing.’

The songs representative of Haruka’s style would be “Night Sky Patrol of Tomorrow” or her original songs, both of which are incredibly burdensome to sing in front of the person herself.

“Wh-which one……?”

“I’d like to hear Night Sky Patrol.”

“Heok.”

‘Right.’

‘If my wife orders, I obey.’



“Haaah~! Ah- aah~!!!”

Han Seoyoon stared at the girl singing passionately beside her with astonished eyes.

‘It’s… similar.’

Every little mannerism was recreating Haruka’s singing.

Even she herself was heavily influenced by the singing style of a legendary Japanese Utaite, but it was a style not everyone could pull off, so it was natural to feel surprised.

Moreover, looking closely, Woo Seowoo’s singing style actually resembled that Utaite more than Han Seoyoon herself.

Han Seoyoon had slightly modified her singing style after suffering from vocal cord nodules several times, so there were subtle differences, whereas Woo Seowoo had perfectly healthy vocal cords, so it might be natural.

For a moment, Han Seoyoon even felt the urge to steal her vocal cords.

‘Well, it’s not like she sings better than me, though.’

She let out a chuckle.

Still, her skill was enough to understand why CEO Kim Kanghyun had praised her singing so tirelessly to Han Seoyoon herself.

“Haah- haah-“

“Take a deep breath and drink some tea.”

“…Thank youuu.”

A smile inadvertently escaped as she watched Woo Seowoo, whose shoulders drooped as she trailed off her words, seemingly exhausted.

‘It’s natural, given how immersed she was.’

Woo Seowoo had been anxiously nervous before singing, but as soon as the song started, she had become instantly immersed.

Haruka felt an unidentifiable sense of kinship watching her.

Even for Haruka, it was inevitable to feel nervous before singing.

Rather, showing such immersion demonstrated her talent as a VTuber, or singer, which even made her feel quite pleased.

“Then… shall we listen to the next song?”

“Yes.”

“For the next song, I’d like you to sing in Seowoo-nim’s style.”

“……My style?”

“Hmm, like Henspoce?”

When Woo Seowoo first heard Henspoce, she thought she had heard a really good song for the first time in a long while.

It wasn’t because the vocalization was half air, half sound, or simply because she belted out high notes well.

She just liked the song’s interpretation.

Of course, Han Seoyoon knew what emotions that song interpretation stemmed from,

but still, for her, who was immersed in the various emotions that could be conveyed through song and that voice,

it was a song that resonated with her more than the cookie-cutter ballads churned out by singers these days, so she liked it even more.

She hadn’t said it in front of her, but she had listened to that cover song all day long for a while.

However, Woo Seowoo was flustered.

‘What is my style?’

She hadn’t established her own style yet.

Voice, singing style, mannerisms, etc.—singers have their own unique singing style.

That style, like a person’s fingerprint, is different for everyone.

No matter how much Haruka’s singing was influenced by Japanese Utaites and Woo Seowoo imitated her, slight differences were bound to exist.

However, having traced Haruka’s fingerprints ever since entering Woo Seowoo’s body, she didn’t know what her own style was.

‘Is the singing style from Henspoce my style…?’

Even if so, she had sung it on a momentary impulse, so she didn’t know if she could reproduce it again.

Han Seoyoon tilted her head, looking at the confused girl.

“Perhaps……”

“Yes…?”

“You don’t know what your own style is?”

“……Yeees.”

She tilted her head.

No matter what, it was absurd for someone who could sing this well not to know their own style.

Han Seoyoon, just in case, asked again.

“How long have you been singing?”

“……”

“Seowoo-nim?”

In Han Seoyoon’s clear eyes, which were looking at her inquisitively, Woo Seowoo’s face, her pupils trembling rapidly, was reflected.




  Chapter 48: Game OST
In the end, the private room date with Haruka, or the sweet home date, ended anticlimactically.

It was just a simple question from Haruka, but when I couldn’t properly answer, “How long have you been singing?” a part of my small, precious heart ached.

Fortunately, Haruka let it slide, assuming I had my reasons, but deep down, I couldn’t help but feel guilty, as if I had hidden something important from her.

However, I couldn’t bring myself to say something like, “Actually, Woo Seowoo seems to have sung quite a bit, but it’s only been four months since I possessed Woo Seowoo’s body…” so I guess it couldn’t be helped.

Just being able to spend time with her as a successful fan after becoming Woo Seowoo is a dream come true.

But I didn’t want to gamble by revealing to her that I was actually a corner-dwelling VTuber otaku.

And so, the date I had set my heart on, even trying makeup for the first time in my life, unfortunately ended with a bitter aftertaste, but it left me with a task.

MyWifeHehe – [So]

[Are you going to take on the OST?]

The words Haruka said at the beginning of the date, about ‘entrusting the burden.’

I hadn’t even dared to think that those words meant she was tossing a job offer that had come her way to me.

“An OST, you say……”

I stared intently at the message from her, lost in thought.

She said it was the title OST for a game event, but the scale felt large.

An OST offer for a VTuber.

Well, other collaborations might be understandable.

But for a VTuber, not even from the mainland, to take on an OST is quite a shocking thing.

However, for someone like Haruka, it might not be strange to receive an OST casting offer.

I’m not overpraising her because she’s my wife; her musical power slaps the cheeks of most rookie singers or singer-songwriters.

Perhaps she had received even more offers than this.

“If Haruka hadn’t gotten vocal cord nodules……”

I trembled with trepidation, unable to even imagine what kind of news would have hit Bellus.

Could it be that the vocal cord nodules had twisted numerous world lines?

“…As expected, my wife is amazing.”

However, the fact that such an offer came to Haruka was due to her power, not necessarily the power of Bellus as a whole.

If I, who am merely a junior in the same group, were to take on an OST, it would be perfect fodder for “Who the f*ck is that?” comments.

But since it’s my wife’s suggestion, it’s also hard to refuse.

As I frowned in deep thought and didn’t reply, another message came from Haruka.

MyWifeHehe – [It’ll be a good experience]

“It’s too big of a scale to be just a good experience.”

‘It feels like things are getting bigger than I thought, even though I became a VTuber just to yuri with Haruka.’

‘…Still, I can’t disappoint her.’

‘She must have offered to share the burden because she trusted me.’

‘If I refuse from the start, her favorability might plummet.’

‘If that happens, my chances of making babies and having a fruitful marriage with Haruka will become distant.’

‘That can’t happen.’

After much deliberation, I moved my slender fingers.

Me – [Can I think about it a little more, pwease…?]
[(Peeking chick behind the door emote)]

There wasn’t enough time to make a decision right away.

I was a newly debuted VTuber with a lot on my plate.

This too was an indispensable part of my journey towards marriage and honeymoon with her.

So, I replied cautiously, and fortunately, she seemed to understand my situation and replied immediately.

MyWifeHehe – [Hahahaha]
[Yes]
[But time is tight]
[You need to reply within two days]

Me – [Okay..]

“Two days…”

‘Will two days be enough?’

I tilted my head, but I couldn’t tell.

Still, I have to do what needs to be done right now.

By the time I got home and messaged her, it was already broadcast time.

My schedule is so tight, I wonder if I’ve ever lived such a busy life.

Moreover, even though I have fewer broadcast hours compared to my other colleagues, it’s like this, so it’s hard to even imagine what kind of lives the other members, especially the 1st generation, have been living.

“Did I… actually join a sweatshop company…?”

For a moment, the slumped shoulders of Manager Ari-nim, whom I saw during the interview at the main office on the first day of possession, flashing before my eyes probably wasn’t my imagination.

‘I want to show this reality to those b*stards who belittled VTubing as an easy job.’

Of course, there’s the advantage of being able to do most of the work from home, but still, I know very well that the term “easy job” doesn’t apply, at least not in a top-tier group or corporate entity like Bellus.

“……I need to lose weight too.”

Perhaps due to the aftermath of starving for a few weeks, I keep overeating.

Unknowingly, Woo Seowoo’s jawline had become somewhat indistinct.

She originally had some baby fat, so it wasn’t a sharp jawline to begin with, but it’s been a long time since I deviated from the skinny figure I saw when I first entered this body.

Well, I look much better now than then, but it’s true that my heart aches every time I see my weight vigorously 달려가는 (running towards) overweight…

Anyway, before turning on the broadcast, I took a short break to post notices on Twitper and the fan cafe.

[Today’s broadcast also at 8 PM]

I’ll be there at 8 after eating.

We’ll chat a bit and then explore the fan cafe,,

Likes: 487 Comments: 77

“Hmm.”

It feels like I’ve only done just-chatting streams for a week, and now that I’m even resorting to exploring the fan cafe, which is the last resort during just-chatting, should I start incorporating a game soon?

Even for a VTuber, just chatting all week long is a bit much……

I ordered food and then logged into the Bellus gallery.

For a broadcaster, the community is like a taboo, and getting proper feedback here is a distant prospect.

But there’s no better place to quickly feel the public sentiment firsthand.

[Kotori) Eating]
[Kotori is eating something delicious again today..]
[Popular] [How can every announcement posted for a week say she’s eating hahahahaha.jpg]
[Yaral Fairy entrance hahahaha]
[I’m so sad because Haruka isn’t here..]
[So Haruka has no broadcasts at all for two months?]
[Popular] [Drew Hoshino fanart.jpg]
[Popular] [Upvote if you think Kotori will talk about food in today’s just-chat too haha]

[Popular] [Upvote if you think Kotori will talk about food in today’s just-chat too haha]

Dronies who want to kidnap Kotori, whose belly is full, as she babbles about the delivery food she ate, and shower her with affection, upvote hahahahaha

Upvotes: 88 Downvotes: 7

– Upvote upvote
– She’s so fcking cute when she brags about what she ate hahahaha
– I want to eat Kotori too
└ Line
└ Me too
└ Fck off, I’m gonna eat her
– Hmm.. if she gains weight, it’ll be hard to lift and f*ck her
– How does she not gain weight eating like that?
└ Sumire met her today and said she gained a bit of weight

“These b*stards.”

Someone is worried because they have no broadcast content, but seeing the usual Nongnong-dan, whose brains are dominated by sexual desire as if that doesn’t matter, I don’t know whether to laugh or cry.

‘By the way, Sumire said I gained weight?’

“……Mamang, I hate you.”

‘To reveal that top-secret information.’

‘…Even though I gave her Haruka’s life-sized standee.’



Han Seoyoon had said that for Woo Seowoo to establish her musical identity, she needed various experiences.

For a VTuber, the best way to do this is to churn out cover songs as if breathing, accumulating experience points.

However, Han Seoyoon had a slightly different idea.

She would pass on one of the job offers piled up in front of her to Woo Seowoo, opening up an experience point event for her.

The title of Bellus’s spearhead, or the best vocalist among domestic VTubers, carried a surprisingly large reputation.

Among VTubers who had already begun to conquer the underground scene both domestically and internationally, she was called the top of the industry in Korea.

No matter how much of a king one is in the underground, this is bound to attract some attention from other industries.

For example, being noticed by those who were trying to cast a singer for the ‘title song’ needed for ‘a certain mobile game event,’ or something like that.

“You recommended a VTuber named Kotori?”

Two days after Haruka passed the job offer to Kotori.

Yoon Jungwoo, the planning team leader in charge of the tournament event for the otaku-centric turn-based mobile game ‘Apstal Genesis,’ looked up from the document he was reading and asked, slightly bewildered.

He raised an eyebrow once and then fixed his gaze on Heo Jisoo, the marketing manager.

“Yes, Bellus contacted us.”

Heo Jisoo turned her laptop around and played Kotori’s video, saying.

On the screen, the Henspoce cover song, which was already racing towards 2.5 million views, was playing.

“This VTuber named Kotori is a newly debuted junior in the same group as Haruka, whom we initially requested to cast. The cover song she released upon debut has already hit millions of views, and her fandom is also quite large, so the response should be good.”

“I know that too. But she’s still unknown.”

Team Leader Yoon Jungwoo tilted his head, looking puzzled.

There was no problem with a VTuber taking on a game OST.

The world had changed, and in Japan, it was already happening that 2D characters moving on screens like that were singing OSTs for anime, games, or even dramas.

Apstal Genesis had also collaborated with an overseas VTuber before, and although the results weren’t entirely satisfactory, it wasn’t impossible.

And since internet broadcasters were scheduled to participate in this tournament, it was perfect for targeting their viewer base.

Furthermore, most importantly, the casting fee was extremely cheap by industry standards.

Yoon Jungwoo was always reluctant to involve top singers in OSTs.

Otaku-centric turn-based mobile games like Apstal Genesis, to put it bluntly, only appealed to otakus, and casting famous singers for such games wasn’t as effective as one might think.

Of course, there would be some marketing effect, but the return on investment wasn’t very high.

That’s why Yoon Jungwoo had first suggested offering an OST casting to a VTuber, who was in the deepest part of the underground.

However, that casting offer went to ‘Haruka,’ one of the top domestic VTubers, not ‘Kotori,’ a complete rookie who debuted this month.

Seeing his displeased expression, Heo Jisoo hurriedly opened her mouth.

“Hyunmin vouched for her. He said she would be the best replacement for Haruka-ssi.”

“Hyunmin did…?”

“Yes. And our event is only a month away. We don’t have time to cast someone else.”

“Sigh……”

Kim Hyunmin wasn’t a famous producer, but he was a young talent who was becoming known in this industry through word-of-mouth.

And he was an acquaintance of a university junior, so they had had drinks together a few times.

They had intended to entrust him as the music director for this OST project, but he had to decline because his name value was low and he himself was too busy, so he was trustworthy.

“…Just imagining what our director will say when he hears this news is tiring.”

“The music director?”

“Yeah.”

“……”

This time, even Heo Jisoo, who had strongly recommended Kotori, couldn’t help but shut her mouth.

The music director they brought in after declining Kim Hyunmin was a figure whose name value was incomparable to his.

Moreover, this OST was a song he personally composed and wrote lyrics for, having worked on numerous OSTs for movies, dramas, and web dramas.

What kind of reaction would he show if he found out that his song, which even the top domestic VTuber Haruka was reluctant to sing, was going to an unknown, complete rookie VTuber?

“Sigh……”

Yoon Jungwoo couldn’t help but sigh at the obvious future.




  Chapter 49: Isn’t this totally Lucky Vicky?
What I realized after exploring even the fan art uploaded to the fan cafe yesterday was that I really needed to do something now.

Setting aside the content, I thought it was a bit much even for me to have only done just-chatting for a week without bringing in any games.

Moreover, now that I’ve even used one of the just-chatting secret techniques, exploring the fan cafe, if I only do just-chatting again, even the most unconditionally supportive fandom will get angry.

Well, it’s not like I had these thoughts because the fan art exploration was overflowing with fan art of Kotori wearing bear panties or fan art reminiscent of peeing accidents.

‘By the way, aren’t those kinds of fan art banned?’

‘I should ask Ari-nim what the cafe manager is doing…’

“Anyway, so, today I brought a game.”

– Kyaaaa
– Praise
– Just-chatting for a week crossed the line hahaha
– Slowly..
– What did you bring???
– (Dronie emote waving a light stick)

Although I didn’t say it, it seems the Dronies also had some complaints piled up, as the atmosphere is quite welcoming.

‘…If I hadn’t brought a game today, it really could have been a disaster.’

Confirming the atmosphere of the chat window, I inwardly heaved a sigh of relief and shouted.

“The game I brought is none other than—Sky Ascent—!”

– Hahahahaha, she’s playing this
– Is this a no-end-stream declaration?
– Kyeonwang (play until clear)?????
– Hahahaha GG
– Are you doing kyeonwang?
– Good luck hahahahahahahahahahaha

As I shouted vigorously with a nasal voice, the chat window went wild with joy.

‘Sky Ascent’ is a type of 3D platform adventure game, a jump game with the goal of constantly climbing upwards.

Actually, like all such games, there’s no other goal besides climbing up.

The game’s difficulty is quite high, and a key point of this game is that if you accidentally fall once, you descend quite a bit, which can significantly set back your progress.

Humans are mostly shameless creatures who feel pleasure watching what others have built up collapse in an instant.

This is especially true for those who watch internet broadcasts.

Of course, it’s a different story if it’s a friend or family, but seeing a streamer make a mistake and despair in a game like this makes dopamine overflow.

And the malicious point of this game comes from the fact that there are no checkpoints.

Literally, if you make one mistake, unless you land well on an intermediate structure, you’ll return to the ‘starting village’ in an instant.

Therefore, the playtime inevitably increases.

This is also why the Dronies, thinking they can watch me for a long time, are so happy.

“Kyeonwang… I’ll think about it for now, and I’ll probably clear it in one try, so Dronies who thought they could watch for a long time, zannen (too bad)~”

Kotori on the screen makes a confident expression.

Her eyes are curved into crescents, and her head is held high, as if oblivious to the sky.

Usually, due to her dead eyes, she sometimes looked sleepy, but seeing her like this, she’s no different from a mesugaki (bratty girl).

The Dronies watching the screen were probably very provoked too.

Anyway, it’s true that I haven’t played this type of game much.

I was one of those viewers who enjoyed games by watching broadcasts rather than playing them directly, and after getting to know Bellus and Haruka, I even quit the few games I used to play because I lacked time.

Still, I thought, it’s just a game where you jump and climb, so how hard can it be?

Haruka even cleared this in one try in 2 hours, so although I can’t match my wife, if I play carefully, shouldn’t I be able to reach the summit in one try within 4 hours?

– Confident? hahahahaha
– Reminds me of Yaral Fairy’s 27-hour no-end-stream kyeonwang..
– Then let’s do kyeonwang, shall we?

“Please refrain from mentioning other members first unless absolutely necessary.”

It’s written in the broadcast rules, but many people don’t read the rules.

‘…Actually, there are probably fewer people who read them properly.’

Anyway, as I was briefly adjusting the broadcast screen to launch the game, missions started pouring in.

[KotoriToMakeABaby-nim 50,000 won mission!]
(Take it if you clear in one try)

[Anonymous-nim 300,000 won mission!]
(24-hour kyeonwang)

[KotoriLoliYa-nim 250,000 won mission!]
(One-try clear)

[MaoJinTurnOnStream-nim 10,000 won mission!]
(Ah hahaha, one-try clear is a safe bet, so easy money)

“KotoriToMakeA…Baby-nim, thanks for the mission money! Thanks to the anonymous person who set a mission too, guess I’ll have to do kyeonwang then? And KotoriLo… Hey. You, get out.”

As expected, mission money is indispensable in this type of game.

They’re all throwing money around, calling it a safe asset, but I wonder if it’s really a safe asset.

‘I hope they don’t all lose their mission money and then whine about it…’

I couldn’t hide the smile escaping me as I imagined a future where I confidently exclaimed that I’d only take half of the winnings.

“Kuhahahahahih.”

– ?
– What was that just now?
– Her laugh sounds insidious hahahahaha
– Scary..
– CUUUTE
– LMAO

“Then, let’s begin.”

Some people are saying my laugh is scary or insidious, but I lightly ignored them and entered the game.

As soon as I pressed the game start button, a desolate grassland appeared on the screen, and a small, winged character floated above it.

There was really nothing on the grassland except for structures piled upwards, which evoked a sense of desolation even though it was a game.

Putting aside such impressions, I moved the mouse and looked up at the sky, and I could see structures piled up to a cozy height.

“Why is it so high.”

It didn’t look particularly high when I only watched it on broadcasts, but now that I have to climb it myself, it looks daunting.

Moreover, there’s even a hidden chapter, so this isn’t the end.

‘It feels like declaring a one-try clear was a bit too much… But maybe I can achieve the other goal of clearing it within 4 hours?’

‘Well, it’s a simple game where you just jump and climb little by little, so it shouldn’t be difficult.’

And since the character has wings, I can increase the jump distance, so I won’t be banging my head against it for 27 hours like my 1st generation senior, Kohaku.

Nope.

I took a small, steadying breath and began to control the character.

The beginning was smooth.

Although cows and horses were piled up haphazardly, making it hard to see where to step, I still managed to climb up step by step without falling, thanks to the flapping of my wings.

I gained confidence due to the easier-than-expected difficulty.

“It’s still okay, right?”

– lol, falling in the beginning would be pathetic
– Uh oh, she’s gonna fall
– She’s better than I thought
– If you use your wings like that, you’ll fall soon
– Doesn’t know how to use wings lol
– Kya
– It’s precarious hahahaha

As I climbed the structure and checked the chat, there were some cheering chats, but I could also see many from the forces of evil wishing for me to fall, and backseat gamers.

I ignored those chats, pouted my lips, and focused on the game for now.

Judging by the chat reactions, I don’t know what I’ll hear if I make a mistake and fall in the beginning.

Honestly, failing the one-try clear seemed less damaging to my pride than being teased by those people.

‘Right, I’ll climb step by step carefully so I don’t get made fun of.’

First, step on the cow’s belly, then flap my wings to step on the head of a foal that’s a bit far away.

“Like this… like thiiis…”

– Like this, like this
– Her lips pursing is cute hahaha
– (Dronie emote clapping)

It was awkward at first, but I was gradually finding stability.

As confidence grew, I strangely felt more余裕 (at ease/composed).

“What, this is too easy?”

Less than 10 minutes later, I arrived at the next chapter.

After stepping on the hoof of a horse lying on its back with its belly exposed at the highest point and jumping vigorously, I arrived at an ancient ruin site that signaled the start of the next chapter.

Looking at the sphinx-like stone statue welcoming my character, I said confidently.

“I don’t know about a one-try clear, but kyeonwang seems easy? I’ll clear it in 4 hours, not 24.”

– Setting a flag hahahaha
– I can see the future
– The first chapter is usually easy
– Ah, so it’s easy for you?
– (Kotori emote being petted)

“What flag. Just wait for the mission money settlement.”

I scoffed and continued to climb.

The next chapter wasn’t difficult either.

I just had to run up a Colosseum-like building made of marble and then jump over the sparsely placed bricks on top to climb up.

Unknowingly, the initial fear I felt at the height of the structures had become a distant memory, and I was able to play comfortably as my tension eased.

Taking advantage of the momentum, I muted the game’s built-in BGM and played a song.

‘If I listen to Haruka’s song, I’ll do better. Hehe.’

– ?
– Giving a shoutout to sunbae here hahahaha
– Kya hahaha
– What about love for a senior? Nongtube haha

“This is my playlist. I’ll share it with you Dronies too, so make a playlist.”

This is a playlist carefully selected from Haruka’s songs posted on SoundCloud and Mtube.

Of course, I only picked calm songs so I wouldn’t get too excited during the broadcast listening to Haruka’s high notes.

I hummed the song and played the game again.

My harmony overlapping with Haruka’s voice sounds quite nice.

Even the Dronies who were usually tired of me praising Haruka too much, wouldn’t they forgive me since this is no different from members doing a pseudo-illegal duet?

But perhaps it was because I relaxed too much.

It was while I was treating the Dronies’ ears to the next illegal duet and stepping on a bone fragment structure.

Unfortunately, the place to step was narrower than I thought, so I slightly missed the platform, and the character lost its balance in an instant and slipped.

“Hiyaak!!”

I screamed and frantically mashed the space bar.

Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap!

A strange sound was made, but I had no time to care about such things.

My character vigorously flapped its wings and began to search for a place to land.

First, I won’t be able to land on the brick directly below.

The creator of this game is malicious, so they rarely place structures directly below where you can land.

If you have the complacent thought of falling just a little, you’ll smash right into the ground.

“Flap! Flap! Flap! Flap!”

I don’t even know what kind of sound effects are coming out of my mouth.

With all my senses focused, I was looking down, searching for a place to land, and as the Colosseum-like structure began to pass beneath the bricks, despair crept onto my face.

“Where is it! Where is it! Where should I go!”

Now, the wings’ stamina is also at its limit.

After a few more flaps, my pitifully falling character will gain acceleration.

If that happens, I’ll inevitably be smashed into the grassland and teased.

‘Returning to the starting village and not getting the mission money is one thing, but I don’t want to be teased by those people like this!’

“Please…!”

Fortunately, perhaps my earnest wish reached somewhere; I managed to land safely by somehow using the remaining wing stamina on the bottom of the Colosseum, and I let out a sigh of relief.

“Phew… The wings saved me…… But where am I?”

– Hahahahahaha
– What about the flapping? Kotori
– As expected, a bird-beastman is different hahaha
– For real, where is this?
– I’ve never seen anyone fall here, so I don’t know where it is haha

“……”

‘You’ve never seen anyone fall here… What do you mean by that.’

‘But didn’t Kohaku also fall here?’

‘…Come to think of it, that senior seemed to have fallen all the way to the beginning.’

‘By the way, to think I’m being compared to that Yaral Fairy who is hopelessly bad at games, I can’t help but lament Woo Seowoo’s pathetic gaming skills.’

‘When I was in my previous body, even though I didn’t play games often, I was above average.’

Anyway, to climb back up, I first need to figure out where I am.

First, this is the bottom of the Colosseum.

Below, I could see the ancient ruins and the sphinx-like stone statue that marked the beginning of Chapter 2, and above, I could see the pillars of the Colosseum I had climbed.

The easiest way seems to be to just jump down to the ruins, fly there, and then climb back up, but I don’t know if my wing stamina will last that long.

While I was looking around for something good, I saw a spring floating in the air.

“What’s this? A shortcut?”

– It’s a shortcut
– Let’s take that, right?
– So easy hahahaha

Actually, times like this are the most dangerous.

That structure, which looks like a shortcut to anyone, could be a gimmick that sends you straight to the beginning.

Still, isn’t there a saying, “If you succeed, it’s a revolution, and if you fail, you’re a defeated heroine”?

Since it was still the beginning, I thought it was a gamble worth taking, so I cautiously climbed onto it.

“Hoongi?”

And then, a feeling of buoyancy.

I let out a strange exclamation, feeling as if someone was grabbing and pulling my lower abdomen.

My character launched into the sky!

“Goi…ng!”

– ????????????
– What is this hahahahahahahahaha
– Uh oh, where is she going?
– Hehe! Kotori launch!

The character soared rapidly into the sky.

The Colosseum pillars instantly disappeared far below my feet, and even the brick and bone structures were passed.

After ascending like that for a while, my character, which had been rising to unknown heights, finally lost momentum and began to slowly fall.

“Uh oh?”

Since no broadcaster I had seen had experienced this shortcut, this was uncharted territory.

In other words, I didn’t know where I would fall.

First, while briefly floating in the air, I looked down and confirmed a city-like structure made of some kind of machinery in my sight.

Considering the game’s progression order I had seen on broadcasts, that was probably the Machine City, Chapter 3.

If I stayed still like this, it seemed obvious I would really smash into the ground this time, so I had to land there first.

I started flapping my wings vigorously again.

“Pa-dak! Pa-dak! Pa-dak! Pa-dak!”

Since I had climbed so high, I didn’t have to mash the keys like before.

I leisurely arrived at the floating castle that signaled the start of Chapter 3 and then took a deep breath.

‘Oof… It’s just a game, but my back is all wet with cold sweat.’

“Phew… I’m going to take off some clothes for a moment.”

Summer had ended not long ago, but the weather had already turned cold, so I was wearing layers.

However, playing a game where one wrong move means an instant end made my body heat up.

I took off the outer clothes I was wearing, layer by layer, and checked the chat window.

– Oh..
– Hehehehehehe
– You’re taking them off?
– (Dronie emote smiling insidiously)
– Proof please
– Hehehe
– (Dronie emote smiling insidiously)
– Show us too!

“What do you want me to show you, you crazy people!”

‘I only took off my outerwear, I’m still wearing a T-shirt properly, but they’re imagining things on their own…’

‘W-well, it’s true that if I were exposed on stream without a bra and drenched in sweat, it would be a visual that would get me banned immediately, but would I be crazy enough to do that?’

Anyway, I decided to come to my senses and focus on the game.

Fortunately, I didn’t return to the beginning this time, but one such heart-stopping mistake was enough.

Honestly, up until now, it had been easy enough to climb smoothly as long as I didn’t make mistakes, so a one-try clear was possible, and the mission money had also increased, so if I cleared it in one try, I could get 500,000 won, and if I did kyeonwang, I could get close to 1 million won in prize money for free.

‘It would be foolish to lose that meaninglessly.’

And so, as I decided to move my character and slowly climb the Machine City, I saw a capsule-like thing floating in the air, looking like a futuristic artifact, next to me.

“……Is it a future subway?”

That was also a structure I had never seen before.

As I tilted my head in confusion and looked at the chat, the Dronies seemed to know and began to give me information.

– That’s also a shortcut
– The developer patched it recently because the game was too stagnant
– That’s a shortcut ㅇㅇㅇㅇㅇ
– Surely she won’t take that lol

“A shortcut, you say?”

I pondered for a moment.

As a broadcaster, I should avoid such cheesy shortcuts that serve as rescue structures like the one before, but still, 1 million won was glittering before my eyes.

‘If I take that, I can go straight to the next chapter, right…?’

‘If I pass that chapter, all that’s left is the hidden chapter and the final chapter, so maybe I can even clear it around the same time as Haruka……’

“Shall I… take it?”

– Boo, cowardly
– Cringey
– I believe Kotori wouldn’t take something like that
– hahahaha Clearing with a shortcut is too much
– Boo, trash

“Right… There’s even mission money involved, I’ll endure it.”

But the mouth and hands often work separately.

In other words, my tongue said I would endure, but that doesn’t mean my hand will endure!

I calmly stepped onto the floating capsule.
Soon, the capsule door closed, and it began to move somewhere.

“Uheheheheh.”

It hadn’t even taken an hour to get here.
If things went well, I could earn 1 million won in two hours.

‘A part-time job that pays 500,000 won per hour… Isn’t this totally lucky-vicky?’

“Eheheheheheheheh.”

The chat was clamoring that I was being cowardly, but who asked them to set mission money?

This was all the karma of the Dronies who underestimated my gaming skills.
And now, the time had come for them to sweetly receive that karma.

Ding—

Behind Haruka’s song, the capsule stopped with a small sound effect.

With a satisfied smile, I stepped down from the opened capsule.

“Eh?”

However,

The scene unfolding before my eyes was a bit strange.

The floating castle, the next chapter, should have been visible—

‘……The place I stepped down onto was a grassland.’

“……”

I stared blankly around and blurted out.

“Where is this?”

– Entered the starting village hahahahahahahahaha
– Hahahahahahahahahahahahaha
– Uu.. Kotori is an idiot…-
– Hahahahahaha, cheesy shortcut failed
– A malicious developer wouldn’t have made a cheesy shortcut hahahaha
– Have a kind heart
– Mission failed! Hahahahahaha

Seeing the Dronies ecstatic with joy, curses unknowingly escape me.

“…Son of a b*tch.”

I lost half the mission money.




  Chapter 50: Our Kotori’s boobs are so big, she entered the primordial era due to gravity hahaha
If there’s a fan gallery for the virtual group Bellus, then naturally, individual fan galleries for each member also exist.

However, these places boast an even higher concentration of ‘yuksu’ (obsessive male fans) than the main Bellus gallery, creating an atmosphere that even die-hard fans of a particular member find difficult to approach.

The usual sexual harassment is, of course, present, along with archives of VODs and Spaces.

Besides that, numerous tips related to a member’s broadcasts or fandom activities are organized, and even the member’s menstrual cycle (?) is recorded…

It’s a story from the past, but after her debut PV was released, Woo Seowoo once tried to secure this individual fan gallery, which would act as a piggy bank if left alone—to be precise, the ‘Kotori Gallery.’

However, someone had already created the gallery, and the protagonist behind it was none other than the head moderator of the Bellus gallery, though this is a behind-the-scenes story that no one but herself would know.

Anyway, currently, this Kotori individual fan gallery was showing its fastest post regeneration rate since her debut.

[Kotori cursing, 6th attempt hahahahahaha]
[She’s cursing refreshing today hahahaha]
[Is it true the gallery owner is on a 12-hour no-break stream?]
[Popular] [Sky Ascent << Upvote if it’s a god-tier game that made the gallery owner stream for over 12 hours]
[Haa.. I want to smell Kotori’s chair after she’s been rubbing her butt on it for 12 hours..]
[The just-chatting was cute, but the game stream is a dopamine explosion lol]
[hahaha Can this even be cleared within 24 hours?]
[Popular] [Kotori Cursing Compilation.clip]

For a week, Kotori had relatively shorter broadcast times compared to the other members.

And most of her broadcast content was just chatting.

No matter how much VTuber otakus love a VTuber’s just-chatting streams, one is bound to get tired of eating the same food all the time.

Just as their stomachs were starting to feel a bit empty, Kotori’s long-awaited first game broadcast arrived.

Moreover, it was a ‘Getting Over It’ type game, which boasts a large floating audience and, in a way, almost guarantees broadcast success.

It was only natural that not only the Dronies who usually used the gallery,

but also Rainbows whose oshis weren’t streaming, those who wandered around various members’ broadcasts as ‘hako-oshi’ (fans of the whole group),

and even floating viewers who were fans of the game itself, would flock to it.

[Popular] [So Kotori hasn’t showered for at least 12 hours?.jpg]

(Fanart of Kotori blushing while covering her bear-print panties)

Right now, I want to hug Kotori, who’s drenched in sweat from the tension of playing the jump game, and sniff her all over..

Since she’s half-leaking, a highly concentrated savory smell must be wafting from her armpits, right?

But as I was writing this, it occurred to me

Honestly, I think Kotori should also release special perfume merch with her carefully collected sweat, just like her oshi Haruka. ㅇㅇ

Upvotes: 38

Upvote upvote upvote upvote hahahaha

Hiyah! The art of burying one’s face in Kotori’s armpit as she stretches to relieve her stiff back and dying~
└ Crazy bstard hahahahahahaha
└ Argh sht hahahahaha
└ Wow, lewd pic
└ What is this, sir….

[Popular] [Our Kotori’s boobs are so big, she entered the beginning stage due to gravity hahahaha]

If her boobs were just a little smaller, she wouldn’t have gone all the way to the beginning ㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠ

Upvotes: 57

Hey hey hey hey

Hey you b*stard!!!!

That’s fcking too much, sht hahahahahahaha

If they were any smaller, they’d be inverted nipples ㅜㅜ
└ You’re the worst
└ Screenshot taken-no

As expected of Bellus’s best boobs

Well, the fact that most of the posts showing that incredible regeneration rate were sexual harassment posts made one feel that the Dronies truly resembled their oshi.

“Like this… like this……”

Urg urg

Urg urg

Hahahahahahaha

Urg urg

CUUUTE

The sound effects are seriously hilarious hahahahahaha

‘Did I pick the wrong game to play…?’

As I was pressing the space bar and climbing the structure, a moment of existential crisis hit me.

At first, I thought I’d easily clear the mission for a one-try clear and wrap it up neatly due to the surprisingly easy difficulty… but that was all a miscalculation.

I had only fallen a few times, but once I got tilted, I got tilted all the way to the end of the universe.

The one-try clear mission money was already long gone, and after being thoroughly teased by the viewers then, out of pride, I declared I’d clear it no matter what, and now I can’t end the stream because I’m challenging myself to clear it in one sitting.

‘By the way, if I can’t end the stream soon today, I might have to skip the next broadcast, huh?’

‘Or since it’s already past midnight, am I already doing today’s broadcast quota…?’

‘……Either way, my pattern is definitely f*cked.’

“I hate the developer…”

Anyway, the culprit who made me tilt in the game.

It was none other than the developer of ‘Sky Ascent.’

This inconsiderate developer had added too many gimmicks along with a patch, saying the game had become stale.

Perhaps because of that, the strategies I remembered from watching the members’ broadcasts became useless.

So I kept getting hit by gimmicks I shouldn’t have, and after that, I just kept falling endlessly.

‘No, seriously, when did they add the clouds that move on their own while the character stands still on top, or the transparent platforms?’

‘And when the hell did they add that crazy pile of fallen leaves that knocks you back to the beginning if you step on it for a certain amount of time?’

I calmed the anger welling up inside me and checked the chat.

12 hours passed kyaaaaaaaaaaaa

Praise the developer hahahahahahahahahahahaha

Hahahahahahaha

The game got harder lol

ㅋㅋㅋ If it’s tough, why not sleep and clear it when you wake up?

‘Yeah, you guys must be happy to see me for a long time.’

‘I do see some ‘geunssaem’ (normie teachers) worrying about me in between, but strangely, it wasn’t comforting at all.’

‘Is it because I think the humans behind those chats are probably spewing sexual harassment elsewhere?’

“Fla-ap! Fla-ap! Fla-ap!”

Lost in thought, I snapped back to reality and focused all my attention on flapping.

The section I was currently climbing was Chapter 3, the mechanical city, which I had reached early on.

I had definitely climbed up to this point smoothly after falling for the first time, but perhaps because I had been broadcasting for a long time, I unconsciously overused my flaps, ran out of stamina, and fell.

So this time, I tried to save my flaps as much as possible and jump with ample distance.

And so, I safely reached the lowest level of the floating island, the gateway to Chapter 3, and I could finally let out a sigh of relief.

“Whew- It’s easy up to here now, right?”

????

You fell from here 5 minutes ago

You say it’s easy but you’ve tried 5 times here?

“Are you guys T? If I say it’s easy, then it’s easy, no matter what!”

‘It was because I kept repeating this section and lost focus.’

‘If the oshi says it’s easy, then it’s easy. These VTuber otaku b*stards really can’t read the room…’

‘I always gave Haruka full affirmation.’

That aside, perhaps due to sweat, my mouse kept slipping, leading to frequent control failures.

I took out a few wet wipes, thoroughly wiped my sweaty palms, and turned my gaze to the chat.

“Just a moment… I’ll just wipe my hands and go up.”

Yep

Take your time

That precious thing

Actually, various parts of my body, including my hands, were drenched in sweat.

Since I usually shower before bed if I don’t go out, and I hadn’t been able to shower since yesterday, I felt disgustingly sticky.

Moreover, until a few hours ago, I was hot from concentrating, but now, the sweat-soaked t-shirt was clinging to me, making me feel cold instead.

I decided to quickly turn on the heat before catching a cold and suffering, and then continue the game.

“I’ll take this chapter easy. If only this character had my wings, I could have climbed much more easily.”

This section is easy now hahaha

Ah hahaha, Kotori’s wings are acknowledged

It’d be a legend if you fell from here

? Can you even fly?

“I fly in real life.”

It’s not easy.

Right, as some floating viewer said, being a VTuber really isn’t easy.

This is because I have to implant RP like this from time to time, so there are many things to pay attention to during the broadcast.

At first, I was grinding my teeth because VTubers were particularly bad at games,

but now that I’ve tried it myself, I have to constantly check the chat and communicate

, and there are many things to be careful about saying, so unless you’re proficient at multitasking, your concentration is bound to drop.

Anyway, leaving behind the new viewer who seemed to have suffered severe internal damage, I started climbing the structure again.

This place only looked like a floating castle on the outside; the structure itself had sparsely spaced sections, so flapping was the most important thing.

Fortunately, there were no malicious structures with gimmicks or narrow footholds, so if I just flapped properly, it was actually a resting section…

“Fla-ap…!”

Still, I couldn’t let my guard down.

Even the highest-flying bird is bound to fall.

Even if Kotori has wings on her back, unless she can transplant them onto that character, she has to be diligent about managing stamina.

“I made it……!”

But perhaps it was because I was too careful.

It took another hour just to get back to this section.

I subtly glanced at the viewer count; it was past 1 AM, but perhaps due to the game’s characteristic of attracting many floating viewers, a whopping fifteen thousand people were watching.

‘Don’t these people sleep?’

‘Or are they all unemployed bums who don’t have to go to work tomorrow?’

‘……A whopping fifteen thousand people are watching a VTuber’s broadcast at this hour without sleeping. The future of South Korea is truly frightening.’

Moreover, since several members were still streaming, if you added them and other streamers, it would be tens of thousands on Ttoichi alone.

I inwardly prayed that they would safely survive in Hell Joseon and attend my and Haruka’s wedding, then resumed the game.

“Crazy clouds! Crazy transparent platforms! I really hate the developer so much!”

The reason the clouds and transparent platforms in this chapter were malicious was that they were designed to make you fall down if you experienced them for the first time.

The clouds that moved on their own, leaving me behind, might be avoidable if one’s reaction speed was at a pro-gamer level,

but Woo Seowoo’s reaction speed was far too slow, and the transparent platforms simply had to be memorized through trial and error.

I’m sure it wasn’t that difficult a section when I watched it on stream before, but I don’t know how many tens of times I’ve tried this section alone.

No, looking at the patch notes, it was patched yesterday hahahahaha

I looked up a video, and for real, the clouds and platforms are gimmicks added yesterday?

Is this rly true?

Really malicious hahaha

“What?”

The chat window was unusually noisy, and as I was glancing at it, strange chats started appearing, and I flinched while reading them.

I paused the game for a moment to check if what the chat said was true.

And indeed, there was a patch note from yesterday.

‘……What is this.’

“Perhaps…… Developer-nim, are you watching my broadcast right now?”

‘So the reason I couldn’t clear it until now was because of the developer’s targeted harassment?’

‘…Of course, that probably wouldn’t happen. I bought this game right before starting the broadcast yesterday, so unless the developer has the ability to predict the future, that’s impossible.’

‘But the timing is really incredible.’

“Still… I have to do what I have to do.”

Whether it was the developer’s targeted harassment or not.

Since I was baited by the mission money and foolishly declared I’d clear it in one sitting, I have to clear this game one way or another.

If I wanted to abandon the game, I should have just tried the beginning and abandoned it early on.
But I’ve already progressed this far, so if I abandon it now, I’ll just be called a deserter.

If this kind of thing repeats, it’s not just a matter of pride; an perception like, ‘She’ll probably abandon the next game too,’ could be ingrained.

Of course, VTuber otakus might actually worry about the VTuber, but since you can’t avoid new viewers forever, this is also why even broadcasters who are terrible at games, like Kohaku, try to play the game to the end if possible.

“First, I’ll clear the game.”

Kyaaaaaa

So diligent

(Kotori being petted emote)

(Kotori being petted emote)

Diligence is Ko-평 (Kotori-level) hahahaha

Is the support from the yuksu what I gained from briefly badmouthing the developer?

I checked the chat atmosphere, which had completely changed from just moments ago when it was full of people mocking me for not being able to play the game.

‘This, if I just clear it, it might actually be a gain…?’

“Paa……dak!” (Flap!)

However, setting aside clearing it, once I passed the transparent platforms, the difficulty skyrocketed.

‘No, why the hell are there field effects.’

As I climbed a castle with a Frozen-like atmosphere, my wings froze and wouldn’t move properly.

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

“Please… let me reach……!”

My wings were frozen and wouldn’t move properly, and the distance was too great.
I frantically mashed the space bar, but it seemed impossible to reach, and despair filled my eyes.

However, perhaps my desperate wish reached somewhere, as my character was able to land safely on a wide ice floe.

“Whew…… I really don’t want to come here again.”

It felt like my spirit was being eroded every time I went higher.

‘Perhaps Haruka’s song, which I’ve been playing continuously, is my salvation…’

Comfortable~

(Kotori being petted emote)

Good job hahaha

(Kotori being petted emote)

hahahahaha Look at her desperate voice

Kya lol, isn’t this the first one-try clear here?

Come to think of it, is this the first time I’ve passed this section in one go?

Perhaps thanks to the brief break, my concentration seems to be full.

I carried that concentration and reached the next section smoothly.

“This is the last one!”

Actually, the word ‘CLEAR’ was already floating above my head.
I could also see something like a podium made of ice in the distance.

But I mustn’t be fooled by this.

That’s the final gimmick where countless streamers, relieved by the clear message and trying to get a good broadcast angle on the podium, were sent back to the beginning.

Fortunately, thanks to diligently watching the members’ broadcasts, I know this gimmick.

So I scoffed and passed the podium.

If I just break through the hidden chapter after this, it’s really the end.

“Probably, there’s a bridge going up behind that…”

The last one is a bonus section, so it’s a real clear hahahahahaha

Congrats congrats congrats congrats congrats congrats congrats congrats

You finally cleared this hahaha

You worked hard, for real

How long did I drag out a game that I would have cleared in 4 hours if not for the patch?

I even felt a sense of liberation at the thought of finally escaping the malicious developer.

The chat also seemed to acknowledge my hardship, creating a coddling atmosphere.

Well, normally I wouldn’t be happy at all even if I received coddling, but perhaps because my hard work paid off, it’s not bad.

“Ihihihihih!”

Just as I was turning behind the podium where the bridge was hidden, unable to hide my leaking laughter, my vision suddenly started to lower.

“Eh?”

A bad premonition suddenly struck me, and just in case, I moved the mouse to look down.

Then, I saw the approaching structures and the meadow starting to grow larger from the distance.

Looking at it like this, many thoughts come to mind.

From the bone fragment platforms I fell from due to mistakes at the beginning, to the f*cking shortcut gimmicks and countless targeted harassment gimmicks.

It was truly an unpleasant game I never want to play again, but still, now that it’s over, it’s become a memory…… No, sh*t, I’m falling, aren’t I?

“Eeeeeeeeeek?!”

What kind of game drops the entire ice floe!

They say that when a person is too surprised, their body freezes, and they can’t do anything.

I couldn’t even think of jumping to another structure and froze like ice.

And the descent, which took a long time as I had climbed high, ended, and with a crash-! sound effect, the ice floe I was standing on shattered.

“……”

‘……They probably added it without optimizing it.’

‘Because of the frame drop, even the effect of ice shards flying around is sh*tty and pathetic.’

And so, behind my strangely enlightened commentary,
the vast blue meadow, which I had seen dozens of times already and now felt nauseous just looking at, spread out before me.

“Sh…it…… How can something like this exist.”

My voice was tinged with moisture.

Everything just felt futile and empty.

[Anonymous-nim donated 1,000 won!]
(Wow; this is a bit too much…)

[KotoriToMakeABaby-nim donated 50,000 won!]
(Developer’s overkill is a bit severe;)

[MaoJinTurnOnStream-nim donated 10,000 won!]
(I’ll give you the mission money, so just turn it off)

[KotoriSolesSseup-nim donated 10,000 won!]
(Gotta give sad Kotori some pocket money)

Donations were pouring in, seeming to offer some sort of consolation, but none of it registered in my ears.

I blankly turned my mouse and looked up at the sky.

‘…How long will it take to climb all the way up there again?’

‘I didn’t sink 14 hours into this game just to see this kind of ending.’

“I’m just going to turn it off.”

I didn’t want to abandon it, but I couldn’t continue the game in this atmosphere either.

As I, who had declared abandonment in a dejected voice, was about to go to the menu screen, suddenly, I saw something approaching from above.

“Uh……?”

The object, which initially appeared as just a small dot, began to get closer and grow in size.

And its shape was revealed.

It was a capsule with a round, futuristic design.

Yes.
It was the direct shortcut to the starting village that I had boarded unknowingly at the beginning.

????????????????

Why are you here?

?????

Don’t tell me…

No way, if you ride this, do you go to the last chapter?

Hahahahahahaha, this is f*cking insane

Damn it! I believed in you!

My thoughts stopped, and I just stared blankly at the chat.

‘…What? If I ride that, I can go up?’

“Can I…… reach, the moon……?”

Go go go go go go

Just get on it hahaha

No loss whether you ride it or not

Following the chat’s advice disguised as coaching, I boarded the capsule.

Then, just like the first time, the door closed, and the capsule began to move somewhere.

“……”

Haruka’s song played through the broadcast, and a silence that felt eternal dominated the inside of the capsule for a long time, until finally, the capsule, stopping with a clunk, opened its door.

I cautiously looked outside.

“It’s… the moon.”

The world of the moon, heralding the true clear of the game.
Its silent and tranquil air gently enveloped me.

Soon,

My character gently set foot on the moon, and just then, the song also changed.

Wow, she’s going to the moon hahahahahaha

The BGM timing is art ㄷㄷ

Kyaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa

This is it hahahahahahaha

The visuals are f*cking amazing hahahahaha

It was Haruka’s voice, my favorite, singing an OST that became a hit through a certain cyberpunk animation.

[KotoriToMakeABaby-nim’s mission successful!]
[Anonymous-nim’s mission successful!]
[MaoJinTurnOnStream-nim’s mission successful!]
.
.
.

“……Did I, really clear it?”

The countless mission rewards that had been pending all simultaneously signaled success.

On top of that, donations congratulating the clear were also pouring in, so I couldn’t even react properly.

The tears that had welled up in my eyes unknowingly disappeared, and I could only stare blankly at the broadcast system alarm.

‘How much is all that…?’

‘……F-five million?’

“Crazy.”




  Chapter 51: Regular meeting
The 5 million won I received after a 14-hour broadcast isn’t an amount I can settle immediately.

However, the moment I experienced the firepower of donations as a VTuber was, without exaggeration, sheer astonishment.

Combining the donations received from the debut broadcast and consistent streaming for a week, along with regular subscription income, easily exceeds ten million won.

Of course, not all of this is my profit; it will come to me after deducting fees for my agency, Bellus, and Ttoichi…

Honestly, when I think about it, I wonder where else I could earn this much.

Considering the days I spent all day scanning barcodes at a convenience store, earning this much now feels like a dream.

Could my past self have ever imagined earning this kind of income?

‘How many burgers is that?’

At this rate, even if I act like a fool wearing the moderator badge in the Bellus gallery, I could survive by endlessly handing out burgers like a Dubai millionaire showering cash on street beggars.

“Though I probably won’t be handing out burgers anymore.”

There are many moderators now, so it’s right for me, who has worked hard, to rest.

Even the head mod, that crazy senile old man, acknowledged this.

Anyway, it feels like just yesterday that I saw my colleagues crying their eyes out celebrating a successful debut, but a week has already passed.

It feels like I haven’t done much except for the debut broadcast and the game stream yesterday.

Still, if the beginning and end were good, then it’s good.

And separately from checking yesterday’s donation amount, my colleagues and I held a meeting to look back on our first week of broadcasting after debut.

All my colleagues were already gathered in the Discord room.

We had already gone through most of the usual meeting topics and were now in the midst of discussing each other’s broadcasts.

「Kotori, is it true that all your streams except the last one were just-chatting…?」

“……”

Just then, the topic of my broadcast content came up.

Sumire Mamang’s incredulous voice could be heard.

I couldn’t think of anything to say, so I remained silent.

‘S-honestly, even I think I crossed the line with that.’

‘…But I hit the jackpot on the last stream, didn’t I?’

“Have a drink.”

「A drink of what?」

“Ehehehehe.”

I brushed off Mamang’s tsukkomi with a loose laugh.

Then Azusa, who had been unusually quiet, spoke to me.

「You don’t have any games to play?」

“Hmm… It’s not really like that……”

Actually, the eastern region members have recommended so many games that I’m overflowing with them.

Even if not, the head office staff also recommended some, and there were many recommendations posted by Dronies on the fan cafe.

But they just don’t meet my standards.

As a broadcaster, I shouldn’t be picky and just consider various things, but if I play strange games early in my debut and get branded as a shitty game sommelier, it could become difficult later on.

‘But Hoshino, who has already solidified her image as a shitty game sommelier in the Bellus gallery, is here, isn’t she…?’

I had a question I wanted to ask her, so I posed it.

“Hoshino, how’s the daytime stream?”

She’s the only Bellus member who streams during the day instead of the main time slot.

Since there are nine members, it’s good to think that she avoided the crowded peak time, but still, it must have been difficult to decide to step away from the major time slot.

But her decision to voluntarily go for the daytime slot was quite surprising from my perspective.

「It’s doable.」

“Really?”

Indeed, even in the gallery, there was a rather grateful atmosphere towards her for bringing a shitty game and broadcasting with high tension during the dull daytime hours when there were no other broadcasts worth watching.

As I was briefly imagining the gallery’s reaction, her dry voice, the complete opposite of her broadcast tension, reached me.

「How was that for you? Sky Ascent.」

“The game is a bit malicious… but honestly, if I hadn’t declared I’d clear it in one sitting, I think it would have been fine. I almost messed up my pattern because I did.”

「Then I should probably just try a taste of it.」

Since she’s a daytime streamer, it would be an accident if her pattern got messed up.

Since she’s the only one among us with a normal person’s pattern, I want to protect it if possible.

「…You somehow changed the subject naturally, but still, Kotori, think of some games you can play.」

“Yes……”

As my voice became dejected, Mamang pitifully asked the other colleagues for help.

「Or should we recommend some? Does anyone have anything in mind?」

Then Mao exclaimed in a playful voice.

「Hai! Maid bishoujo ge-mu!」 (Maid pretty girl game!)

“A visual novel game?”

「Hai! It was fun!」

Come to think of it, Mao was quite the otaku.

Thinking back, I did see Mao still streaming a visual novel game even when I ended my broadcast, which had lasted for about 14 hours yesterday.

‘……Was it that fun?’

As I was tilting my head, Azusa, who seemed to have also watched Mao’s broadcast, added.

「Are you talking about what Mao played yesterday? That did look fun.」

If even Azusa says so, it might be worth playing once…

“Should I try it tomorrow…?”

「Ung! After Kotori plays it, I should play it too. Heheh.」

Actually, it’s quite common for members in a VTuber group to take turns playing games that others have played.

Well, some people might call this low-effort, but if you think about it, it’s not really that low-effort.

Originally, in the internet broadcasting scene, when a popular game emerges, everyone tends to try it out at least once.

Because of this, when you play a specific game, a floating audience for that game appears, and they help to refresh the chat.

It’s good from the VTuber’s perspective as well.

First of all, if there’s an interesting game, VTuber otakus also like to see the members take turns playing it and showing various reactions.

‘No, reaction compilations are copied, how can you resist that?’

Besides, just cutting clips of the members’ reactions and uploading them to the official Bellus YouTube channel makes for an easy video, so it’s good for the company too.

It’s about time for the 2nd generation’s videos to be uploaded, so we need to provide some clip-worthy moments.

‘Anyway, it’s definitely not because I’m too lazy to find games; there are only benefits, so I should try a visual novel.’

「Then, Kotori will do that. How’s everyone’s Mtube management going? Did Azusa and Kotori reach 100k this time?」

「Ung!」

「Congratulations.」

「Azusa-chan, Kotori-chan, amazing!」

「Thank woo! Heheheheheheh!」

The Mtube channels showing the fastest growth among us were none other than mine and Azusa’s.

Azusa was doing well by mass-producing shorts that utilized her unique character, and since my cover song was a huge hit, it was somewhat expected.

“Thanks. But isn’t Sumire about to hit 100k soon too?”

And Sumire Mamang, who will soon reach 100k, is also doing well.

Although her debut song was also a big hit, it’s quite surprising that other factors are at play…

Well, the reason was simple.

「That’s right. The thumbnail artist who joined this time, she’s really amazing.」

The thumbnails are extremely provocative.

Mamang had a headache at first because one thumbnail artist ran away, but that actually turned into a blessing in disguise.

A tier-1 artist, filled with fan adoration after watching the debut broadcast, volunteered.

And fan adoration was a powerful work motivation that couldn’t be replaced by anything else, and that thumbnail artist began to churn out thumbnails of incredible quality.

「It’s a bit difficult because of the content rating adjustments…」

Sometimes she goes wild and creates thumbnails that emphasize Mamang’s chest, so provocative they might even violate censorship, but anyway, she does her job well, so what’s good is good.

Even within Bellus, there’s Yaral Fairy, whose thumbnail artists regularly run away, forcing her to outsource here and there, so that level is top-tier.

「Now, then, shall we talk about the next schedule?」

「First… since we said we’d do a collab right after the collab ban lifts, it would be good to decide on a game by next week.」

There were about two weeks left until the collab ban lifted.

Even in the gallery, people were complaining that three weeks was too long, even if it was time for each member’s broadcast style to settle, so it was a day everyone was looking forward to, but honestly, it was a bit burdensome for us.

It would be troublesome if it failed after such high expectations.

So, even deciding on a game was a hurdle.

‘What on earth should we do so that it will be remembered as a good collaboration?’

‘Won’t a game with a good tempo, where we can have good banter, and with a difficulty level that won’t get us stuck, just fall out of the sky?’

‘A mafia-type game seems good, but……hmm.’

「Let’s pick a few candidates next week and think about it. After the collab, it’s Mao’s birthday. Mao, what are you planning to do then?」

Worrying about this now won’t solve the problem, and Sumire Mamang aptly changed the subject.

‘By the way, is Mao’s birthday at the end of this month?’

Of course, it’s her RP birthday, not her actual one, but come to think of it, the month after that is my birthday, so if I hadn’t known in advance, I would have forgotten.

「Watashi, birthday?!」

「……」

Mao’s horrified voice struck my eardrums through the headset.

“Mao-ya……”

「Dehet.」 (Tehee)

‘…You forgot too?’

「Sigh… One can’t choose a game, and the other doesn’t even know her own birthday…… Mommy has a headache.」

「Mamang…! Give me food!」

「I’m not Mamang!」

「……Good luck, Sumire.」

‘No, this is the first time I’ve seen Hoshino comfort anyone.’

I also felt Sumire’s E-cup chest crumbling, so I added my condolences.

“Good luck, Mamang.”

「I said I’m not Mamang.」

If Mamang hadn’t been here, how on earth would this generation have rolled?

Mao and I would have been spouting nonsense all the time, and Azusa would have been sexually harassing the members.

Meanwhile, Hoshino would have kept her mouth shut and just done her own thing.

“Sigh, besides Mamang, there isn’t a single normal person…”

「……Kotori, are you one to talk?」

‘What on earth was Kim Kanghyun thinking when he picked the members?’

‘Honestly, I think this is a situation where even if all the members prostrated themselves naked in apology to Mamang, it wouldn’t be enough.’

‘And among them, I, the most normal person besides Mamang, would just watch from behind.’

‘……Oh.’

「Anyway, Mao, what are you going to do? I want to leave this room quickly, so can’t you just tell me right away…?」

「Watashi, want to do a half-cam alcohol mukbang! With everyone!」

「You want to do a half-cam drinking mukbang?」

「Hai!」

“That sounds pretty good.”

‘I should make Mao do a naked dogeza apology and watch it live.’




  Chapter 52: The beautiful maid sisters with soft and fluffy cheeks looking at me with my sinister gaze!!!!!!!!!
The half-cam collaboration stream was decided to proceed with Mao, the organizer, first getting permission from Kim Kanghyun.

Truthfully, for a VTuber, a half-cam stream can be a double-edged sword, so it’s a tricky matter.
​
Doing it even once or twice a year is considered a lot.

Revealing the camera early on could shatter the immersion for those invested in the VTuber persona.

Not only that, but many other problems would inevitably follow.
​
For instance, in Japan, there are obsessive stalkers who have identified the person behind the avatar just by looking at a ring or the shape of veins on the back of their hand.

It’s not just stalkers; even in Korea, there are cases where VTubers who did half-cam streams multiple times ended up being pigeonholed as “half-cam streamers,” hindering their growth as VTubers.
​
If I had to make an analogy, it would be like scooping out concrete and filling the space with sand.
​
That’s why, especially for corporate VTubers, half-cam streams are generally avoided unless there’s a special event.
​
Well, Mao’s birthday is a significant enough event, so I think it might be okay to do it once, even with various restrictions…
​
Anyway, her birthday event is still a little ways off.

For now, I need to continue with my own stream.
​
…Today’s stream, because I hadn’t eaten dinner, unintentionally started with a mukbang.
​
“I should’ve eaten before starting the stream if this was going to happen.”
​
– LMAO hahaha
– Hahaha you said you’d be early
– We’re fine with it lol
– What are you eating?
​
“This? It’s the Hot Creamy set I eat most often. But now, with chicken nuggets on the side…”
​
To play the dating sim Mao recommended, I expected the playtime to be long, so I started the stream early today.
​
However, I remembered I hadn’t eaten dinner and hurriedly ordered delivery.

Although I received a warning from Ari-nim, I had already started the stream, so I’m diligently eating now.
​
– Looks delicious
– Your mouth munching is cute
– Can you eat all of that?
– Cute cute cute cute
– Line
– If you have leftovers, give them to me..
​
“I can eat it all without leftovers! What? Really? Hmm… Honestly, I couldn’t eat it all before, so I’d split it into two meals, but since I kept eating like this, I can finish it all now. My stomach has gotten bigger.”
​
– Pig-tori
– Pigtori
– You’re a pig lol
​
“…Get out.”
​
At first, Woo Seowoo’s stomach was so small that not much food could fit, but because I kept overeating, it feels like my stomach has expanded.
​
But these days, rather than my stomach expanding, I feel a sense of crisis about the belly fat that’s slowly starting to fold.
​
Well, I guess having a little belly fat is better than being rail-thin…
​
However, watching my face get chubbier in real time, unlike the healthy complexion it brings, it feels like something is ringing alarm bells in my head.
​
Anyway, the reason Ari-nim warned me is that Bellus generally prohibits eating delivery food during broadcasts.
​
Some might say, “Isn’t that too strict?”
​
However, for streamers, delivery food is basically a staple.

While it’s different if you cook at home, ordering delivery carries a greater risk than one might think.
​
The reason is,

If there are stalkers in Japan who can identify the person inside by the veins on the back of their hand, then in Korea, there are crazy bstards who can figure out where someone lives based on their delivery food menu and its components.
​
Their method was also sickeningly meticulous.


They supposedly called every store in the streamer’s area, said they wanted to cancel a delivery, and when the address was confirmed, they wrote it all down to find out…
​
Anyway, it’s truly extreme dedication.
​
If they had spent that time analyzing crypto, imagine how much money they’d have.
​
“The Hot Creamy set with chicken nuggets is, starting today, the Kotori Set. Everyone, make a note of it.”
​
Of course, I haven’t revealed my area yet, and I mentioned a different menu.
​
Actually, I ordered the Shy Burger set with cheese balls from ‘Mom’s Touch,’ not ‘Krusty Krab.’
​
How about that for the red pill of the Kotori Set, you stalkers!
​
“Kuhahih.”
​
– ???
– That’s scary..
– You’re laughing because it’s delicious, right…?
– Your laugh is really sinister hahaha
​
“Whatever, anyway, I’m done eating.”
​
I demurely wipe my hands and mouth and clean up the trash.
​
In a studio apartment, separating trash is a serious matter.


If you do it carelessly because it’s annoying, you have no idea what kind of smell will fill the house.
​
After finishing the trash separation and setting it aside, I saw the garbage that had started to pile up a bit next to it.
​
‘…I’ve been so busy (lazy) lately, I haven’t even been able to take out the trash.’


‘Aren’t fruit flies going to start flying around at this rate?’
​
I patted my full stomach and made a resolution I would forget in three minutes: to clean the house soon.
​
‘Eventually, I, unable to stand it any longer, will take care of it anyway.’
​
– Shall we start now then?
– It’s about time…
– Chat is dead today lol
– Let’s goooooo
– Are you going to use an eye tracker too?
​
“Eye tracker?”
​
An eye tracker means a gaze tracker.


When a streamer uses it, it can show where their gaze is directed.


​Usually, male streamers often use this while looking at suggestive pictures or female streamers’ broadcasts as part of a mission.


But seeing it mentioned in chat and thinking about it for a moment, it seemed like it would create a pretty funny picture if I used it too.
​
‘Truthfully, I don’t really react unless it’s Haruka, but still, just showing a stone-faced reaction while playing a dating sim would be funny enough.’
​
“Do I need to install an app for this eye tracker?”
​
– You’re really doing it? hahaha
– There’s an app, and it’s also built into some smartphones these days.
– That’s gonna be hilarious
– Oh hahaha
​
“I’ll check it out.”
​
I’m currently using the smartphone I received from the company for facial tracking, so I’m worried that turning on the eye tracker might cause the apps to conflict.


It would be fine to use my own phone, but I only have one charger, so I thought the battery would be running low.
​
However, when I fiddled with the facial tracking app for a moment, that worry disappeared.
​
‘…Why does this have a built-in eye tracker?’
​
‘Who’s the app developer?’
​
“Okay, I’ve turned it on. Should I go change my clothes too?”
​
It’s not like I’m actually changing clothes; I’m putting the prepared outfit on Kotori’s avatar.
​
It’s a secret from the NongNongDan, but Kotori’s virtual avatar is designed to be able to change outfits by default.
​
Since my “Mama” is myself, being able to change outfits frequently like this is a huge advantage.
​
‘Of course, since it’s not an official outfit, the clothes might look a little out of place on their own, making it slightly awkward.’


‘Still, others have to pay to buy outfits and layer them over their original ones, so isn’t this a huge advantage?’
​
“Ta-da! How is it?”
​
– heavy breathing
– Oh…
– Her armpssy is so fcking hot (This message has been temporarily blocked)
– Maid Kotori, come here! Hahahahahaha
– (Drony con clapping)
– Uryat uryat!
– Nuoooooong hahaha (This message has been temporarily blocked)
– Are you naked underneath?
– No, where is your gaze going? Hahahaha
​
Kotori disappeared for a moment and then reappeared.


The white gown she usually wore was gone, replaced by a sleeveless maid outfit, and a maid headdress appeared on her head.
​
I checked the chat window and, without realizing it, my gaze lingered on Kotori’s folded armp… no, armpit, before I quickly looked away, thinking, ‘Oops.’
​
‘I forgot I had the eye tracker on.’
​
“I’m all ready, so shall I start now?”
​
The maid dating sim game Mao recommended is what you could call a classic example of a dating sim.
​
Four maid heroines appear before the protagonist who visits a maid cafe, and the gameplay involves ordering food from them to build up affection points.
​
I didn’t look into it in detail because I thought it would be less fun if I knew the story beforehand.


But from a quick glance at her stream, it seemed to focus more on illustration quality than a complex story.
​
‘At this rate, even I, who haven’t played many dating sims, should be able to enjoy it without much trouble.’
​
‘Well, none of them were as pretty as Haruka, but there seem to be quite a few heroines worth pursuing, so I should be able to get immersed, right?’
​
However, before starting the game, there was some sad news for some of the Dronies.
​
“It’s really unfortunate, but… minors are out at this point. Please watch the rest in the MiTube edited version!”
​
…This game is R-19.
​
The children of the new nation cannot watch unless it’s with their parents’ account…!
​
Well, I actually think this is the right way.
​
It might seem a bit like a “kkondae,” but when I see students who aren’t adults yet typing things like ‘Nuoooooong’ in my chat, it really feels like my heart is tearing apart.
​
What will happen if the children who are the future of Korea become NongNong-corrupted?
​
“Ho-honestly speaking… I wish minors wouldn’t watch broadcasts like this and would just study instead.”
​
‘That way, they can earn a lot of money and give a hefty wedding gift when Haruka and I get married.’
​
‘Isn’t that right, Dronies?’
​
– LMAO right
– Kids, get out
– Goodbye hahaha
– No!!!!!!!!! Way!!!!!!!!!!!!!
– So it has come to this….
– Gotta make a mom account lol
– The soft, nong, voluptuous, beautiful maid ladies I was watching with Kotori’s pervy gaze!!!!!!!!! (This message has been temporarily blocked)
​
Before they were kicked out due to the age restriction, I brought down the hammer on the baby NongNongDan who were putting up a last struggle.
​
“You, just get out.”
​
‘That young bstard, learning only the bad things.’
​



​
Ina Yeon, who streams as the VTuber Sumire in Bellus, was a naturally feminine person.
​
It wasn’t just because she attended all-girls’ middle school, high school, and university.

It was also because her experience of diligently caring for her younger siblings in a difficult family environment naturally fostered a strong maternal instinct.
​
To her, Kotori (Woo Seowoo) was like her own younger sibling.
​
Woo Seowoo, who was noticeably cute from the first time she saw her, was a being that strongly evoked maternal feelings.

Seeing Woo Seowoo act with a screw loose somewhere during things like her period or the training camp, making Ina Yeon want to take care of her, solidified her conviction.
​
‘If I don’t look after her, she’ll probably go around not even eating properly.’
​
Of course, Woo Seowoo was a grown adult capable of earning her own living, just a bit lacking in social skills, and it was merely Ina Yeon’s delusion, her eyes covered by a filter.

Still, for her, who possessed a sacred heart (breasts), such things didn’t need to be considered.
​
Anyway, today too, before starting her own stream, she took some time to watch Woo Seowoo’s broadcast.
​
If the dating sim game Woo Seowoo was going to play today looked fun, she thought about trying it herself.

More importantly, it was to monitor her, as she was particularly prone to causing risky incidents on stream.
​
Usually, Ari-nim took care of such things, but since she was also human, it was difficult for her to monitor all five members at once.

That’s why Ina Yeon, who was treated as the leader of the 2nd generation, thought she had to do it herself.
​
「Th-the outfit is too lewd!」
​
– Wow… look at that?
– Wow
– F*cking huge hahaha
– Breast gap,ㄷㄷ
– Hehehe…
– Oh..
– Her gaze, really hahaha
​
Kotori, on the screen Ina Yeon was watching, was blushing profusely.

Kotori usually had a deadpan expression, but because Woo Seowoo was so expressive, the facial tracking worked well, giving her a lively appearance.
​
‘She used to say that for Nong-jjook characters, a deadpan expression is hot… If she acts like that, isn’t it pointless?’
​
Ina Yeon tilted her head for a moment, but then she couldn’t help but burst out laughing with a “Pfft-“.
​
“H-her gaze is… Pffft!”
​
The dot from the eye tracker was shaking uncontrollably.
​
That erratically moving gaze, exclusively darting around and pinpointing specific parts of the heroines’ illustrations, was so typical of her.
​
‘Come to think of it, she particularly liked breasts.’
​
Thinking back, when Ina Yeon herself got close, Woo Seowoo would suddenly blush and avoid eye contact.

Or stare blankly at her chest from afar.

Or when hugged, she would strangely nuzzle into her chest…

Woo Seowoo showed reactions like those of Ina Yeon’s youngest brother, who had just hit puberty.
​
“Could there be a guy inside her?”
​
Ina Yeon thought with a smirk.
​
‘If Kotori’s red pill is Woo Seowoo, then is Woo Seowoo’s red pill a pubescent boy?’
​
Ina Yeon had realized something close to the truth, but she dismissed it, thinking, ‘Of course, that can’t be,’ and focused on the stream.
​
Just then, on the stream, Kotori’s evaluation of the heroines was continuing.
​
「This one looks like Azusa, and this one looks like Hoshino.」
​
“She’s right.”
​
The heroine covered in bandages, with her way of speaking and outfit, was a perfect menhera heroine.

Her dialogue seemed to exude a yandere vibe even more than just menhera, but since Azusa also showed such sides occasionally, Ina Yeon thought they were similar.
​
And the prim maid next to her, though not a strong resemblance, was, if she had to say, a Hoshino with a stronger “dere” vibe.

Even their hair color was similar.
​
“Come to think of it, I think something’s been up with Hoshino lately too…”
​
Apart from Ina Yeon looking out for Kotori, the member she was most worried about was Hoshino.
​
She was a kid who did well on her own from their first meeting, so Ina Yeon hadn’t paid much attention to her at first.

But after a member dropped out right before their debut, seeing Hoshino often act as if her soul had left her body made her naturally worried.
​
The slight sociability she had developed after the training camp had reverted to how it was initially.

Conversely, in her streams, Hoshino strangely maintained an unnecessarily high level of tension.
​
Ina Yeon looked at her and thought she seemed like a barrel of explosives about to go off.
​
“…Could she have some trauma?”
​
Hoshino had said that she was an idol trainee, but right before her debut, her group members caused an incident, leading to her departure and inability to debut.
​
That was all she had heard from her, but Ina Yeon thought there was more to the story hidden behind it.
​
‘Jihye dropping out midway might have been the trigger.’
​
Still, unless Hoshino spoke up first, it was a problem that couldn’t be solved for now, so she put her worries aside for the moment.
​
Because Kotori had started doing something strange again.
​
Click-
​
「Argh! What are you doing!」
​
「Oh…」
​
When Kotori clicked a specific part of the maid’s body with the mouse, the maid blushed and let out a moan.
​
As if she had gotten a taste for the maid’s strong reaction, she started frantically clicking on her ample, seemingly about-to-burst chest.
​
Click-
​
「Where are you touching!」
​
「So soft……」
​
Click- Click-
​
「Euh…!」
​
「…This noona, her reactions and stuff, she’s kinda like Mamang.」
​
Click- Click- Click- Click- Click-
​
「St-stop it…」
​
「Hehehe. Mamang’s reactions are cute.」
​
“I told you not to call me Mamang…”
​
Although no name was mentioned, Ina Yeon, knowing who “Mamang” referred to, sighed.
​
“…Haaah, it feels like she’s doing it to me, so it’s weird.”
​
Of course, that maid did somewhat resemble Ina Yeon’s VTuber avatar, Sumire.
​
However, she thought that at least she wasn’t shameless enough to have her affection points go up while her chest was being poked like that lewd maid.




  Chapter 53: Are you really crazy?
As soon as the game started, I could immediately see why this dating sim had an R-19 restriction.

Four maid heroines, almost half of their skin exposed.

Maybe on MiTube it’d be fine, but on Twitch, that much exposure would get you banned immediately.

Anyway, since the eye tracking is activated, it’s blatantly obvious where my gaze is directed.

Well, not that anyone can say anything to me about it.

I confidently began to scan the heroines displayed on the main screen.

First, a maid who clearly looked like a severe menhera case and a slender maid with a prim impression stood in the center.

And on either side, an older-sister-type maid and an office-lady-type maid who seemed competent were each striking suggestive poses.

‘…It’s a combination that somehow reminds me of certain members.’

‘What would Haruka say if I asked her to do that pose?’

– Wow, look at that?

– Hehehe…

– Except for one, they’re all busty lol

– Are you going for the harem ending?

The protagonist was male, but still, it reminded me of the old days, and it felt good.

It also felt like I was releasing some pent-up frustrations from my old body here.

‘Originally, I’m the type for pure love, only looking at Haruka, but still, it’s a game, so a harem wouldn’t be bad, right?’

I decided to be true to my desires and answered the noticeable chat comments without holding back.

“The ending… well, if you’re a man, it’s gotta be a harem.”

– ?

– What

– Is Kotori a guy? Hahahahahaha

– There’s no substance

– Ah lol, feeling confident?

The chat was saying something, but no matter how much I said I was a man, they’d probably all take it as a joke anyway.

This kind of thing is convenient for a streamer.

Even if I say things that sound a bit crazy, the viewers take it cheerfully.

‘…Then, shall I now fully enjoy the privilege I gained in exchange for losing my p*nis?’

‘The thought of conquering four heroines is really getting my excitement levels up.’

“I’ll start the game right away!”

I set the protagonist’s name to Kotori and pressed the play button without delay.

Then the screen changed, and a dark alleyway appeared.

And the protagonist’s lines appeared at the bottom of the screen.

I looked at it and began to read energetically.

“Ah, I’m drunk… A month of continuous overtime and now a company dinner on top of it.”

“What the h*ll is wrong with this company?”

– What’s with the textbook reading? Hahahahahaha

– Your acting is so awkward lol

– Hahahahahahahaha

– Cute lol

‘I know I’m not great at acting… but it kind of hurts my pride when the chat unanimously points out my acting.’

‘Still, since Haruka hasn’t found out about my pervy inner thoughts, it’s not that bad, is it?’

Anyway, the protagonist’s monologue continued, and soon, he stumbled into a maid cafe operating late at night in a secluded part of the alley.

‘I have no idea why a maid cafe would be open so late, or why a drunk protagonist would go in there… but anyway, it’s a dating sim, so I guess this much can be excused, right?’

And as he entered the cafe, he could see four maids boasting dazzlingly revealing outfits, welcoming the protagonist.

“Ah, the smell of alcohol.”

“?”

“Sir, you cannot enter our cafe while intoxicated.”

“If it’s alright, please visit us another day!”

“Eh-“

‘Weren’t they welcoming me?’

‘They definitely had customer-service smiles on their faces…’

– Hahahahahahahahaha

– Entrance ban hahahahahaha

– It’s right not to accept drunk customers though

– Dating sim over

– Hahahaha why is it so realistic

– Lol, troublesome customer, get out

– Did this person see the ending already?

And so, my first day in the maid dating sim game began with an unexpected entrance ban.



The game’s system was simple.

You could meet the four heroines in rotation each week, and if you wanted, you could switch to another heroine during service.

And if you ordered food and chatted with them, their affection level would rise, and you could significantly increase it by gifting the maids drinks or food.

Besides visiting the cafe, there were other activities: shopping to buy gifts for the maids, a travel option that seemed to unlock later, a photo app that also seemed usable once affection levels rose, and various other activities.

Also, for some reason, there was a menu option for trading crypto.

‘…Does this mean I’m supposed to supplement the money for raising heroines’ affection levels with crypto?’

The protagonist happened to receive a weekly wage instead of a monthly salary.

I wondered what kind of exploitative company this protagonist worked for; even with overtime, his weekly pay was incredibly low, so it seemed like a more necessary feature than I thought.

“My weekly wage…!”

– Kotori, don’t do crypto

– The seed money was too little ㅜㅜ

– Hahaha you should suffer some losses

– Panic selling this, hahahahahaha

– Oof.. there are people on the 3rd floor….

Anyway, every system in this game revolved around money.

You needed money to go to the cafe and raise a heroine’s affection level.

Similarly, you needed money to buy gifts for the heroines and to go on trips with them to trigger events.

However, I was on the verge of bankruptcy even before I could raise their affection levels.

‘I shouldn’t have used my weekly wage for crypto…’

‘This is how retail investors get rekt-’

“No, but still, 80,000 won for one omurice is crossing the line.”

Of course, ordering omurice came with various services, but ordering it once for each of the four heroines would wipe out half my weekly wage.

‘At this rate, when will I be able to give gifts to raise affection and when will I be able to give gifts to go on trips together?’

‘So I made a nation-saving decision, but instead, I failed spectacularly.’

“At this rate, I don’t think I’ll be able to see the harem ending?”

‘I could probably see it if I grinded for time, but as a streamer, I should avoid dragging out the playtime.’

While I was briefly pondering what to do, a comical TTS voice sounded.

[[Anonymous] has donated 1,000 won!]

(Why not just reroll?)

“Reroll…?”

Rerolling refers to loading a saved file or starting over from the very beginning and resetting until you get the desired outcome.

Doing this would allow me to start with a considerable amount of money.

However, as much as it’s incredibly convenient, it’s also an action that tends to divide viewers’ opinions.

– Rerolling is a bit much;

– Go go go go go go

– Start with 10 billion, let’s go hahaha

– Ah, rerolling is crossing the line

“…Yeah, I guess I won’t reroll.”

It’s not necessarily because the chat reactions were divided.

I just didn’t want to enjoy a dating sim by rerolling just to woo some heroines.

‘…Yeah.’

‘From the start, I wasn’t drawn to those maids who resembled Azusa and Hoshino.’

‘Maybe I’ll just thoroughly pursue that maid who resembles Haruka…’

‘And the heroine who resembles Mamang, whose affection strangely rises when you poke her chest, seems like she won’t cost much money, so I’ll pursue her as a sub-route.’

‘Ufufu…’

“I’ll try for the 4-person harem if the opportunity arises, but for now, I’ll focus on conquering Haruka-sunbae and Mamang!”

I’ve wasted too much time from the beginning because of money.

Without further hesitation, I decided on my play direction and resumed the game.

– They’re not Haruka and Sumire, hahaha

– Let’s go for the menhera girl

– They do look a bit similar

– Ah, the menhera maid is so f*cking hot, too bad

– The menhera one also starts with high affection, why not take her too?

“What, why are there so many Whos in my chat?”

[[Anonymous] has donated 1,000 won!]

(Agh lol, I’m saying the menhera maid isn’t Azusa either hahaha)

“Who” was Azusa’s fandom name.

Once I decided on the main and sub heroines, viewers who seemed to be Whos were clamoring for me to include the maid who resembled Azusa.

I lightly ignored that chat.

‘How am I supposed to get a harem ending with a menhera heroine?’

‘Isn’t it obviously going to be a bloody ending?’

“Welcome… drunken customer!”

After skipping a week, I entered the maid cafe with my received weekly wage.

This time, it seemed to be the Azusa-maid’s turn, as she, covered in bandages, greeted me while shaking her chest.

There was a brief commotion in the chat as they saw her largely shaking chest and my eye tracker following the movement, but soon they were speechless.

Because I immediately averted my gaze from her chest and looked at the Haruka-maid visible in the background.

“……”

‘Haruka… what are you doing there?’

I half-closed my eyes and stared at a corner seat in the background of the screen.

And what came into view was,

some d*mn guy who had ordered a menu item, and the Haruka-maid acting cute in front of him.

“……!”

Even though it’s a game character, seeing a maid who resembles Haruka acting like that makes my blood boil.

I waved my tiny fist in the air and shouted.

“No! My Haruka-sunbae is talking to another man…!!!”

‘Ugh… Haruka is no longer a virgin.’

‘…I feel like my horns are about to break.’

– Emeeeeeergency

– The real menhera was someone else hahahahahahahaha

– Looking for Haruka right away is truly terrifying ㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷ

– No hahaha, it’s a maid cafe, she has to serve customers

– That’s not Haruka, hahahahaha

[[MahoJinBroadcastOn] has donated 5,000 won!]

(Ah lol, the sunbae you love is earning money by acting cute for other men hahaha)

“You, really, get out.”

“I won’t unban you until you write a 5700-character apology letter in the fan cafe, so you know!”

‘How dare they diss Haruka in front of me.’

‘They’re a scoundrel who deserves to be flogged until they become limp dough, have their assets confiscated, and their family punished for three generations, and even that wouldn’t be enough.’

Of course, I was merely that guy’s oshi, not some king, so I didn’t have the power to do such things.

The only punishment I could mete out to that dmn bstard who uttered such unspeakable nonsense was an indefinite ban.

“Anyway, bring out Haruka!”

Enraged, I kicked out the menhera maid and immediately summoned the Haruka-maid.

She was already serving another customer, but I managed to bring her to me, even hijacking her service.

“You called for me? Fufu, thank you for coming today.”

“Hehehe, nice to see you.”

‘Thinking of the maid in front of me as Haruka, an easy smile naturally forms on my lips.’

After exchanging a few words with her, I immediately ordered the 80,000 won omurice.

I felt like I was being ripped off a huge amount, but still, I came to a maid cafe, so I had to order omurice.

When I ordered the menu item, the Haruka-maid gave a smile that felt like it could melt your heart.

And on the status window that popped up beside her, I could see her affection level rise a little.

‘It seems the Haruka-maid likes making omurice.’

“Omurice? Fufufu, that’s a good choice.”

“Please wait. I’ll make it right away.”

“Okay!”

When I answered energetically, she nodded her head vigorously as if she had heard my voice and turned around to start cooking.

I could hear her humming, and I could see her busily moving around.

And as her movements caused her maid skirt to ride up, her red lace panties also…

“Ah, no! My Haruka-sunbae’s panties…!”

‘They’ve been seen by these shameless people!’

To protect Haruka’s purity, I moved the mouse pointer upwards.

Then, only the strangely suggestive colored lighting was visible on the broadcast screen.

– You crazy human hahahahaha

– Ah, what are you doinggggggg

– Sh***********t, my pantiessss

– F*ck, I didn’t see the panties;

– Lower the screen!!!!!!!!!!!!

– Are you really a crazy b*tch? [This message has been temporarily blocked]

– Wow hahahahahaha, she’s really a crazy b*tch, for real

Well.

‘Haruka’s panties are for my eyes only.’




  Chapter 54: Virgin reaction
“It’s about time I prepared a gift.”

I declared to the chat, looking at the shopping window displayed on the screen.

So far, I’d managed to raise the affection level of the maid who resembled Haruka by figuring out her favorite foods and drinks and chatting with her, but it seemed like it was getting difficult to raise it with just food anymore.

Still, it was a relief that several other events had opened up, so the affection gain itself wasn’t blocked…

But to conquer that expensive maid, something special was needed.

“As expected, perfume would be a good gift, right?”
​
– A bit much for a first gift;
– Let’s go with a doll
– Just go for a ring lol
– Perfume is too burdensome
​
“But… Haruka-sunbae likes perfume……”

I don’t know if the maid in this game likes perfume.

But the real Haruka was someone who enjoyed wearing perfume.

I’ve only met her three times, but I remember the faint scent she had each time.

‘In reality, I couldn’t give her a gift because I didn’t know what perfume she liked, but I want to give it to her in the game and feel a vicarious satisfaction.’
​
– No, it’s not Haruka hahahahahahaha
– Hahaha does sunbae like perfume?
– How do you know Haruka likes perfume?
​
I answered the Dronies asking in the chat.

“You’re asking if sunbae likes perfume? Hmm… She even had perfume merchandise, right? And whenever we met in person, she always wore perfume. That scent was nice…”

[[NongJjukPpangTteok] has donated 1,000 won!]

(Oh….can you tell me what perfume it is?)
​
“Hmm.”
​
Just getting close to Haruka made me unconsciously lean in to keep smelling it—

You want me to tell you the name of that sweet, addictive, faint fruit scent that, like a bite into a juicy fruit, bursts with juice that seeps into your hand?

I can absolutely never tell you that.

The problem isn’t that I don’t know her perfume’s name.

If I even just described the scent, you guys would be spraying perfume on your beds every night and “developing yourselves,” wouldn’t you?

You think I don’t know the habits of VTuber otakus?

“Anyway, I’ll visit the shop now.”

It’s definitely not about Haruka, but the heroines in this game really devour money.

After the painful experience with crypto at the beginning of the game, I’ve been diligently saving my weekly wages to conquer them, and half a year has already passed in the game.

Going to karaoke with the heroines, shopping, and even watching movies, the playtime has already reached 4 hours.

It’s time to start heading towards the end of the conquest.

“Master, you came again today.”

After preparing various gifts with the perfume and remaining money, I entered the shop.

The Haruka-maid, who had somehow become my regular attendant, greeted me with a blush.

Perhaps because her affection level had risen to a certain extent, she was expressing her fondness for the protagonist with her whole body every time they met.

‘It’s rewarding to have invested so much time conquering her…’

Moreover, the way she addressed me had even changed to ‘Master,’ and her clothes were getting progressively lewder, which was extremely satisfying.

If I could have my way, I’d want to strip her down right there, gather those soft-looking hills, bury my face in them, and breathe deeply.

Come to think of it, the smell of the real Haruka’s breasts was really nice.

Mamang smelled like sweet milk, but Haruka had a more fatally alluring, natural skin scent that made my body react on its own.

I just want to bury my face in them and nuzzle.

– Her gaze hahahaha
– Kotori likes breasts and butts.. noted
– No, just looking at the eye tracker, she’s basically a guy lol

Regardless of whether the chat was discussing my preferences, I ordered food for the maid, quickly skipped through it, and then took out the gift.

‘Isn’t it natural for one’s gaze to go to breasts and butts?’

“Hehe, Haruka-sunbae. I prepared a gift for you today.”

“A gift? Fufufu, I’m looking forward to it, right?”

The maid’s eyes curved into crescents as she coyly twisted her body.

She looks like a competent OL who could lead you through anything, but her actions are just foxy.

‘Would Haruka react like this in real life if I gave her a gift?’

“Ta-da—!”

“Perfume? Thank you so much, Master. It looks expensive, are you sure it’s okay?”

On the game screen, the Haruka-maid, who had just received the gift, stood there, shyly cradling the perfume with both hands.

She wore a troubled smile as if worried, but at the same time, her cheeks were flushed, and she looked happy.

“Of course! Even though I poured all my weekly wages into it…!”

It wasn’t a waste at all.

It’s not because it wasn’t real money.

It’s because I finally broke through the 70 percent affection wall that had been stubbornly stuck and wouldn’t go up…!

To break through this wall, I blew all my weekly wages preparing gifts.

There must have been a reason why it wasn’t going up.

While the age rating is R-19, so far it’s only been slightly lewd outfits.

So, wouldn’t something like that happen in other events?

“Then… since I feel like being alone with you today, shall I prepare a special private room just for you, Master?”

“Wh-wh-wh-what?!”

‘So there was a reason it was R-19!’

I don’t usually like this kind of thing, but still, for maids, isn’t bondage play the national rule?

Entering the private room will cost another week’s wages, but I’m still very much looking forward to it…

[[KotoriAndBabyMaking] has donated 1,000 won!]

(Kotori has become a VIP weekly wage vending machine sucker….)

“Ufufu, shut it.”

What are you saying to someone who’s excitedly wiggling their legs in anticipation?

Anyway, as I waited with great anticipation, the scene changed, and I was led to a dimly lit private room with red lighting that clearly suggested something was about to happen.

There was a simple bar and a bed decorated with flowers……

“No, wait a minute… is it okay to broadcast this?”

I asked with wide eyes.

I may not have experience, but this is clearly a room where something is bound to happen next.

Even if I’m broadcasting with an R-19 rating, it’s obvious that broadcasting a scene of sexual activity will cause problems.

‘If it weren’t for the broadcast, I would have enjoyed it too, but apart from being excited, isn’t this a bit risky?’

– Hahahahahahahaha What’s with the lewd demon
– It’s okay, it’s okay, it’s nothing much
– We don’t do that kind of thing hahahahahahaha
– What are you thinking right now?

“No! The atmosphere is obviously lewd!”

I retorted, aghast at the Dronies accusing me of having a lewd mind.

It’s not that my brain is lewd; the situation is making my brain lewd.

It would be strange if I didn’t have lewd thoughts looking at a room like that.

Isn’t it common sense for healthy men and women to have s*x on their minds somewhere in the back of their heads, except for the 7 hours they’re sleeping?

“I’ll trust you, Dronies. You’re really not going to do that, right?”

– So what is that? lol I really don’t know
– Aww hahaha
– I said we’re not, you lewd b*tch hahahahahaha
​
[[Anonymous] has donated 1,000 won!]

(You have experience? You sound suspiciously confident hahaha)

I slammed the desk, triggered by the donation that asked with a pervy tone, as if it was planned.

Thump-!

“What are you talking about! You guys thought so too! And I don’t have experience…!”

Asking a VTuber if they have experience, that’s a dangerous thing to say.

However, the Dronies seemed more interested in my declaration of inexperience, regardless of whether I rage-quitted or not.

– [Drony con clapping]
– Oh…
– Confirmed! lol
– Rlly?
– [Drony con clapping]
– [Drony con clapping]
– Hmm, is that so?
– Woooah..
– Ah hahaha I’ll fall for it this time lol
​
“……”

Right, you guys were the same species as me.

‘…Anyway, since they say it’s nothing much, shall I proceed for now?’

‘Still, just in case, I should be ready to quickly press Alt-Tab if I see any signs of that.’

“Fufu, I’m finally alone with Master.”

In the screen, the Haruka-maid sat on the bed, blushing slightly, and spoke softly.

Judging by the point of view, it seemed the protagonist was also sitting on the bed with her.

A sensual atmosphere, a decorated bed, alcohol prepared in the background, and dim lighting.

And still, nothing special happens?

I tilted my head, and for now, gave her the gift I bought along with the perfume.

I brought it just in case, and if I had to give it, this seemed like the perfect timing.

“Bunny girl outfit and fishnet stockings… Master, you’re naughty.”

The maid averted her gaze slightly, as if embarrassed.

‘No, she says that, but like the Mamang-maid whose affection rises when you poke her chest, her affection is skyrocketing.’

‘Was Haruka a pervert…?’

“Still, since it’s a gift… shall I go change into it right away?”

“R-right now?!”

The gift offensive must have been key.

As if the time it was stuck at 70 percent never happened, the affection level was now soaring to 80 percent.

Thanks to that, the maid, as if she had never been embarrassed, gave a playful smile, took the bunny girl outfit, and disappeared to one side of the room.

And a few seconds later, she reappeared, dressed in the bunny girl outfit.

She perfectly pulled off the black fishnet stockings, red necktie, and cute bunny ears.

Moreover, as if she hadn’t forgotten her duty as a maid, she even had a headdress on her head.

“How is it? Does it suit me, Master?”

“…Yes!!”

I can’t resist things like this.

‘I want to pin her down right away, rip the bunny-girl-maid-stockings, tickle-torment-her-thighs, bondage-play, giddy-up! Giddy-up…!’

“Is there anything Master would like to drink?”

Mmhmm, still, before getting into the serious gentlemen’s activities, it’s necessary to set the mood.

With my meager chest and a heart as vast as the sea, I decided to play along with her.

First, since I’d spent a lot so far, I bought the cheapest liquor for myself.

For her, to maintain some dignity, I ordered a “S*x on the Beach,” which had a reasonable-looking price and name.

“I like this one.”

The maid smiled pleasantly, immediately walked over, shook her butt, and whipped it up.

Seeing her affection rise steadily, I knew something was going to happen today.

But come to think of it, a maid cafe with private rooms that even sells alcohol…

This is totally an illegal establishment……

“Being like this with Master makes me so happy.”

Right, it’s a dating sim, so what does that matter?

The Haruka-maid is happy, the dating sim protagonist is happy, and I and the Dronies are happy—

Anyway, it’s a broadcast where everyone is happy.

In any case, I continued to have some deep conversations with her and spent all my remaining funds ordering more drinks.

Then, she started to blush and stumble, as if she was getting drunk.

And just like that, the maid leaned onto the protagonist’s shoulder.

Honestly, the sudden deep conversation scene was getting a bit boring, so the timing was good.

I brightened up like someone who found the good part while fast-forwarding through an adult movie and shouted.

“Did it arrive?!”

– Kotori-koriya…
– “Did it arrive?” what the f*ck hahahahahaha
– So pervy..
– <<<< Was worried about censorship but is enjoying it more than anyone
– Looks cute on the outside but inside… hahaha
– Hahahahahaha I’m really going crazy

“I… think I’m drunk.”

“I don’t usually drink this much.”

Right, right.

Originally, it’s a super hot development when a heroine who seems to have strict self-control lets loose when she’s with the protagonist, drinks too much, and then wakes up naked the next morning in a panic.

So drink to your heart’s content.

“Mmm… I like Master……”

As the notification window popped up, the maid’s face, which had been slowly approaching, stopped right in front of my eyes.

In my haste, I didn’t even read what was written in the notification window and immediately pressed yes.

Then, my vision slowly began to fade to black.

And then, a somewhat suggestive sound could be heard.

“Chwurp…”

“Kyaa! You said it was nothing! You said you wouldn’t do it…!!”

‘That’s the sound of someone sucking something!’

I reflexively pressed Alt-Tab to minimize the window and glared at the chat.

Earlier, everyone in chat said it was nothing, so I was secretly relieved and was freely making s*xual jokes and having fun……!

– Hahahahahahahaha
– Your reaction is delicious hahahahahahahahaha
– Hahahahahaha virgin confirmed
– Legend legend
– What’s with the virgin reaction hahahahahaha
– No hahaha it’s just ASMR hahahahaha
– Read the notification message;
​
“……Are you sure?”
​
If I turn the screen back on and a scene like that appears, I could be in big trouble.

It’s only been two weeks since my debut, and getting suspended for obscenity is definitely not okay.

However, since the chat was insisting it really wasn’t, I decided to trust them one more time.

‘…Right, these Geunssaem-deul wouldn’t just stand by and watch their oshi get suspended. If a really dangerous scene came up, they would have told me to turn it off.’

“Then… shall I turn it back on?”

But before I could bring the game window back up, a sweet voice entering my ears through the headset again snatched away the little courage that had begun to grow in my heart.

“Ooong. Master… lick.”

“Kyaaaaak! She licked it!! She licked it……!!!”

What on earth is she licking!

The sticky smell of saliva is stabbing into my eardrums…!

“Gulp… Next is here……? It looks delicious…… Haaam!”

“Kkeuang! Haruka-sunbae…! Not thereeeee……!”

As if my own body was being licked by the violent ASMR, I unknowingly wrapped my arms, which had goosebumps, around myself and shuddered.

“Mmm…! Master, do you want to try too? Fufu, it’s delicious…?”

“Sunbae! That’s too fast…!”

The room is too hot.

To cool my burning cheeks, I raised the hands that were wrapped around my body to my cheeks, then froze when I saw the chat.

– Haruka: I’ve been watching from the beginning, that’s not me
– Hahahahahahahahahahahahahahahaha
– What is this btch imagining hahahahahahaha
– Hahahahahahahahaha No, that’s not it
– Haruka was watching too hahaha
– Seriously mind-boggling hahahahahahaha
– Haruka: Please refrain from calling my name so much
– The person herself appeared ㄷㄷ
– Crazy btch… Crazy b*tch….

“Sun…bae……?”

No, you were watching all of that?

Even from the very beginning…?

‘……So you were watching me simulate how I’d conquer Haruka, gifting her fishnet stockings and a bunny girl outfit, occasionally poking her chest, getting her drunk, and doing various things on the bed?’

– Haruka: And that’s just ASMR of someone eating shaved ice

‘…So it wasn’t even various things on the bed, just eating shaved ice.’

“……”

‘H-honestly, I find it more surprising that Haruka has played this game than the fact that they’re just eating shaved ice on a bed in a private room like this.’




  Chapter 55: … … I might have gained a little weight
My somewhat chaotic dating sim game stream, which even featured Haruka who had been on break, somehow came to an end.

The ending of the game, where I pursued the Haruka-maid as the main heroine and the Mamang-maid as the sub-heroine, was surprisingly bland.

Honestly, with Mamang, her affection shot up just by poking her chest and butt, making me wonder if that even counted as conquering her.

Anyway, viewers later told me that if I had pursued the menhera heroine, both the pure love ending and the harem ending would have ended with me getting stabbed…

So, I guess it was fortunate that I didn’t choose that heroine with the sinister look and pursued Mamang as a sub instead.

Well, anyway, my broadcast time, which had become long due to playing a game to completion and the dating sim, returned to normal afterwards.

It wasn’t that I was cutting it short because I didn’t want to stream; I was genuinely busy, so it couldn’t be helped.

I visited the studio to do recording work, which accounted for most of my busy schedule.

“Producer-nim, hello! CEO-nim, hello to you too.”

“Hello, Seowoo-ssi.”

“…Shouldn’t you greet me, the CEO, first? Your tone is subtly different too…”

Whatever, you evil CEO.

Can’t you see the dark circles under Producer Kim Hyunmin’s eyes?

Seriously, that person looks more like a zombie every time I see him.

I feel like I want to find a vaccine for him.

I’ve been visiting the studio almost every day for a week, and it’s heartbreaking to see him wither day by day.

Furthermore, he’s the one who handles almost all the music-related work alone.

He’s not a Bellus employee, but he’s an indispensable talent for Bellus, so seeing him like that pains my heart.

What if our Haruka finally recovers, but there’s no one to release her song?

Even the composer of Haruka’s hit original song is that person, so he’s a true-blue capable person.

“Producer-nim… should I buy you some vitamins?”

I’m not usually someone who takes such good care of others.

After all, I didn’t even have anyone I could call an acquaintance.

Still, looking at that haggard appearance, I can’t help but be a busybody.

However, Kim Kanghyun reached out his hand and stopped me with a stern voice, so my whimsical meddling came to an end.

“Where do you think you’re flirting in front of the CEO?”

“This is flirting…?”

No, he clearly looks like he could die of malnutrition any day now.

What are you talking about, just because I tried to give him some vitamins?

And if this person dies, we really won’t have a producer.

“Just kidding. Hyunmin-ssi has a girlfriend, so he’ll take care of himself.”

“He has… a girlfriend?”

Hmm. Maybe it’s okay if he just dies like this.

“It’s someone you know too. They get along very well.”

“……”

I tilted my head.

Strange.

The only people I know are Bellus staff and the members.

Could it be… our Rainbows’ unofficial idol……

“Ari-nim?!”

“Pffft……!”

As I exclaimed in shock, Producer Kim Hyunmin, looking even more shocked than I was, spat out the coffee he was drinking.

He coughed continuously as if he had choked, and once he calmed down, he opened his mouth as if in disbelief.

“Cough! It’s not her…”

“Phew…”

I let out a sigh of relief.

If he had been dating Ari-nim, I would have chugged a liter of red pill and coughed up blood.

My horns would have broken.

Ari-nim is also semi-idol, so her chastity must be protected……

However, aside from Ari-nim and the members, I really didn’t know many women.

The only other ones were the two trainers I met during the training camp.

“…Trainer Lee Jia-nim?”

“That’s right.”

“Heok.”

No, dating that ferocious person.

Of course, her face was quite pretty, and her figure was good, probably from working out.

But looking at her personality alone, she seemed like the type to tie a man to the bed and devour him in reverse……

“Ah.”

So that’s why Producer-nim looks like that.

I reached the truth about him, whom I had only thought was withering away due to being busy with work, and my mind went blank.

It was a red pill I didn’t want to know.

If he had just said he became a zombie from working too hard for us, I would have at least continued to sympathize.

Anyway, isn’t office romance forbidden?

“Neither of them are our company’s employees, so they’ll manage on their own.”

“I see…”

Kim Kanghyun whispered to me, as if reading my expression.

“You should worry about your weight before worrying about other people’s love lives. Haven’t you gained weight lately?”

“…I might have gained a little.”

“Seowoo should probably go to a gym or something and diet a bit.”

“N-no way, right…? Hehe.”

“……”

It wasn’t a joke.

I avoided Kim Kanghyun’s sharp gaze.

He prioritizes the members’ self-management above all else.

He even said that only with proper self-management can one handle the demanding schedule of a Bellus VTuber.

However, my weight was skyrocketing by the day, so as a VTuber belonging to his company, I had nothing to say.

“Alright! Let’s talk about Seowoo’s gym situation after we’re done. We gathered today for recording, so let’s do this first.”

“Okay…”

“Let’s do that.”

The atmosphere was a bit chaotic, but Kim Kanghyun managed the situation, and we could finally start recording.

Although I had been visiting the studio continuously for the past few days and proceeding with the recording, today was a little special.

The OST request, an outsourced job from a game company.

The recording of that song had to be sent for confirmation by this afternoon.

The track, perfectly crafted by the music director hired by them, had been sent to us a long time ago.

All we had to do was record the lyrics and send them.

However, there was one unsettling point: that music director supposedly disliked VTubers considerably.

He had somehow acknowledged Haruka after seeing her MiTube views, music streaming site performance, and meeting her in person to see her skills.

But with Haruka retiring and the workload falling to me, it was natural that the music director, who had come from working on drama and movie OSTs, would be displeased.

It was possible that even if we recorded and sent it like this, it could suddenly be scrapped, and the request could go to someone else.

That’s why Kim Kanghyun was here in person, waiting to respond immediately.

Well, Haruka, who was acknowledged by that person, said she would meet him once with Kim Kanghyun, so wouldn’t it work out somehow?

“Let’s go into the recording booth!”

“Okay—!”

Anyway, I have to leave that side’s affairs to my wife.

For now, I have to trust her and focus on recording.



“Have you started recording?”

Han Seoyoon, who had briefly gone to the main office to help prepare content for the 1st generation members, arrived late at the studio and asked as she sat down.

CEO Kim Kanghyun, who had turned his head upon hearing her voice, gave a small nod and then looked away.

Han Seoyoon’s gaze also followed the CEO’s towards the inside of the recording booth, and she soon found Woo Seowoo, her face bright red, singing passionately.

And Haruka, who listened to her song for a moment, casually threw out a short comment.

“Her skills are improving.”

For her, who had high musical pride, it was the highest praise.

It might have seemed indifferent in a way, but she was sincere.

At first, her balance between the low and high ranges was a bit off from trying to imitate Haruka’s high notes.

But after Hensforth, she gradually started to find her own style, and her overall ability to digest songs was improving.

Before, she would be exhausted and panting after singing one song.

But now, even while re-recording multiple times, she showed no signs of fatigue, which was proof.

No, rather, perhaps due to the pressure of being in charge of an OST for a game, even while recording multiple times, she was actively accepting Producer Kim Hyunmin’s feedback and even seemed to be reconstructing her own style.

Han Seoyoon, who had thrown the OST at her for this purpose, felt pleased.

“The balance has improved a lot.”

Kim Kanghyun nodded slightly once more.

As the balance improved, the tension also came alive, and she could express emotions more richly.

To quote a certain trainer who squeezed Producer Kim Hyunmin dry every night, the individuality and emotional control required in modern vocals were steadily increasing.

Briefly recalling Trainer Lee Jia passionately speaking during the training camp meeting, he asked Han Seoyoon, as if he had just remembered.

“Her style seems to have changed a bit… Do you know anything?”

“That is……”

She trailed off.

She remembered Woo Seowoo’s eyes trembling at her question for a moment.

Thinking about it now, it didn’t make sense for someone with that level of skill to have not yet established their own style.

Still, thinking there must be some reason, she erased that scene from her mind and naturally changed the subject.

“By the way… Seowoo-nim, you’ve gained some weight, haven’t you?”

“Exactly.”

At Han Seoyoon’s calm observation, Kim Kanghyun’s head began to nod vigorously this time.

No matter how wide she opened her mouth while singing passionately, seeing Woo Seowoo’s double chin, such an evaluation was inevitable.

When Kim Kanghyun first met her, he was actually worried because she was too thin.

But for some reason, after the training camp ended, she started gaining weight and eventually reached the point of having a double chin.

Of course, thinking back to when she was rail-thin, this was much better to look at.

Besides, strictly speaking, Woo Seowoo was still within the normal weight range.

“I’ll have to tell her to cut down on delivery food.”

“……”

Still, in that state, it was obvious she would become overweight soon.

Since Woo Seowoo’s red pill was hardly revealed, the Rainbows wouldn’t be shocked to see her.

But if she gained a lot of weight, it would affect future live performances.

And Kim Kanghyun believed that Bellus members should thoroughly manage themselves, so he couldn’t just leave her like that.

“Seoyoon, you go to the gym, right?”

“We all do.”

After the last group hospital incident, all the 1st generation members had signed up for the gym and were diligently attending.

Even though they were streamers who did most of their work from home, they realized that without at least minimal stamina, their bodies would suffer.

Han Seoyoon was already someone who managed herself by going to the gym, so this didn’t apply to her, except for her throat care.

“Hmm… Is there a female trainer there?”

“There was, but she quit recently.”

“Then it’s a bit tricky…”

Kim Kanghyun, who had decided to send Woo Seowoo to Haruka’s gym for PT, let out a groan.

Getting PT from a male trainer wasn’t a problem in itself, but if possible, he preferred to assign a female trainer.

There was no other reason.

It was because if she later talked about it on stream, saying a male trainer gave her PT, he didn’t know how her fandom, the Dronies, would react.

The only predictable reaction he could think of was something like, [[What? A muscle-bro is touching Kotori’s body all over? Lol Dronies will turn black~]], so it was better to assign a female trainer if possible.

“Then, I’ll take her to work out.”

Han Seoyoon, noticing the CEO’s thoughts, spoke up first.

Then Kim Kanghyun showed a worried expression.

“Will you be okay?”

“I don’t have a license, but… still, losing weight is something I can manage……”

“No, not that.”

The license wasn’t a problem.

In the first place, her self-management and the toned body built on that foundation were perfect enough to impress even Kim Kanghyun’s wife.

Han Seoyoon wasn’t someone who would carelessly cause an injury by making her exercise improperly, and he could trust her with Woo Seowoo’s diet.

It was just that he felt sorry for adding more work when she was focusing on her throat recovery.

“I’m fine. I’m bored these days anyway, and it doesn’t involve using my voice.”

“Then… I’ll ask you this favor.”

If Kim Kanghyun could have his way, he would have wanted to entrust her with the training of other members and, if he pushed it, even their meal plans.

But he couldn’t entrust such things to her, who had developed vocal cord nodules from overworking for Bellus.

As a CEO, Kim Kanghyun felt sorry for burdening a specific member because of his own shortcomings.

Still, Han Seoyoon, who understood the CEO’s feelings, smiled as if it was okay and threw a joke.

“Please deposit the training fees separately.”

“Get that from her.”

Kim Kanghyun gestured with his chin towards Woo Seowoo, who was just coming out of the recording booth with a relieved expression.

Woo Seowoo, completely unaware that her gym training plan had just been decided, flinched when she saw the two of them sitting side by side and looking at her with strange eyes.

“Why, why are you looking at me like that…?”

Han Seoyoon, thinking her reaction was cute, like a rabbit that had become prey, soon smiled faintly and replied.

“Seowoo-nim, shall we go to the gym together starting tomorrow?”

“!Yes…!!”

Of course, Woo Seowoo was just happy to do anything with her wife.

“It will be very tough.”

“…I actually like it!”

Even if it was hellish training.




  Chapter 56: “Look at me! Look at me again!”
“Five! Six!”

“Heeok… Heok. S-save me.”

“Six!”

“Heeeeeeok…!”
​
I realize now that what I like is being with Haruka, not exercising.
​
I wonder how much this body of mine hasn’t been used.

Every time a joint moves, it creaks, and every time I use a muscle, various parts scream for help.
​
To think my thighs would tremble like this from just three sets of squats.
​
…Maybe these legs are actually made of springs.
​
If not, then there’s no explaining my legs, which are currently flailing about in all directions like a freshly caught fish.
​
“Your form collapsed! From the beginning, again! One!”

“Stop…!”
​
Haruka, standing behind me with a stern expression, looks like something other than my wife.
​
The Haruka I know wouldn’t do this to me…

That person isn’t Haruka; she’s definitely an Akuma from hell!
​
“Making a face like a mutt betrayed by its owner won’t work. Let’s do one more set properly, and then rest feeling good.”

“Woof! Woof! Pant pant pant pant!”

“…Should we just rest?”
​
Perhaps noticing my half-conscious state, Haruka finally freed me from this endless cycle of pain.
​
Moved by my benevolent wife’s consideration, I prostrated myself on the floor.
​
Perhaps seeing that, her worried voice came from above.
​
“…Are you okay?”

“Hueh… N-no……”
​
Actually, I just tried to sit down, but I ended up collapsing.
​
Since it’s come to this, maybe I should just lie down completely…

As soon as I thought that, my body, without a moment’s hesitation, lost control and naturally splayed out on the floor.
​
“Th-the ceiling is spinning……”

“I’ve never seen someone with such rock-bottom stamina.”

“Ehehe.”
​
Ta-da—Such a person is right here!
​
I relished the cold floor, drenched in my sweat, with my whole body and gave a loose smile.

Then, Haruka looked down at me from above my head with a pitiful expression.
​
My wife is pretty even when viewed from below.
​
“Oh my, oh my.”
​
Look at her small nostrils.
​
Her nose is also high, and it’s truly amazing that her chin doesn’t fold even when seen from below.

I, on the other hand, probably look like some soaked, limp seaweed right now.
​
As I gaped blankly, marveling at her beauty that shone even from an unflattering angle, I heard the sound of a camera shutter from above.
​
Click-
​
“Eh?”

“It came out well.”
​
It definitely wouldn’t have come out well, what are you talking about?

Let’s put on full makeup and take it again properly.
​
Although my first picture to be included in Haruka’s album is like this, I hope our first two-shot can be an ultimate ahegao double-peace pose—
​
Click-
​
“Ueh?”

“Ah, your expression was interesting.”
​
What kind of expression did I even make?
​
…Could it be that I made an ahegao face?
​
“You’ve rested enough now, so get up.”

“That’s too mean!”

“What’s too mean is your stamina, Seowoo-nim.”

“…That’s!”
​
What can I do when I sit in front of the computer at home all day doing work and just eat a ton of burgers?
​
Of course, that lifestyle of mine created this body, but anyway, I’m still within the normal weight range.

Even if my belly fat can be grabbed a little and my cheeks are chubby, Woo Seowoo is still the top-tier cutie pretty girl in the city.
​
Therefore, there’s no need to abuse my body like this.
​
I looked up at her pleadingly and cried out.
​
“My muscles hurt so much!”

“…Still, shouldn’t you at least reach the average muscular strength of an adult woman?”

“You said it was just a diet…!”
​
At my endless tantrum, she smacked her pretty forehead.
​
This is the first time I’ve seen Haruka like this.
​
Seeing her expression harden, I flinched my shoulders for a moment.
​
My wife is angry…!
​
“Strictly speaking… it’s not a diet, but rather creating a constitution that doesn’t gain weight easily. If you increase muscle mass, your basal metabolic rate also increases, so even if you eat as much delivery food as you like, Seowoo-nim, you won’t experience the yo-yo effect easily.”

“Really?!”

“Of course, it’s a bit more complicated, and you need to exercise consistently… but I don’t think you’ll understand even if I explain it now, so to put it simply—”
​
My eyes widened.
​
After that, she started explaining things like active metabolic rate, beginner’s luck buff, eating habits, cardio, and so on, but none of it registered.
​
I just want to eat a burger.
​
I also want to eat malatang, and nakgopsae.

I want to eat hot pot, and makchang, and tteokbokki, and yogurt ice cream… Anyway, I want to devour everything.
​
I wondered if my appetite had always been this good, but once the floodgates opened, I couldn’t stop it.
​
It feels like my taste has changed a bit too… Could it be, am I having a phantom pregnancy with Haruka’s child and my appetite has exploded?
​
“Phew, I’m hungry.”
​
Thinking about food made me hungry again.
​
As I sent a pitiful gaze, pleading to end the workout here and go eat quickly, Haruka let out a deep sigh.
​
“Haaah… We came to the gym, and you’ve only done warm-ups and three sets of squats.”

“…No way.”
​
That can’t be right.
​
I definitely feel like I’ve exercised for over 3 hours.
​
“Stop it and get up now. Doing this is also a nuisance.”

“Okay…”
​
She’s right. Occupying a corner of the gym and cleaning the floor with my whole body is a nuisance.
​
Moreover, since the cleaning tool is Woo Seowoo, completely drenched in sweat, it’s not like mopping with a wet rag on a rainy day; the floor was incredibly damp.
​
I nodded slightly and began to trudge up.
​
“Kkeuang…!”
​
However, perhaps because I was disoriented, I almost slipped on the sweat on the floor and fell.

Haruka, who was behind me, quickly put her hands under my armpits and lifted me lightly, allowing me to avoid prostrating myself again.
​
Haruka is stronger than she looks…

They say it’s hard for women to build big muscles even if they exercise hard.

Is her body made entirely of functional muscle?
​
…But my armpits must be soaked in sweat right now. Is her hand okay?
​
“……”
​
Yep. She’s wiping it with a towel right away.
​
I avoided her gaze, which seemed to be slightly glaring at me through the mirror.

Then, in the direction I averted my gaze, two men scratching their heads approached, catching my eye.
​
I sighed secretly, looking at them.
​
Men again?
​
Ha. The popularity of this body.
​
“Haha, it must be tough for you, unni, teaching your younger sister to exercise alone, right?”

“We can help you… We’re close with the trainers here too. We even competed in a tournament together.”
​
The way they sneakily glanced at mine and Haruka’s tight workout clothes was truly pathetic.
​
Haruka, needless to say, has a perfectly balanced figure, and her chest is also greatly emphasized thanks to the tight clothes.

On the other hand, my chest is pathetically small.

Still, my pelvis is nicely wide, so leggings surprisingly suit my figure.
​
Therefore, I understand why their eyes wander, but I wish they wouldn’t stare at my wife and me with their nostrils flaring.
​
It really makes me want to report them.
​
“Hmm.”
​
For now, I’ll let it slide since they treated Haruka and me like sisters.

But if they cross the line just a little bit more, I’m ready to coolly kick their starting-to-swell crotches.
​
However, Haruka, unlike me, didn’t hold back.
​
She scoffed and called over the two buff guys sitting at the front desk.
​
“Trainer-nim, these two gentlemen are looking for you.”

“What can I do for you?”
​
The two buff guys approached, scanned the two men standing next to us, and then, with a broad smile, each put an arm around one of them and led them away somewhere.
​
“Members, you haven’t been doing much cardio lately… How about a round of Stairway to Heaven with us?”

“Th-that’s a bit…”

“Aw, why are you like this? We all know each other.”

“…We’re sorry.”
​
At the situation that resolved in an instant, I stared blankly at Haruka with my mouth agape.
​
How on earth did she do that?
​
When I looked at her with an expression that clearly needed an explanation, she opened her mouth, looking a little embarrassed, which was unlike her.
​
“Well, I’ve been coming to this gym for quite a long time. Ever since there weren’t many machines.”
​
The story I heard afterwards was, well…
​
Should I say, my wife is truly amazing?
​
After moving here because of her broadcast, she couldn’t go far due to her busy VTuber work, so she just picked any gym near her house.

But as people flocked to see Haruka, the gym gradually expanded.
​
So, the gym owner gave Haruka, who was like a benefactor who built up this gym, an unlimited free pass and had the trainers stop people from bothering her whenever things like this happened.
​
“…Still, I wish you’d wear something a bit thicker.”
​
If they even renovated because of the people who came to see Haruka, doesn’t that mean there are that many people checking out her figure?
​
I’m proud of my wife’s popularity… but still, she’s going to be my woman soon, so I wish she’d take a little more care of her body. I wish only I could see it.
​
“But, if I dress like this, you can see it right away with your eyes, can’t you?”
​
No, if you dress like that.

It’s not just that you can see it with your eyes; it becomes like that one MiTube video shouting, “Look at me! Look at me again!”
​
This won’t do.

I need to get married quickly and create a pretext to control her gym attire.
​
However, my grand plan, expedited by my jealousy, was temporarily halted by the target of that plan.
​
“You’ve rested too long. Before your body cools down, shall we start again quickly? We don’t want you to get hurt.”

“…Won’t I get hurt from exercising?”

“I’m adjusting everything, so don’t worry.”

“Adjusting… you say……?”
​
Huh, my body is clearly screaming that it’s at its limit.
​
Look at this.
​
It’s creaking like a pile of scrap metal.
​
This old thing wants its joints greased quickly.
​
…Preferably with a burger.
​
“Now, shall we try the chest press this time? We’re using a machine this time, so it’ll be fun.”

“…It’s not fun!”

“One! Two!”

“Kkeuang…! Huek!”

“How is it? Still moving well, right?”

“……”
​
So it is.
​
My body definitely felt like it was at its limit.

But strangely, it’s moving…?
​
“As expected……”

“Yes? Oh, your form broke. Shall we go again? Okay, one!”

“…Sob.”
​
…As expected, Haruka and I are a match made in heaven.
​
To think she understands my body’s condition so well.
​



​
Han Seoyoon, holding the steering wheel, smiled warmly as she looked at Woo Seowoo, who was leaning back in the passenger seat with her eyes closed as if she had fainted.
​
It was clear she was someone who had never exercised in her life.

But she followed along well, even though it was her first time.
​
Woo Seowoo even shed tears at the end.
​
Seeing those tears, Han Seoyoon, being human, felt a sense of pity.

But forcing her to exercise like this was all for her future.
​
Whether a VTuber or a streamer, exercise is even more necessary for people who have to live in front of a computer.

Moreover, since Woo Seowoo seemed to eat all her meals via delivery, exercise was essential to prevent her body from deteriorating further.
​
Han Seoyoon wanted to manage her diet too, if she could.

But she thought that would be too hard on her, so she made a concession by at least letting her eat whatever she wanted.
​
‘Actually, she hasn’t gained enough weight to need a diet.’
​
Her CEO was just overly sensitive; Woo Seowoo maintained an adorable appearance no matter how you looked at it.

Even if her belly fat could be grabbed a little, it was still at a level that could be considered cute.
​
“Of course, if she gains a little more, it might be dangerous…”
​
Anyway, wouldn’t it be fine if she started managing it from now on?
​
Han Seoyoon, thinking that good is good, stealthily reached out her hand.

She wanted to poke Woo Seowoo’s plump cheeks for some reason.
​
Poke-
​
“Oh.”
​
It’s soft.

Han Seoyoon felt a strange sense of emotion and carefully began to poke a few more times.
​
Woo Seowoo was like a pet dog to her, who had always liked cute things and had thought about getting a dog.
​
With such a cute puppy sleeping soundly next to her, wanting to tease it is a natural human desire.
​
However, her uncharacteristic minor deviation soon came to an end.
​
“Uuuuhm… Harukaaa— Stop iiiit……”

“……”
​
Because Woo Seowoo reached out her hand in her sleep and stopped her.
​
Curious about what kind of dream she was having, she tilted her head.
​
“Why is my name coming out?”
​
She didn’t even add the “sunbae” honorific.
​
Han Seoyoon began to think seriously.
​
“Should I discipline her once the collaboration ban is lifted…”
​
…She was someone who strictly maintained the hierarchy between generations.
​
Anyway, driving as smoothly as possible so as not to wake Woo Seowoo, she soon arrived home.

And since she hadn’t met her leg day quota for today because she was watching Woo Seowoo’s workout, she carried her on her back into the house, combining it with exercise.
​
Of course, she wasn’t a gym rat who would do squats even inside the house, so she gently placed Woo Seowoo on the sofa.

Looking at her, who was now even starting to snore, she became lost in thought.
​
“Koooo…”

“Now what do I do.”

“Keo-eoong……”

“……”
​
Putting aside the subtly cute snoring, she has a broadcast in the evening, so she needs to send her home.
​
However, even after being carried all this way, she was sleeping so soundly that she wouldn’t know if someone kidnapped her, so it seemed she would need time to wake up.
​
Actually kidnapping her and raising her on kibble didn’t seem like a bad idea, but doing so would make her seem pitiful, as if she were really being treated like a dog.
​
“Should I wash her first?”
​
Han Seoyoon, having no choice, decided to think about it while washing her first.

Since they were both drenched in sweat, it seemed certain they would catch a cold if left like this.
​
If she wakes up while being washed, she can dry her off well and send her home.

If she doesn’t wake up, then it’s up to her to figure things out from there.
​
“No, it would be better to have her broadcast from here…”
​
A good idea popped into Han Seoyoon’s head.

She started to undress Woo Seowoo and made a call somewhere.
​
“Hello? Ari-nim?”
​
“Haruka! What’s up!”
​
Manager Ari’s voice sounded bright, as if it had been a while since she received a call from Han Seoyoon.

Han Seoyoon, remembering she hadn’t contacted her much lately due to her reaction, felt a little sorry and opened her mouth.
​
“I’m sorry to bother you suddenly, but Seowoo-nim is at my house right now. She’s asleep.”
​
“What was Kotori doing to end up passed out there again?”
​
“…Did something like this happen before?”
​
“Oh dear… Last time, you see, she went to Mao’s house to hang out, drank, and then—”
​
After listening to the manager’s lament for a while, she skillfully picked up the naked Woo Seowoo and headed to the bathroom, explaining the situation.
​
“…So, you see. I was thinking of doing a Space with Seowoo-nim at my place today.”
​
“Space? As long as it’s not a collaboration, it’s fine! No, actually, a collaboration is fine too!”
​
“A collaboration too?”
​
“Yep! There’s been a lot of talk about the collaboration ban anyway, so I mentioned that two weeks should be enough~ As long as Haruka’s throat is okay, you can do it. Shall I ask the CEO?”
​
“Yes, whose request is it? Don’t worry!”
​
Manager Ari confidently declared and hung up the phone.
​
And a short while later, light emanated from her smartphone, which she had placed on the bed for a moment while washing Woo Seowoo and herself.
​
Ari Unni – [Breaking News!]

[2nd Gen Collaboration Ban Lifted!]

[I’ve already spoken to the other members too]

[I’ve posted an announcement, so if you two want, you can do a collaboration today!]
​
That breaking news,

was, very fortunately for Woo Seowoo who was being washed in her sleep, news that a collaboration with Haruka had been scheduled without her knowledge.




  Chapter 57: If the two of them donate only the sperm they extracted today to in vitro fertilization, it seems like the low birth rate will be solved.
My closed eyes slowly opened.

“Kkeueueung…!”

My whole body felt stiff, and my muscles were screaming. A heavy feeling, different from usual, enveloped my entire body.

Strange.

Woo Seowoo’s body was definitely so light that it could have been blown away by a typhoon, but now it felt heavy, as if someone had attached weights all over it.

‘…Could it be that I’ve returned to my original body?’

‘But my original body is probably in a morgue or has been buried underground for a long time—’

I tilted my head, feeling puzzled.

“……”

I don’t know.

Still, judging by the stuffy feeling in my chest, it seems certain that I’m wearing a bra.

So, at least I probably haven’t returned to my original body.

Should I get up for now?

As I tried to slightly raise my body from the bed, a pulling pain shot through my muscles from my back to my waist and thighs.

“Kkeueong… what is this.”

My body wouldn’t listen. I let out a low groan and buried myself back under the covers. The bed was soft and cozy.

Feeling like I had discovered an oasis in the desert amidst the pain, I buried my face in it and rubbed. Then, a strangely familiar scent tickled my nose.

This is… Haruka’s scent.

My wife’s fragrance was enveloping my entire body!

‘…Is this heaven?’

‘No, even if it’s not heaven, it might be okay to just die like this.’

“Still, I have to get up…”

This is probably Haruka’s room.

My memory cut off after getting into her car after the gym session, so Haruka probably brought me here after I passed out.

I felt like just staying at her house and being taken care of, but I can’t do that.

My wife’s financial situation might be quite impressive… but still, as the one who will be her husband, I can’t just stay idle. I need to work hard on broadcasts and earn a lot of money.

Anyway, the room was dark, so I couldn’t tell the time well, but it seemed like quite a while had passed.

“Ah, right! The broadcast!”

I hurriedly moved my arm to find my smartphone. My muscles were screaming for mercy, but checking the time was the priority.

As always, a broadcast was scheduled for the evening, but I didn’t know how many hours I had slept, so I might have been late.

After rummaging through the bed for a while without finding my phone, I eventually got up and started wandering around the room.

Leading my wobbly body, perhaps due to muscle soreness, I painstakingly searched here and there and finally found my phone in the handbag that was by the head of the bed.

“8 o’clock……”

I definitely went to the gym after lunch and finished in less than two hours. I have no idea how many hours I slept.

Anyway, it’s already confirmed that I’m late.

By now, the Dronies who lost their owner were probably causing a ruckus in the gallery.

Of course, as long as the New-Neo sub-moderators were around, it wasn’t my problem, but I still had to start the broadcast, so greeting Haruka quickly and returning home would be the priority.

Should I look for Haruka first?

I grabbed my neatly arranged outerwear and handbag hanging on the wall, left the room, and soon found Haruka cooking in the kitchen.

“Are you awake?”

Haruka smiled faintly when she saw me.

The apron she was wearing, perhaps because she was cooking, suited her very well.

Her figure was so beautiful that I stared blankly at her for a long time. Then, a fanfare suddenly exploded in my head.

‘…Is there really a need to go home?’

‘Shouldn’t I just quit broadcasting and build a happy family here with my beautiful wife?’

But a word from my wife, breaking my thoughts, brought me back to reality.

“You and I have a collaboration stream scheduled for today, Seowoo-nim. I’ve already written the notice, so you don’t have to worry about being late.”

“Coll…ab?”

“Since you’d be late anyway by the time you wake up and get home, Seowoo-nim, I thought about just having you broadcast from my house, but then I figured it would be better to just do a collaboration.”

“…We have a collaboration restriction.”

“That’s been lifted.”

“Ah.”

Indeed, even though collaborations were banned to establish individual broadcast colors, three weeks was too long.

Two weeks since debut had already passed, and it had been a while since our individual broadcast colors had become distinct. Now was the time to utilize the strengths of a group… But a collaboration with Haruka? Just the two of us?

Moreover, Haruka has been resting from broadcasts lately, so it would be her first time in almost a week.

Such a precious opportunity is coming to me?

As I stood there with my mouth agape, she tilted her head, looking at me. Her neatly tied-down hair fell below one shoulder with the movement of her head.

My wife looks great in a demure lady style too.

“You don’t want to do a collaboration with me?”

“No, no! I absolutely love it!”

“Fufu, then that’s a relief.”

My first joint Space wasn’t with her, but I’m really glad my first collaboration is with her.

Of course, strictly speaking, there was the 2nd generation’s first collaboration, but that had a strong showcase feel, so anyway, this is the first collaboration in the true sense.

Yes. Anyway, that’s right.

“Is your body okay?”

“Yes.”

“I thought you might catch a cold, so I washed off your sweat. I’m sorry for seeing you naked without permission.”

“Eh… that’s actually good… Ah, no, it’s okay.”

Come to think of it, I definitely got into her car after the gym without washing up, but I feel refreshed without any discomfort.

The scent of shampoo and body wash also feels unfamiliar. It seems Haruka washed me while I was unconscious.

Then, is this scent the smell of Haruka’s shower products…

I should remember it well and buy these.

It would feel really good to apply Haruka’s body wash and engage in self-development.

“…But Seowoo-nim, you need to work on your abs a bit. I could feel them a little, you know?”

“Eeeh?!”

You’re saying I have to lose my perfect-defense-boasting womb-protecting-cover-fat……?

I felt my face flush.

My naked body has already been seen by two of my colleagues, so I don’t feel much about it anymore, but it’s still very embarrassing that Haruka discovered my cute belly fat.

Of course, it’s not like I’m pig-level fat. But it’s enough to be grabbed, so thinking that Haruka grabbed it while washing me… Oh, that’s good too.

Anyway, just washing a person is hard enough, and I could imagine how much trouble she went through washing me while I was sleeping as if I had passed out.

Feeling sorry, I apologized to her and expressed my gratitude.

“It must have been hard washing me… I’m sorry. And thank you for washing me.”

“Fufufu, ‘thank you for washing me’ sounds a little strange.”

“Is that so…?”

Right, I’m not a child. What’s with “thank you for washing me”?

Since it’s come to this, maybe it would be okay to be adopted by her and become her daughter.

Wah. Give me milk.

I think I’d like Haruka Mama’s sweet, fresh breast milk.

Of course, you need to be pregnant for breast milk to come out, so I’ll get you pregnant.

‘…But if I get her pregnant and I become the daughter who receives the breast milk, isn’t that true perpetual motion?’

Alright, from now on, I’m the BabyMakingBreastMilkFactoryOwner! Uryat! Uryat!

“Anyway, the food is almost ready, so do you want to go to the studio first and turn on the broadcast? Use your account, Seowoo-nim.”

“Okay—”

“Go say hi to the viewers first.”

“Yeees. Hehehe.”

In any case, I was truly looking forward to her collaboration, so I hurriedly headed to her studio, which I had visited before.

The computer in the studio was already on. I immediately went to the broadcasting site, logged in with my ID, and turned on the broadcast without delay. As Haruka had said she’d made an announcement, viewers started to pour in rapidly.

– You here?
– Koha
– Kotori who passed out at sunbae’s house is here!
– You’re late!
– Give us Haruka, you b*tch
– Open the door!
– Where’s Haruka
– I missed you Haruka ㅜㅜㅜㅜㅜㅜ

The chat from the Dronies, impatiently looking for me as always, was visible, and the chat looking for Haruka was similarly present.

Perhaps this sudden collaboration was more anticipated by the Canaries than the Dronies.

Since Haruka had entered a long hiatus for her throat recovery, being able to meet her even on another member’s broadcast would be a great happiness for them.

But I could be seen as even happier than them.

Because I get to do a direct collaboration with Haruka.

“Kuhahahih.”

I smiled a victor’s smile, looking at the Dronies’ chat who were eagerly looking for Haruka, completely unaware of my sinister thoughts.



[Hako collab fr fr?.jpg]

(Popular)[Sh******t fck yeeeeeeees! hahaha]

[I want to get between the two of them collaborating, lift them up, and….]

[Kotori, who even collaborates with her oshi, is a true successful fan…]

(Popular)[No way, Hako collab yuri fanart is already up? Hahahaha.jpg]

[Hako collab on!]

(Popular)[Upvote if you want to barge into the Hako collab yuri lol.jpg]

[Today is the day polar bears go extinct…]

(Popular)[Great Kanghyuk who lifted the collab ban… I can only worship him.jpg]

(Popular)[Wow, so Kotori had wild s*x with Haruka at her house, was late because of it, and is now turning on the broadcast?]

The news that Kotori had wild s*x with Haruka at her house, accidentally ended up late, and eventually turned on a collaboration stream created a huge stir.

Of course, this was just a wild guess from some s*xual harassment gallery, and as the collaboration progressed, the reasons for Kotori’s lateness and the collaboration were explained by them.

However, VTuber otakus usually interpreted things however they pleased, so the truth didn’t matter.

What mattered to them was only that Kotori liked Haruka enough to pass out comfortably at her house, and that Haruka, who hadn’t shown her face for a whole week, had finally crawled out.

“Kotori-nim passed out after three sets of squats and chest presses…”

“S-sunbae!”

“She fainted just like that, so I had no choice but to bring her home and wash her. I couldn’t let her catch a cold.”

“Stop it…! I’m embarrassed……!”

“You asking if I saw Kotori-nim naked? Yes, I did. Her skin is completely white and soft, and her belly fat is a little pinchable, so it was cute.”

“Kkeuang!”

Moreover, revealing that they exercised together, got sweaty, took a naked shower together, and even joked about belly fat was practically like listening to an R-19 story for the VTuber otakus.

Haruka had merely explained the reason for the collaboration, but that explanation accelerated the self-development of a whopping 50 million NongNongDan and 100 million Dronies!

“What was my fur color? You, get out.”

“Kotori-nim’s fur color is… well, um… can I say it? Should I mute for a second?”

“A-are you going to say I don’t have any fur…?”

“…Kotori-nim, your mic is still on.”

“What?!”

And even Woo Seowoo, a genuine VTuber otaku who knew very well how VTuber otakus would react to such conversations, was making various mistakes due to her excitement about collaborating with her oshi.

So, there was no one to stop the VTuber otakus’ s*xual harassment.

“It didn’t look like she waxed.”

“I, I… never had any to begin with.”

“Ah, I’ve heard there are constitutions like that. But seeing it in person is fascinating. I’m thinking of getting laser hair removal because it’s annoying to manage every time.”

“Thank you. Hehe.”

“…For what?”

No one knew why the collaboration atmosphere had become like this, but anyway, the VTuber otakus held their breath to catch every single word of this conversation that teetered on the edge of an R-19 rating.

Then, they suddenly noticed a post uploaded to the gallery.

And they quietly pressed upvote.

(Popular)[I think I’m a premature ejaculator? Finished in 3 minutes lol]

But it’s already the twentieth time lol

Recommendations: 1004 Non-recommendations: 0

– Twenty times in 3 minutes is fcking crazy hahahaha
– Ugh… Hako duo is too seductive….
– Shiiiiiiit upvote hahahahahahahahahahaha
– Honestly, how can you resist when they’re basically playing prn in your ear lol
– Hahahahahahaha crazy bstard
– You? You’re normal
– If they just donated the sprm they produced today for IVF, it would solve the low birth rate lol

On that day in the Bellus Gallery,

a true record was set with over 1000 recommendations, without a single non-recommendation, being made in just 10 minutes.




  Chapter 58: Ariemon, I’m sorry for the failure of the merger. So please help me… … !
To be a true top-tier VTuber otaku, one must possess a certain inherent gloominess that makes them shunned and despised even by fellow otakus in the same dark corner of the internet.

You can tell by how ordinary people are all dating and looking forward to the upcoming Christmas, while VTuber fans, without any of that, are only looking forward to the members’ special Christmas broadcasts.
​
You’re a VTuber otaku and you don’t admit this?
​
Those are the most dangerous ones.

They’re the ones who say things like, “Ah lol, all VTubers are secretly dating boyfriends and milking us for date expenses,” generalizing based on only a few cases.
​
Then what about the people who say things like, “Aren’t all VTubers ugly? If they’re pretty, why don’t they show their faces?”
​
…These people are simply not VTuber otakus.
​
They are merely individuals who don’t know how this market and industry operate.
​
No, putting aside the principle that one shouldn’t be curious about a VTuber’s “red pill,” to put it bluntly, if both the VTuber and the red pill are pretty, it’s double the “yass.”

How are we supposed to converse with these frigid patients who don’t understand this?
​
Of course, the very intention behind such questions is highly impure.

And the fact that they can’t hide their gloomy inner thoughts, clearly trying to provoke VTuber otakus, suggests that they too have a talent for being VTuber otakus.
​
Anyway, these VTuber otakus, whose thought processes are vastly different from those of ordinary people, are mostly made up of “unicorn” believers.
​
From those who boldly declare they’ll turn to the dark side if a VTuber isn’t a virgin, to the timid ones who say they’ll acknowledge dating history before debut but won’t forgive any scandals with men after debut, they are composed of a colorful array of hopeless unicorns.
​
(Popular)[This Hako collab is seriously hot….]

(Popular)[Kotori has no fur.. noted]

(Popular)[I wish the members would take turns washing Kotori, ufufu.jpg]

(Popular)[Ha) Thinking of getting laser hair removal. Nong) Thank you ?? hahaha.clip]

(Popular)[So, have they already f*cked?]

(Popular)[Breaking News) Polar bears extinct due to yuri heat hahaha.jpg]

(Popular)[Sumire) 2nd gen collab seems to be moved up]

(Popular)[Between Kohaku and Nongtori, who is Haruka’s legal wife?]
​
Therefore, most VTuber otakus chose to become malicious yuri fans.
​
It’s not for nothing that these people endlessly go on about “bo-bi” (yuri) until the polar bears go extinct.
​
This too is a process of human evolution.

Just as humanity survived by using and developing tools, VTuber otakus have also evolved to survive countless moments of disillusionment.
​
“Anyway, this is why Kotori-kouhai was late today and is broadcasting from my house.”

“That’s how it is. But sunbae… you can speak informally now……”

“Ah, Sumire contacted me before the broadcast started. She said the 2nd gen collaboration is being moved up. She asked me to tell Kotori-nim too?”

“…Sunbae, you contact Sumire too? No, wait a minute, why do you call Sumire ‘Sumire’ and me ‘Kotori-nim’…?”
​
“You asking if I contact the 2nd gen? Yes, of course I do. We’ve all dropped formalities and become close.”

“Sun…bae?”

“So what now? Well… Kotori-‘nim,’ do you have anything in mind?”

“…No. Uheo-eo-eo-eong-“
​
That’s why VTuber otakus love internal group collaborations among members.
​
Of course, if there are those who like yuri within the group, there are also those who like yuri with female streamers from outside, other groups, or indie VTubers.

However, in external collaborations, there’s a high probability of being paired with male streamers, so these individuals are not the mainstream opinion.
​
[Kotori is already like that with sunbae, imagine how much yuri she’ll have with her gen-mates lol]

(Popular)[Haruka absolutely not dropping formalities and teasing Kotori is hilarious hahaha]

[This is the first time I’ve seen Haruka like this hahahahaha]

[I understand why she’s teasing Kotori, her reactions are delicious]

(Popular)[Sumire Tweet) 2nd gen collab confirmed for tomorrow.jpg]

[So f*cking excited for the Timeless collab]

[Sh*******t I’m gonna suffocate from the “bunnae” (cute girl smell) hahahahahahaha]

(Popular)[Upvote if you’re excited for the 2nd gen collab too.jpg]
​
Well, whatever the case, the focus of the Rainbows, who love Bellus and enjoy seeing the members interact affectionately and exude “bunnae,”

naturally began to shift towards the 2nd generation collaboration, which was practically semi-confirmed to be a massive outpouring of “bunnae.”
​



​
I was truly devastated when I found out that my wife Haruka was keeping in touch with other b*tches.

But thinking about it calmly, since they’re in the same group, it’s natural, so I decided to hide my jealousy this time.
​
Honestly, aside from the group chat with my gen-mates, I’m the weird one for only regularly contacting Haruka.
​
Anyway, since Haruka and I were able to have a sudden collaboration, naturally, the collaboration restrictions for the other gen-mates were also completely lifted.
​
So, under Sumire Mamang’s leadership, we decided to move up the collaboration.
​
The reason was that viewers who heard about the collaboration proposal would obviously be eagerly asking about it in individual streams, so we figured we might as well just do it right away.
​
Sumire – [You all know today’s collab is at 6, right?]

[Hoshino has been streaming since the afternoon, is she okay?]
​
Hoshino – [Okay]
​
Sumire – [Not hungry?]
​
Hoshino – [Ate after part 1]
​
Sumire – [That’s a relief lol]

[Then everyone download the game we decided on first]

[Let’s meet up without being late]
​
Mao – [Help!]
​
Sumire – [?]
​
Mao – [HELP!]
​
Sumire – [What’s wrong]

[?]

[Mao-ya?]
​
As Mamang said on the Deathcord channel, a collaboration is scheduled for 6 o’clock today.

There are various types of content for collaborations, but for now, playing a safe cooperative game is the national rule.
​
Well, if we were veteran streamers, we might have been able to do more unique content, but none of us have the leisure or experience for that yet.

In the first place, excluding the showcase collaboration, this is our first collaboration managed solely by us without Ari-nim’s help, so it’s not a situation where we can worry about other things.
​
Anyway, our collaboration, which began with a resolute determination to satisfy the fans’ expectations, ran into difficulties right from the start.
​
“Mao, are you in?”
​
“Hold on…! Chotto matte……!”
​
“Is something wrong?”
​
There are days when things just don’t go right, as if jinxed.
​
The atmosphere was good when all of us gathered at 6 o’clock without being late and started the broadcast.
​
There was a minor hiccup in that, aside from Hoshino who had prepared the game and Sumire who was our leader, none of the members had installed the game, but this happens occasionally.
​
As for me, I went to the gym with Haruka again today and came home late, so I didn’t have time to install it because I was busy showering and eating.

I don’t know why Azusa and Mao didn’t install it, but anyway, it’s how streamers are, so it doesn’t matter.

It’s not like it’s a game that takes a long time to install.
​
Honestly, the fact that all five of us started the broadcast on time without being late is nothing short of a miracle in this industry.
​
“The game won’t run!”
​
“What.”
​
“What do you mean by that…”
​
…However, I hadn’t anticipated that the game we painstakingly installed wouldn’t run.
​
“Uh… can you share your screen for a bit?”
​
“Like this?”
​
“Um… so……”
​
And I also hadn’t anticipated that none of us were particularly skilled with computers.
​
Well, it’s not a discriminatory statement, but it’s generally difficult for women in their 20s to be good with computers.

There are far more men who spend their lives as game addicts who don’t know much, so it’s natural at a blooming age when they’d be more interested in things like makeup or photos than games.
​
No matter how strong Mao’s “otaku-power” is, it would also be our fault for not considering that it would be difficult for her to handle a computer proficiently in Korea when even the Korean patch is incomplete.
​
So, we decided to wait for Mao’s “dongbus” (viewers/supporters) to solve the problem and try to proceed with the game with the remaining four of us for now.
​
“Shall Hoshino explain the game?”
​
“This game is a mafia game. While the citizens complete missions scattered around, the mafia interferes with the missions, and that’s it! The game progression is a bit different from other mafia games; instead of identifying the culprit through voting, you have to kill them directly with a weapon.”
​
“Kyaa~ The dopamine is already flowing.”
​
However, the game selection also seemed to be a problem.
​
We… failed to objectively assess our own intelligence.
​
Sumire Mamang’s disheartened voice comes through the headset.

And my character’s vision slowly fades to black, followed by Azusa’s crazed voice.
​
“Why is no one doing the missions……”
​
“Kya! Kill! Kill!”
​
“Kkeuang! Azusa, what are you doing, you crazy human! I’m not the mafia!”
​
“Ehehehe… Kotori’s scream is cute and lewd! Umai!”
​
The missions in this game are extremely difficult, and even the mission explanations are unfriendly.

In other words, aside from Sumire, the only one among us with a high level of education, no one understood the missions.
​
Even if the mafia stabs everyone, the citizens lose. Even if they luckily manage to take down the mafia, the citizens still lose.
​
No matter how much VTuber otakus are pickled in dopamine, if the result is always the same like this, they’ll get bored quickly.
​
For now, I yelled at Azusa, who had mindlessly picked up a knife and stabbed me, then sighed and asked Mao.
​
“Mao, have you installed it all?”
​
“…Gomen, not yet.”
​
“…It’s okay. Take your time.”
​
– Is this right? Hahahahahaha
– Should we just play a different game?
– The game isn’t progressing Hahahahahaha
– One member probably can’t play, so it’s better to quickly move on to the next game
– Ugh… there are only blockheads….
– Hahahahahaha Azusa intelligence issue
– No, you didn’t even test it before a collab? (This message has been blocked.)
​
The chat reactions aren’t good either.
​
One member has been struggling to run the game for an hour already, perhaps due to Korean language issues, and the game itself is too difficult to progress.
​
Sumire is carrying out the missions alone, but in a cooperative game, one person being good isn’t enough to clear all the missions.

Moreover, even Hoshino, who brought the game, is silent, perhaps not expecting the game to be this unplayable.
​
No matter how tolerant VTuber otakus are towards VTubers, even they don’t like a collaboration that’s struggling this much.
​
…Honestly, even if Mao succeeds in running the game, I’m not sure if she’ll be able to read and understand the explanations in Korean.
​
But we don’t have another game prepared to switch to, so it’s truly an unprecedented crisis.
​
“Wh-what do we do.”
​
“…Gomen.”
​
“Kyahahahaha! This is fun! Mamang, start the next game!”
​
“……”
​
The 2nd generation had been on a path of success since their debut, so I can feel that all the members are flustered, not expecting to hit a wall like this.
​
There’s one crazy menhera who seems to have found joy in stabbing people, but I can see the mood of the other members sinking.

Even Sumire Mamang, who has had excellent troubleshooting skills since debut, is at a loss, so it feels hopeless.
​
“Should we… play another game?”
​
Finally, Hoshino, who had brought this game, spoke up.

I can feel her voice trembling.
​
Actually, she probably feels it’s unfair.
​
None of us expected Mao to be unable to run the game, and no one knew our collective intelligence was this lacking.
​
Besides, this is the game Hoshino brought.

In reality, she always has a Tibetan fox-like expression and acts as if she’s not interested in us, but she’s serious enough about being a VTuber to broadcast with an uncharacteristically high tension.
​
So, as a VTuber, there’s no way she’d feel comfortable with the collaboration of a game she took the lead in bringing ending up like this.
​
“Another game…”
​
Anyway, if this continues, the collaboration will be ruined.
​
If our first collaboration is a disaster, it will ruin my reputation as Haruka’s junior.
​
Sumire Mamang is uncharacteristically flustered, and Azusa is just mentally unstable.

Hoshino’s tension has plummeted, and Mao is swamped just trying to solve the issue.
​
I started to rack my tiny brain.
​
A game that’s intuitive enough for us to play even if our intelligence is a bit lacking, and one where “bunnae” can be exuded just by gathering and chatting idly.

It also needs to have a moderate level of tension so that the VTuber otakus don’t get bored, and enough freedom to create clip-worthy moments.
​
For example, like an open world……
​
“Oh.”
​
A game does come to mind.
​
However, there’s a task that needs to be resolved before changing the game.
​
“Mao, you still haven’t run the game?”
​
“Hai……”
​
We need to run the game first before we can do anything.
​
Even Mao’s “dongbus” are trying their best to solve it, but it seems like expert-level knowledge is needed to resolve this.
​
And I do know one such expert.
​
…Honestly, she’s not really an expert, just an all-rounder who’s good at everything and handles miscellaneous tasks.
​
“Guys. Should we call Ari-nim first?”
​
As expected, for collab normalization, it’s gotta be A-Changseob.
​
I immediately called Ari-nim.
​
Ariemon, I’m sorry the collab is ruined. So please help me……!




  Chapter 59: The age of great pirates on the vast ocean with four beautiful women
Ari-nim rushed over as soon as she heard our request for help.

Actually, it’s more accurate to say she didn’t just come after hearing our request, but had been monitoring us all along…
​
Anyway, surprisingly, once Ari-nim appeared, the situation began to resolve itself smoothly.

Mao, who had been dazed, launched the game; Sumire Mamang,

who had lost her mental fortitude, started acting like a leader again;

Azusa, who had gone wild after tasting blood, calmed down; and Hoshino regained her energy.
​
It was like what happened to a certain esports team: when the legendary pro gamer returned,

the team members’ laning improved, their vision cleared up, they stopped getting picked off in the side lanes,

initiations became smoother, and ganks became sharper—the 2nd generation members had regained their brilliance.
​
Anyway, the next game for us, miraculously revived, was ‘Legend of Pirates,’ a game I had recommended.
​
This game is an open-world pirate simulation game.

The main story, fitting for a pirate game, involves combining treasure map pieces to find hidden treasures,

engaging in fierce battles with giant sea monsters, and using abilities to fight other players—settings reminiscent of a certain Japanese manga.
​
This was a game recommended by the Rainbows that I found while browsing the cafe and doing nothing but ‘just chatting’ streams for a week after my debut.

I thought we could enjoy it intuitively since it’s an open-world game with both PVP and PVE.
​
So, with a fresh mindset, we started LoP—Legend of Pirates for short.
​
We decided to finish character customization first and then meet up.
​
“Dronies, what do you think looks good?”
​
– Do whatever you want.
– Female character, go go go go go go go!
– Make it lewd, go go.
– Just pick a female character.
– One-eyed ㄷㄷ
– ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ Damn, look at that brutal face.
​
The chat wasn’t as lively as it was at the beginning of today’s collab stream.

The number of viewers had also dwindled a bit, which seemed to indicate just how much we’d messed up in the first game.
​
Still, I wasn’t discouraged.

The decrease in viewers was just the drifters leaving; the core audience that watched my and Bellus’s broadcasts hadn’t bailed.
​
Besides, viewers would come back if we made the game fun, and the chat window was actually getting cleaner with the drifters filtered out.

So, by the time it filled up again, it might be harder for trolls to cause trouble, which could be a pretty good situation.
​
Anyway, these were the Rainbows who would stick with us even if we were messing around in a 5P, so I resolved to show them some entertaining scenes this game and quickly finished my customization.
​
– ?
– What’s with the black dude? ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ
– Dmn it, Lewdtori! What in the world are these muscles!
– ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ The customization is ridiculous.
– Kotori has changed for the worse…
– ???? What is this?
– Seriously, that face? Is that real?
– Baldy ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ
​
The character I customized was a muscular, cheerful guy with a brutal skinhead and dark skin.


Actually, when customizing, it’s standard practice to create a character with a good figure and a pretty face for an aesthetically pleasing game.


For example, in MMORPGs, customization is so important that there are tons of sites where people create and share their custom designs, right?
​
If it were up to me, I would have wanted to pick a busty female character and have a pleasant game too, but the reason I chose such a virile-looking custom character instead of a female one was…
​
“Has everyone chosen?”
​
“Yes!”
“Not me. Which ability is good for this?”
“I dunno, Azusa wants to be a melee character.”
“Oh, this one’s pretty.”
​
It was because it was obvious the other members would pick female characters.
​
‘Ehehe, please, I hope they’ve brought busty beauties.’


‘Let’s go for the vast ocean, outdoor exhibitionist 5P with four busty beauties, black guy’s big dck, Gomu Gomu Jet Pistol…!’
​
As I was imagining a happy future with a sly smile, Mamang’s lovely voice came through.
​
“Kotori, what ability did you pick?”
​
“Me? I picked the one that enhances ranged shooting ability.”
​
“Then should I go for melee…”

“Melee is Azusa! Ihihi.”
​
Azusa seemed to have completely embraced that concept.
​
‘No, is it just a concept…?’

‘Seeing her take pleasure in stabbing things with a knife, she seems like she’d make a great yandere.’
​
Anyway, since the melee and ranged specialized characters were covered, for balance, the other members needed to fill the remaining roles.
​
So, Sumire, the leader, took the role of captain and specialized in navigation.

Mao specialized in repair and supply abilities, and Hoshino specialized in the abilities a gunner should have.
​
After finalizing our ability settings, we arranged to meet on the coast of a deserted island.
​
“…”
​
But what is this?
​
Where in the world did my pirate life on the vast ocean with four beautiful women go?
​
– Granny…
– What’s with the grandma ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ
– Mamang’s red pill ㄷㄷ
– She has no teeth ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ
​
First, Sumire Mamang.
​
Her visual was shocking.
​
I thought it would be hard to reflect Mamang’s innocent charm in a pirate game customization, but bringing a grandma was unexpected…
​
I made a tearful face.
​
“Mamang… you’ve gone bad.”
​
“…I didn’t know you could customize.”
​
Mamang’s plump and soft b**bs were gone.

What was before my eyes was nothing but a sagging lump of fat.

Moreover, her face was covered in wrinkles as if weathered by time, and her back was bent as if it would break at any moment.
​
‘…Is this for real?’
​
Even if she didn’t know she could customize, what was she thinking, bringing an old lady?
​
“Kotori-chan, I’m pretty, right?”

“Mao… I can’t see in front of me, so could you move away a bit?”

“Absolute murder!”
​
The other members were the same.
​
Mao did have a large-chested female character with heavy makeup, but it wasn’t just her chest that was large; everything about her was big, reminiscent of some kind of Big Mom.

Hoshino, hidden by Mao’s bulk and unseen, was just a short-haired kid with zero feminine charm.

And Azusa was a muscular female character with a square jaw, her body covered in scars.
​
That btch even had one leg missing and was wearing a traffic cone on it!
​
I let out an exclamation, my small mouth agape.
​
“…Oh my god.”
​
– Customization apocalypse ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ
– ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ
– Not a single normal person among them ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ
– LGD LGD LGD LGD
– ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ Wow, seriously.
– Argh! My eyes!
– Should we just go our separate ways?
– We have to watch this for hours?? ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ
– The 2nd generation is finished.
– ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ Sht, they do look strong though.
​
“I never thought I’d look like the normal one.”
​
Why on earth is a skinhead, muscular black guy the normal one?


At this point, should I also have come with an eyepatch on one eye to match the concept?
​
“So, what do we do now?”
​
Just as I was seriously pondering, Azusa, perhaps bored from not being able to murder anyone, asked in a listless voice.
​
Then Sumire Granny, the eldest and captain, replied.
​
“First, we need to find a ship.”


“A ship?”


“Yes, we need to go out to sea.”
​
All content in this game starts with a ship and ends with a ship.
​
It’s a pirate game, so it’s natural… Anyway, we need a ship to go out to the ocean and farm treasures, monsters, or other users’ ships.
​
I first took out the small map fragment that is given by default when the game starts.
​
On it was drawn an island, which seemed to be this deserted island, and there was also a ship-shaped drawing indicating the location of a vessel.
​
We need to find this first.
​
“Map… I can’t read it.”


“Which way is north?”


“Hmm! I have no idea at all!”


“…Can we even set sail?”
​
But looking at the situation, it’s bleak.


The game seemed unnecessarily realistic, as the map was drawn with considerable historical accuracy, and no one among the members could read it.
​
At this rate, we might get stuck again before we even properly start.
​
But I smiled.
​
“I’ll find it for you.”
​
“…You?”


“Kotori…?”
​
‘…What’s with that reaction?’
​
I’m used to Hoshino reacting like that, but even Sumire Granny not trusting me is too hurtful.
​
Don’t I look it? I’m talented enough to have been a squad leader in the army.


And at the squad leader training camp, they teach you map reading!
​
“I’ll find it using map reading.”
​
“What’s map reading?”


“Dokdo is our land!”


“Mao…!”


“Mao! That’s not it!”
​
Of course, since I served in a rear-echelon unit, I mostly learned it shoddily, but I can easily read a small map like this without thinking too hard.
​
Leaving the members who were hurriedly trying to cover Mao’s mouth behind, I confidently unfolded the map and began to interpret it.
​
– Is this person sleeping?
– Does Kotori know map reading?
– If it’s our land to Mao…. huh….?
– zzzzzzzzzzzzz
– “Our land” my as ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ
– Concentrating face, so cute.
– As expected from someone from an apocalyptic world ㅋㅋ
​
“Right? Back in my day, map reading was essential to survive~”
​
– Kya~
– Is this real?
– Kkon-tori (Boomer Kotori)
– Ah ㅋㅋ Is that future knowledge?
​
Anyway, even though most of the chat seemed to not believe me, I managed to roughly figure out our current location.
​
The coastline curves inward.

We’re probably located at the left end of this crescent-shaped island.

If so, we just need to go between the large mountains in the center where the ship is drawn.
​
‘Mhm, easy.’
​
I shouted with a confident expression.
​
“Follow me!”
​
​



​
​
“Is this the right way?”

“Ugh… I’m bored.”

“Kotori-chan is an idiot. She can’t find it.”

“Hoshino, can you look for a new game for now?”

“I’m looking for one.”

​“…”
​
‘The conversation of the four ugly women trailing behind me is really ticking me off.’
​
Seriously, how long has it been since we started for them to already be looking for a new game?
​
This is all because of the short-form content world.

Because everyone shouts ‘quickly, quickly,’ traditional, straightforward stories that build up catharsis in the climax through carefully layered narratives are unpopular.
​
On top of that, I peeked at the chat, and it was the same atmosphere.
​
Occasionally, a few people who knew map reading would shout that I was going the right way, but most were already clamoring that we couldn’t even start because we couldn’t find the ship.
​
‘Such ignorant fools.’
​
My broadcast alone has close to 10,000 viewers, and there are so few who have completed military service among them?
​
‘…I fear for the future of South Korea.’
​
“It’s here.”
​
I was making my way through the jungle when I stopped at a spot where I could hear the sound of water.
​
Then, Sumire Granny, who was following right behind me at the front, asked.
​
“Kotori, is this the right place?”
​
“Yes.”
​
It was hidden by the jungle, but just past here, there should be a large lake connected to the sea in the center of this crescent-shaped island, and the ship would be floating on it.
​
I nodded confidently and, matching pace with the members, emerged from the jungle.
​
Then, a magnificent scene unfolded.
​
The beautiful lake shimmered calmly with an emerald light.

The lush forest surrounding the lake cast a mysterious green veil over the sparkling surface, reflecting the sunlight.

The sunlight pouring through the leaves added a golden hue to the water, completing the scenery, and the ripples flickered like twinkling stars.
​
And through the mist rising from the lake, a towering galleon finally came into view.
​
Its large hull wasn’t flamboyant but looked sturdy.

Cannons lined both sides of the ship, boasting an impeccable majesty.

The white sails resembled clouds, and the subtle lights hung around the vessel evoked a heart-pounding feeling, as if something was about to begin.
​
– Wow.
– That’s pretty epic ㄷㄷ
– Is this an online game?
– Graphics are S-tier.
– What’s the name of this game?
​
For a while, along with the Dronies who were exclaiming in awe, I stared blankly at the ship floating on the lake.

At its mysterious appearance, as if it had just popped out of a legend, an exclamation from one of the members was heard.
​
“Absolute voyage! Absolute murder!”
​
“…”
​
‘…Well, if Azusa wants blood, it can’t be helped.’
​
Leaving her oddly mood-dampening exclamation behind, I boarded the ship with the members.
​
On the ship, there were various weapons and provisions, materials needed for repairs, and maps and a compass.

There was also a tutorial to learn the controls for game progression, such as repairs, steering, and sail operation.

Once everyone completed the tutorial, we could finally set sail.
​
“Shukko (Set sail)〜!!”
​
The captain, Sumire Granny, holding the helm, shouted in an extremely excited voice.
​
It didn’t suit her character’s appearance, but her refreshing voice announced our departure.

And the crew reacted to her cute shout by… doing nothing.
​
“Huh? Why isn’t the ship moving?”
​
Her bewildered voice was heard.
​
Mao was staring blankly at the captain with eyes half-covered by fat.

Hoshino was nowhere to be seen, perhaps having gone below deck.
​
Even Azusa, seemingly pleased with the rapier she found on the ship, was wildly thrusting it into the air with strange exclamations of ‘Shwish shwook. Shwook!’

Waddling around on her traffic cone leg while brandishing it was an incredibly ferocious sight.
​
I watched that spectacle, clutching my head, which was starting to spin.
​
“Guys… you need to unfurl the sails and raise the anchor for the ship to move forward…”
​
What on earth was that tutorial we just did?

Didn’t we all do it together…?
​
“Sigh.”
​
‘A world where I’m the normal one—’
​
‘Kotori doesn’t know about such things.’
​
‘…Kotori just wanted to have cute, wholesome yuri interactions with four beautiful girls.’
​
[KotoriGomdoriPantyMeokbang has donated 1,000 won!]
(Ah ㅋㅋㅋㅋ You’d only know if you’d lived a pirate life ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ)
​
No, even if you haven’t lived a pirate life, isn’t this common sense?
​
‘…No way.’
​
​‘Am I the only one who watched that great manga about the great pirate era and looked up sailing videos on MeTube…?’




  Chapter 60: Grandma Tentacles
The ship we’re on is a galleon, one of the iconic sailing ships of the Age of Discovery.

I don’t know the exact specs, of course, but it’s that ship with a ton of sails that comes to mind when you think of pirates or the Age of Exploration.

It’s often confused with a similarly named galley, but unlike a galley, this ship doesn’t have oars and relies solely on sails, so catching the wind is crucial.

Well, I looked up a few things on MyTube, and I only really know that to anchor the ship you drop the anchor, and to move forward you need to open the sails, and maybe something about the Versailles Principle… whatever that is…

Still, since I was the only one among us who understood even those basics, I ended up being the de facto sail controller.

“Heave-ho! Did you raise the anchor?”

“Yes!”

As I pulled the rope, the sails unfurled.

After hearing my bootleg sailing lesson, Mao seemed to have raised the anchor properly, and the ship began to move slowly forward.

Soon, as we caught the wind from behind, we began to gain speed. Then I heard Sumire grandma’s excited voice from the deck.

“Shukkō (Departure)!”

With the captain’s shout, the ship surged forward through the waves.

The useless crewmates all came up on deck to admire the sea.

It kind of felt like we were real pirates, but the speed wasn’t as fast as I’d expected.

At this rate, even if we encountered another ship, I wasn’t sure we’d be able to catch up, let alone raid them.

I doubt this is the ship’s top speed…

Tilting my head, I looked up.

Three massive sails standing in a line. The one at the back was noticeably puffed up and caught my eye.

“Is it because of that?”

It seemed like the rear sail was blocking wind from reaching the others.

I vaguely remembered a tip from a video and adjusted the angle of the sail.

If I tilt it just a little, all three main sails should catch the wind, and we should go faster…

“Whoa! We’re speeding up!”

“Yaaah!”

“Kotori-chan! What did you do?!”

The others, who had been curiously watching the sea, cheered as the ship gained more speed.

Among them, I stood there, dumbfounded, staring at the fully billowed sails.

“This… actually works?”

Kyaaaaaaah!

Departure!

What’s a sail controller, LOL

Are you from Somalia?

Whoa, what?

Ace crew member, wowww

Maybe… I actually have a talent for piracy?

If things hadn’t gone south, this could’ve been a fun isekai pirate anime.

Of course, the heroine would be Haruka, reincarnated as a pirate queen, and I’d use Gear Second Circulation Jet-Pistol Barrage attacks on her.

Then she’d fall for my incredible stamina, get heart-eyes, and offer me the women of her island for my harem… ehehe.

Anyway, watching something I’d only seen in MyTube videos come to life through my own hands gave me a strange sense of emotion.

And even the chat was only showering me with praise for once, so I couldn’t help but smile.

“…Hehe.”

This is kind of satisfying.

I originally picked up this game just to have a chill time, but the graphics are surprisingly good, and it seems pretty historically accurate—well-made, honestly.

As the galleon cut across the open sea, the crew, who had been demoralized by the game choice earlier, suddenly got hyped and started singing legendary pirate songs like nothing ever happened.

“Ahoi! Ahoi!”

“Full speed ahead~!”

…Someone’s grabbing ropes and pole dancing, totally hyped up.

Departure~!

Ahoi!

So cute

Full speed ahead!

LOL, adorable

Ahh I’m dying of cringe, LOL

But I guess it’s fine as long as the rainbows are enjoying themselves.

Even though the freeloaders weren’t doing anything on the ship I worked hard to set up, I couldn’t deny I was also having fun, so I cracked a grin and joined in.

“Shukkō~!”

“Yōsoro (Aye, aye, keep this course)!”

Yeah, let this bald black dude handle all the dirty work while you all become my harem crew.

Then we’ll raid other ships, steal their booze and treasure, and party…!

Sadly, the crew consists of a grandma, a big-mama, a brat, and a muscle woman… but hey, they sound energetic enough that if I just close my eyes, it’s fine, right?

Anyway, to raid, we need weapons and cannonballs.

Our ship came stocked with just a few muskets and pistols, some grenades, a rapier, and a couple of cutlasses, and not many cannonballs.

To get more, we probably need treasure.

And to find treasure, we need a map.

I walked over to the excitedly bouncing captain Sumire and spoke to her.

“Captain, where are we headed?”

“Ahoi! Aho… hmm? Not sure?”

“…”

Seriously, we just sailed out into the open sea with no destination?

My character gave her a flat look, and she pulled out a huge map from the ship and spread it out.

Apparently her character has bad eyesight, because she squinted hard while peering at the map.

With her unfocused eyes and hunched back, she looked like a full-blown dementia patient.

Then, from her toothless mouth, a surprisingly clear voice emerged.

“Hmm… but where are we? I have no idea.”

…She seems especially airheaded today.

Did we give her dementia just because we customized her as a grandma?

Just as I sighed and reached to snatch the map from her, dramatic background music started playing and the ship shook violently.

“W-what the—?!”

“Eek! The screen’s shaking!”

A clean, girly scream from the grandma’s mouth was ridiculous, but first I had to assess the situation.

My character rushed across the deck to where the others had gathered, and that’s where I saw something strange.

“What is that…?”

“Captain! There’s a shark under the water!”

“…It’s way too big to be a shark, though?”

A massive shadow beneath the sea.

Mao called it a shark, but honestly, that shadow was way too huge to be one. Roughly three times the size of our ship.

If it collided with us, the ship might split clean in half.

As we stood frozen, swallowing hard, the shadow finally revealed itself.

Bwooooooo!

“It—it’s a whale!”

Hoshino screamed.

She was right.

What emerged from the water was an enormous whale.

“The ship…!”

“Kyaa! We’re gonna fall!”

A massive wave crashed over us.

The ship’s bow rose into the sky as it hit the wave, and I struggled to stay balanced on the shaky deck and secure my vision.

Then, I saw tentacles between the falling water droplets.

Wait—tentacles?

“Aaaaah! The whale has tentacles?!”

Why the hell does that thing have tentacles?!

As the tentacles approached us, I instinctively turned to flee in horror.

Our ship was way too small compared to the whale, so I wasn’t even sure escape was possible—but seeing those slimy tentacles made me recoil on instinct, no time to think.

“Eek! Help me!”

“What the hell is this?!”

“Finally, a fight!”

“Azusa, where are you going?!”

Through the chaos, I caught sight of Azusa’s character shouting in ecstasy as she drew her rapier and charged in like a hero.

I paused and looked back—and immediately regretted it.

I saw the muscular female character vanish straight into the whale’s mouth.

“Azusa!!!!!”

I screamed, calling out to her, but my character had already turned tail and run.

One of the tentacles was chasing me at full speed.

…Azusa got eaten, but hey, someone’s gotta survive.

Besides, my character is built for ranged combat, so I need distance anyway.

I sprinted to the edge of the deck and started reloading my musket, shouting to the kid character ahead of me.

“Hoshino! Fire the cannon!”

“Got it!”

Maybe because it was being streamed, Hoshino was surprisingly cooperative.

I sighed in relief and gave orders to Mao as well.

“Mao! Grenade!”

“Roger that!”

Mao bravely ran forward and chucked a grenade into the whale’s mouth, and soon we heard a powerful blast from its stomach… or, well, we didn’t.

“Why didn’t it explode?!”

Ohhh

Nice throw

???

What’s happening? Why didn’t it blow?

???????????

What the heck

The chat, which had been expecting results, began throwing hooks, and I slumped as I realized the reason.

“You didn’t light it…”

Apparently, the grenades in this game are era-accurate—you have to ignite them for the fuse to burn and detonate.

Even modern grenades require pulling a pin and removing the clip.

Tossing it like that was no different from throwing a metal ball.

“Kyaaaaaah!”

Mao too was swept into the sea for tossing what was essentially a metal orb at the tentacle whale, leaving just me, Hoshino at the cannon, and captain Sumire.

I called out to the stunned-looking Sumire.

“Captain! Orders…!”

“…Hweh?”

That dazed voice is kind of cute, but it’s driving me nuts when it’s coming from a wrinkly old lady avatar.

Where’d the smart mom go and why’d we get stuck with dementia granny?

Is this also part of her RP? Should I make up one for her?

While I was seriously considering whether to give my grandma avatar an RP, I spotted a tentacle charging right at me.

I raised my loaded musket and fired it at the grotesque thing.

“Die!”

Bang!

The musketball flew with a loud crack and pierced the tentacle—but unlike modern bullets, the round shot didn’t do much damage.

It quickly regenerated and changed course—charging toward the dazed Sumire at the helm.

“Granny! Look out!”

“…Hoeh?”

But with a strange sigh, Sumire was snatched by the tentacle and lifted into the sky.

I looked away, horrified by the sight of what could only be described as “granny tentacle play.”

“Kyaaaah! Save me!!!”

“I’m sorry, Captain.”

You have to aim to shoot a gun, but I couldn’t look straight at her with that going on.

Grandma Tentacles omg

Tentacle stuff, whoa

Ugh, my eyes

Oh…

A true connoisseur of tentacles LOL

Sumire’s aged…

AAAGH

My eyes! Please just turn the screen away…

Even the chat seemed momentarily stunned. Or maybe not—they might just be the same as always…

“Ungh! Ahh…! Stop… please…!”

“Oh.”

Still, just hearing Sumire’s voice is kinda nice.

Every time the slimy tentacles wrapped around her, she let out the most erotic moans. Absolutely obscene.

As expected of Sumire.

They don’t call her the embodiment of virginity for nothing—what a perfect reaction.

…Hmm.

It’s been a while since I drew anything. Maybe it’s time for a fanart of her being tormented by tentacles.

“Eeeek! You monster! Let go of the captain!!!”

While I was lost in thought, Mao must’ve returned from the sea. She was soaking wet but charging forward.

In one hand was a pistol, and in the other, a cutlass.

She performed a brilliant gun kata and got herself caught by a tentacle too.

Just like Sumire, she was lifted into the air, limbs restrained.

As I saw the tentacle start trembling under her weight, I covered my eyes.

“Aaaargh!”

Stop! I don’t want to see any more of that!

I couldn’t take it anymore, and made a desperate decision.

“Hoshino! Fire the cannon!”

“But… that’ll hit Sumire and Mao…”

“I don’t care, just blow up the tentacle!”

Cannons are AoE, so there’s a risk of friendly fire.

But better for them to explode than keep assaulting my eyes.

Apparently Hoshino thought the same. She didn’t argue and just aimed and fired.

“……”

“…Huh?”

A confused voice came from her, not something she usually does.

I tilted my head and asked just in case.

“Did you… forget to load the cannonball?”

“…You’re supposed to load it?”

“What are you saying, ShinoShino…”




  Chapter 61: Kotori Pirates
Sumire Mamang is quite intelligent.

Not because she’s the most highly educated among us, a bunch of thick-headed fools, but simply because she herself is calm and intellectual.

Even when she made a small mistake during the debut broadcast or the cover song showcase collab, she handled it skillfully.

That shows she’s not only smart but also has excellent coping skills.

But today, in the collab, she seemed… how should I say it, quite different from the leader she usually is.

Like something was a bit off…

To use a technical term, you could say she’s “spoiled,” like the grandma character she customized — her intelligence itself seemed damaged.

Of course, if I say that, she’d probably get hurt.

Maybe I should just say she’s like Azusa—

…That might actually hurt more.

Anyway, since this game is about piracy, it seems I’m the only one among the members with knowledge about this kind of thing.

And since I’m the one who brought this game, I guess today I have to play the leader role.

So I demoted the former captain, Sumire Mamang, to a regular crew member (in charge of breastfeeding), took the helm, drew my cutlass, and declared solemnly,

“From now on, I take command of this pirate crew!”

Thus, the Kotori Pirate Crew was born…!

“Kyahhh!”

“Sturdy, sturdy, Kotori-chan!”

“Genius captain, so cute…!”

“……”

Come to think of it, I do have a genius RP.

I totally forgot about it until Sumire Mamang mentioned it.

Honestly, my usual image is so far from genius that even viewers seem to have forgotten, but now that the moment to show off my genius has come, it feels great.

While receiving cheers from the useless crew for a while during the captain inauguration, Mao, who had redone her character into a normally cute female avatar, ran below deck and brought a large map.

“Captain! I brought the map!”

“Well done.”

At my praise, shy Mao stretched out her arm with the game’s built-in emote and smiled.

“I got praised!”

Yeah, yeah, even in a game, appearance matters.

Bringing a cute female character like that makes me both jealous and happy.

Plus, all the other members were surrounding my dark-skinned male character with either busty or cute female avatars. It was like a maritime paradise.

“Hehehe…”

Is my harem pirate life finally starting?

In the distant future, we’ll raid to get alcohol and treasure, bury ourselves in gold coins, make babies with the harem members.

Then I’ll buy lots of ships and fill the crew with my kids.

The captains of each ship will all call me “father,” and I might like being called their son.

Like a famous pirate manga’s Yonko, I’ll create a great pirate fleet and dominate this game.

Well, unlike them, my pirate crew members will only call me “son” as a title, but of course they’ll all be daughters.

I don’t need any men in my pirate crew…!

“Kuhihihi.”

I toyed with the corners of my mouth that had naturally curled up, manipulating the mouse to open the map.

“First, let’s set the sailing direction.”

When Sumire Grandma was captain, maybe because it was the first voyage, we just went out to sea without much planning.

But now that I’m captain, I won’t allow such mistakes.

I began examining the map with a serious expression.

“Is this where that whale appeared earlier?”

“There’s some mark to the east here, could this be treasure?”

“Where’s east?”

“Azusa…”


	Aww, lolololol

	East? Lololololololol

	Not knowing east is a bit…

	Azusa, you blockhead…

	Sumire’s having a reality check lol

	Crew level, seriously?



…Let’s just leave Azusa, who can’t even tell north, south, east, west, alone for now.

She’s still very useful in battle.

Although she charged headfirst into the whale’s mouth like a top-tier lunatic, a brave vanguard like her is necessary in close combat.

After some time brainstorming with the members, I finally pointed to a small island in the corner and made a decision.

“Let’s go east. We need to check that mark first.”

“So where’s east?”

“Could you just shut up…?”

“Sumire’s so cold!”

The blockheads who hurt the Kotori Pirate Crew’s reputation were taken care of by the vice-captain, Sumire Mamang.

She naturally shot down Azusa and unfurled the sails.

Since the captain must hold the helm, I gave her some quick lessons on improvised sail control.

Fortunately, maybe thanks to the remade character, her intelligence returned, and the sails were skillfully spread.

The ship slowly started moving out to sea.

“Shoo~!”


	Setting sail!

	Huh… feels like déjà vu…?

	How many times have we set sail in an hour lol

	Kyaaahhh

	Lol rerolling huh lololol

	Full speed ahead~!

	Let’s goooooooo



Thus began the Kotori Pirate Crew’s first voyage.



We’re playing ‘Legend of Pirate,’ or LeoPa for short, which is a very realistic game.

Not only do you have to read the sea’s waves to control the sails, but loading cannonballs into cannons and muskets takes forever, making it very frustrating.

If the weather’s bad and the waves are big, the ship shakes intensely — no need to say more.

“Ugh… dizzy. Ugh.”

Yes.

This game, which stubbornly sticks to historical accuracy, even simulates seasickness that naturally occurs on old sailing ships centuries ago.

Given the pirate theme, seasickness could have been left out, but I’m curious about the creator’s intent for including it.

Because the ship tosses violently in storms, the character disobeys, and the screen shakes heavily, naturally causing dizziness.

Feeling queasy, I glanced at the chat window.

“How’s everyone doing, Dronies?”

This would be hell for anyone with 3D motion sickness.


	I’m dizzy…

	So realistic lololol

	The creator is cruel…

	You chose this game

	Please don’t just puke

	The mood is intense lol

	Even the seasick ones are cute hehe



Still, as one chat said, the atmosphere is truly overwhelming.

The dark sky flickered with thunder and lightning, and the huge waves crashed, threatening to swallow our ship.

You could see the members’ characters staggering on deck, and every time a wave struck, the ship creaked loudly as if breaking.

The immersion was almost like a horror game.

…This isn’t the romantic 5-player harem pirate life I expected.

I swallowed a sigh on the hull, leaning heavily as if about to run aground.

What I originally wanted was to sail under clear skies, lie on the sunbed, have my harem members feed me fruit while sunbathing.

If possible, eating the sweet and pretty twin cherries on Sumire Mamang’s chest would be even better.

But who’d have guessed we’d be making survival content through this storm?

However big the storm, it eventually ends.

The fierce storm calmed, and the screen gradually brightened.

After the event storm passed, a calm sea and clear skies without a single cloud appeared as if by magic.

Seeing that, I couldn’t help but exclaim reflexively.

“Wow…”


	Wow, damn

	Amazing scenery

	The graphics are insane lol



“Right? The graphics are really insane.”


	Gasp

	Insane, huh?



When I reacted reading the chat, they responded to the keyword “insane” by spamming silly jokes.

Honestly, I don’t know what’s in their heads.

Looking back at my very gentlemanly Virtaku life, those creepy guys must be some kind of abominations who shouldn’t be allowed to live.

Anyway, as usual, I lightly ignored the creepy Dronies and started taking care of the crew.

“I-I think I’ll survive…”

I heard Hoshino’s exhausted voice.

Not just her, but all the members were groaning, apparently drained from fighting the 3D motion sickness.

“Shall we take a short break?”

After I said that, both the members and the chat window took a brief breather.

But that peace was short-lived, as a scream came from Sumire Mamang, who had gone to pull the ropes to unfold the furled sails.

“Hey, guys! There’s a ship behind us…!!”

“What?!”

My character sprinted across the deck and reached the stern in one step, and I soon spotted a ship chasing after us.

Sumire’s uneasy voice came from beside me.

“Kotori… could that be a pirate ship?”

“…There’s no navy in this game, so I think it probably is…”

Especially since it had a clear Jolly Roger skull flag.

By the way, that Jolly Roger looked really fierce.

I wonder if that’s customizable too?

Ours looks gentle and harmless, but theirs has a red bandana and an eye patch—just the aura alone is totally different.

As I was spacing out watching the pirate ship’s flag, a loud cannon blast came from afar.

Pew—Bang!

And then the view started shaking again.

It was different from the earlier storm.

The shaking was so severe I thought lightning struck the hull, and part of the deck was actually damaged.

Did those bastards just fire cannonballs at us?!

Bang! Crash!

After the first cannonball signaling the start of the battle, cannonballs came flying nonstop with no chance to breathe.

I dodged the cannonballs striking the deck and shouted at the crew who were frozen in place.

“Argh! Everyone, prepare for battle…!”

“Aaah! I got hit! I got hit!”

“Fire the cannon!”

“Mao! Bring some cannonballs!”

Still, unlike before, everyone was moving pretty quickly.

Hoshino handled the cannon operation, and Mao, whose cannonballs earlier were knocked into the sea by the impact, showed off her killer figure without filters and crawled up to help bring cannonballs.

Sumire Mamang, who had invested in the long-range sniper skill, was shooting diligently with a musket.

Azusa, meanwhile, drew her sword… What is she doing now?

“Azusa! It’s not close combat yet! Hey! Where are you going?”

“What’s close combat! I’m going to fight!”

Splash!

Azusa shouted and jumped into the sea.

Is she planning to swim to that ship?

…Honestly, I have no idea.

I was shocked by this incomprehensible sight and looked at the chat with my mouth wide open.

“Is this for real?”


	Oh god, seriously? ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ

	Just a violent brainless girl…

	Literally eaten by dopamine lol

	Mentally unstable succubus with a knife… rare sight

	Hey, where’s the queen going?

	Going crazy lololol



“I’m going crazy too.”

While I was dazed watching Azusa bravely head into the open sea, Hoshino’s shout woke me up.

“Cannonballs loaded!”

“…!”

Yeah, she’s already wrong, but first, we need to fire back.

I pointed my cutlass at the enemy ship and shouted.

“Fire!”

Bang!

This time the cannonball fired properly.

But maybe because Hoshino’s operation was still unskilled, the cannonball flew over and hit Azusa instead.

“Eek!”

Azusa let out a short dying cry and sank underwater.

Soon her character lost consciousness and started floating on the surface of the sea.

“No!!! Nooooooo!!!!!!”

“Azusa-chan!”

Mao and I screamed together.

Azusa’s floating character was soon spotted by the enemy ship and captured.

I watched that tragic scene and quickly spun my screen to glare at Hoshino.

…She didn’t do that on purpose, right?

“…Got the hang of it now.”

“Yeah… Let’s turn the ship and get closer.”

Since Azusa was captured, we had to rescue her no matter what.

We turned the ship and began the rescue operation with Hoshino’s return fire.

Soon, we discovered a serious problem.

“The ship… is sinking…?”

“Kotori! The water’s coming in!”

“What?!”

At Sumire’s shout, I left the deck to Mao and Hoshino and rushed down to the hold.

There, I saw seawater already halfway up my waist.

“Pump! We need a pump!”

We could patch the ship with wood, but if we didn’t pump out the water, the ship would sink for sure.

I grabbed the pump from the item menu and started desperately bailing water.

Sumire Mamang was busy repairing holes in the hull caused by cannonballs.

But soon, I realized all of it was pointless.

Kuuuuung!

A heavy sound came from somewhere as the hull tilted, and with the impact, the ship broke in half.

“Ahhh! Save me!!”

“Mamang…!”

I ran to Sumire who was thrown into the sea, but there was no interaction in this game.

In other words, unlike in real life, there was no way to grab her.

Sumire disappeared into the sea, lost consciousness, then floated back up.

Soon I saw her being hauled onto the enemy ship by their crew, who had broken my ship with a ramming tactic.

“You bastards! Give me back my Mamang!”

My breastfeeding harem member is not for giving away!

Mamang still has milk to produce…!

“Guys, wait! I’ll save her!”

Since the ship was broken, I could guess the fate of the other members on deck.

They were probably all taken hostage by the enemy ship.

As the captain, I had to save them.

With indomitable will, I struggled and swam to the enemy ship and was instantly surrounded by enemies armed with spears.

“…I surrender.”

I admitted defeat cleanly and raised both hands in the emote.


	Wow, so trash

	Perfect situational judgment lololol

	Seriously, thumbs up lololol

	LMAO

	Kotori pirate crew destroyed lol



No way to win.

Those guys are obviously pros.

To beat them, I’d need to bring in real Somali pirates. Yep.

“Please tie me up gently.”

…And so I was tightly bound by the enemy and taken to their ship’s storage.

And I witnessed this.

“Captain… we’ve been tainted…”

“What do you mean, Mao Mao…”

“Ah, I finally got the hang of the cannon.”

“Ugh… frustrating…! Let’s fight fair with swords!”

My precious harem members locked up in prison.

[User “Maho Jin Broadcasting On” donated 10,000 won!]

(Kotori pirate crew NTR ending lololololol)

Thus, my joyful pirate harem life met the worst possible ending.




  Chapter 62: Kotori’s memorable first post
At first, the joint stream, which was quite nerve-wracking, ended up being successful(?),

and Kotori’s personal gallery was filled with uniformly gentlemanly comments, showing a rapid rate of new posts.

(Concept) [Seeing that she knows NTR confirms she’s a virgin lolololol… huh?]

[Kotori’s pirate crew destroyed lol]

(Concept) [Ah, really, the captain acting all tough is so damn cute lol]

(Concept) [Gallery owner’s favorite clips of the pirate captain]

(Concept) [Gallery owner’s clips of getting NTR’d by friends in the hardcore party]

[But is Kotori really from Somalia? Why is she so good at the pirate captain role?]

[“Tie me up gently” lololololololol]

[Today’s stream was fulfilling too…]

(Concept) [I want to lick Kotori’s skin full of salty sea salt and smell her winter bush scent.. huff..! haa….]

[I want to smell Kotori’s scalp smell after not washing for a week]

(Concept) [Loving that she’s streaming longer these days]

[Ugh.. so happy there’s a lot to rewatch on Drony…]

Kotori’s debut week onward, the Dronys have always been in a happy state.

No matter how much the Vtuber geeks love the chat, the week-long strong chat period was tough even for the Dronys, a group of 50 million gentlemen boasting unbreakable loyalty… no, the Nongnongdan.

But from the 14-hour long stream of “King of Streams” onwards, stream times gradually increased.

Through visual novel games, the Bald Mountain coming-out joint stream with Haruka, and collabs with her friends, not only did the streaming time increase, but the content also became richer.

Of course, there’s the even happier news that Kotori might release game OSTs in the future, but since it’s not confirmed and there’s an embargo, the current state is the happiest peak for the Dronys.

Still, even the Dronys who warmly replay Kotori’s streams and spend secure days weren’t completely free of complaints about the oshimen.

(Concept) [Everything’s fine but please communicate more….jpg]

(Looking at Kotori’s barren Twitter account)

No matter what, isn’t it strange that after the polar bear infused liquor space with Mao, there hasn’t been a single post?

No, damn, the oshimen doesn’t communicate, so are we supposed to dig through members’ SNS and eavesdrop on spaces hoping other friends mention her?

We’re not asking her to retweet fan art like other members.

We’re not asking her to leave hearts or comments on stream reviews like others.

We’re not asking her to record goodnight greetings or daily schedules like others.

Is it really so hard to just turn on a space and whisper shyly before bed like during the joint space?

I really got excited after hearing that space voice and was expecting many spaces afterward, but are they managing our expectations now…?

Damn, this is so frustrating.

Starting tomorrow, I’ll control so I can’t even go to the bathroom during Kotori’s streams. Bye.

Recommendation: 31


	Kotori struggling to hold her pee.. oh….

	You chose your oshimen

	What’s this polar bear infused liquor space

└ Archive the joint space with the gallery owner and Mao, go go

└ Feels like eavesdropping on high school girls’ chat

└ Oh, thanks

	Getting expectations managed by the gallery owner is actually good?

└ Ban the tough guy with the armband

	Honestly, I also caught some spaces just to hear other members mention her lol

	Kotori’s pee after holding it for hours smells strong.. the sting is exquisite

└ Please hold your breath

└ Please, aah;

└ Taste expert acknowledged



Their complaint was that Kotori’s SNS posts were too sparse.

Since Twitter is a potentially essential communication channel for Vtubers, fans naturally expect active SNS activity from their favorite Vtuber.

The Dronys also want Kotori to check out fan art, stream reviews, daily schedules, and open spaces just like other Vtubers.

But since debut, aside from a few fan art retweets and one joint space with Mao, Kotori hasn’t used Twitter at all.

Even when her cover song hit 2 million views, there was no mention!

So it’s natural that they get frustrated.

With such complaints even appearing with sexual harassment in the personal gallery, milder complaints started to appear in the fan cafe, and these reached the ears of Ari manager, who manages the 2nd generation.

“Kotori doesn’t use Twitter?”

After a regular hot pot meeting with Kohaku, a 1st generation member, Ari manager returned to the office and tilted her head while looking at the female manager who was in charge of the 1st generation after her.

The 1st gen manager nodded expressionlessly.

“Yes, some complaints just blew up in the cafe.”

“Hmm… that’s pretty serious…”

Vtuber fandoms, especially those active in fan cafes, usually always give positive support to their Vtubers.

Not only because they are hardcore fans, but also because if they don’t, they get scolded by the staff managing the fan cafe.

Of course, this case was entirely the fault of the member Kotori not communicating, so the Dronys weren’t scolded, but since such talks appeared, it couldn’t be taken lightly.

“Hmm… any reason she’s not posting?”

“I don’t know… maybe you should contact her directly?”

“Hmmm… maybe~?”

Ari manager thought while looking at the 1st gen manager, who had her legs pulled up on the chair.

‘Wow, those legs are amazing.’

Though in her 30s, Ari manager’s youthful mindset made her more interested in those long legs than the poor posture of her junior.

“How tall are you, by the way?”

“…I’m 172 cm.”

“Wow, that’s really tall.”

“…”

Her junior, the 1st gen manager, was the epitome of tall and slender.

For a woman, tall height, long limbs, relatively small head, and flat chest.

Ari manager had no complex about her own height, but due to looking too young, she had no decent boyfriend so far, and secretly envied her junior’s figure.

“…You still have big boobs though.”

“What’s the use! They’re useless!”

“…Don’t brag about it so confidently.”

The junior sighed lazily and stretched her feet wrapped in coffee-colored stockings, gently tapping Ari manager’s smartphone.

“Enough, try contacting Kotori.”

“Wow, so flexible.”

At first, she was scared and wanted to run away after seeing the manager’s workload, but now she had become quite cocky.

Ari manager just admired her flexibility and picked up the phone.

“Should I put it on speaker?”

“Here?”

The junior glanced around.

Few other employees were gone for lunch and hadn’t returned yet, so only two were nearby.

Even if others were there, they all knew the people inside well, so it wouldn’t matter.

She nodded.

“Yes, I want to hear Kotori’s voice too.”

“She’s really cute. Hehe.”

Ari manager laughed lightly and called the number saved as “Cute Genius Scientist.”

Soon after, a sultry voice was heard.

“Ari-nim!”

“Seou-ya!”

Ari manager liked Kotori’s greeting, which was lively like a dog greeting its owner, always calling her activity name cheerfully.

She just wanted to hug her tightly and tuck her away in her mouth because she was so cute.

Looking sideways, her junior also seemed to think similarly, smiling with a satisfied expression and mouthing “Oh, so cute.”

“Why don’t you post on Twitter?”

“Twitter…?!”

“There was a chaos among Dronys in the fan cafe earlier. They’re mad you don’t communicate.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

Judging by her voice, it seemed she didn’t know at all.

Ari manager smiled wryly.

“You know how important it is to communicate with fans, right?”

“Yes…”

“So… you should communicate, right?”

“Yes, but…”

“If you don’t know what to say, just post a picture of the sky and say the sky is clear. Everyone will like it. And leave comments on fan art and stream reviews from time to time.”

“Okay.”

After hearing Ari manager’s serious advice, Woo Seou lowered her tail and agreed, unable to argue.

The junior admired how skillfully she handled members.

‘The 1st gen really didn’t listen to me, but that’s experience for you.’

As the junior admired her, Ari manager finished the call with Woo Seou.

“Gureng, want to see Seo-yun next time? We planned to go shopping.”

“With Haruka senior?!”

“…Don’t you want to?”

“No! I do…!”

“Hehe, see you next time~”

At the end, Ari manager winked cutely and made a V with her fingers.

“Problem solved~”

“Wow—”

The junior clapped wholeheartedly.

Ari manager, filled with the junior’s sincere admiration, smugly nodded.

“Junior, keep an eye on Kotori’s Twitter. She’ll post soon. Seo-woo really likes her, so she listens well! Try using this on 1st gens too!”

“Oh…”

She really checked Kotori’s Twitter and found Kotori frantically retweeting fan art and stream reviews.

“This is real.”

“Right…? Hehe.”

Ari manager smiled contentedly and cupped her face with her hands, while the junior kept watching Kotori’s Twitter with admiration.

But soon, the junior’s delicate brows furrowed.

“Senior, is it snowing outside now?”

“No? It’s mid-November, so it should snow next week.”

“Then… what is this?”

She showed her phone.

And on the screen was Kotori’s commemorative first post.

It’s snowing outside

It’s already the first snow

(Photo of heavy snow)

“…Did it snow already?”

Ari manager stood and pulled the curtains aside, but the sky was clear without a single cloud.

She tilted her head.

“Seo-woo also lives in Daegu?”

Unless she suddenly teleported to Japan, it didn’t make sense for heavy snow to fall like in the photo.

While Ari manager was filled with question marks over her head, the junior refreshed the post several times and sighed.

“Senior… look at this.”

“Huh?”

“Sumire’s comment and Kotori’s reply.”

“Hmm?”

Ari manager looked again at the phone the junior held out.

Sumire had left a mention on Kotori’s post, and Kotori’s reply was right below it.


	Sumire @Sumire

(To @kotori reply)

When did Kotori move…? It’s not snowing here

	Kotori @kotori

(To @Sumire reply)

Yeah, it’s not snowing here.

The photo was AI-generated.



“…”

The junior looked intently at Ari manager.

“Senior… Kotori really listens, right? She’s not rebelling?”

“…Maybe?”

Ari manager, whose authority as a senior manager was undermined, made a sad face.




  Chapter 63: One nanny and three baboons
Idols, perhaps inevitably, might become victims of stalking.

Idols naturally attract countless fans, and among them, some obsessive fans who cross the line inevitably appear.

For example, a certain actor received strange text messages every day from an unknown number and was under the surveillance of a stalker,

and once received a terrifying video that looked like it belonged in a horror movie, showing a man wearing a clown mask spinning on their veranda.

Going further back, before the marriage registration laws were revised,

there were urban legends of a certain celebrity trying to register their marriage only to find out that it was already registered with another man.

This is no exception for VTubers.

In fact, those who idolize virtual idols might be even more secretive and creepy,

and since VTubers satisfy their desires and fantasies, stalkers might be more likely to cling to them.

A representative case in this field involved a crazy person who identified a VTuber by the pattern of veins on the back of their hand and the shape of their nail art exposed during a half-cam stream.

Thanks to this person, the group’s VTubers now must always wear gloves during half-cam streams, showing the enormous influence this stalker had.

That’s why, when I was wondering what to post first, I ended up uploading an AI-generated picture…

Kotori @kotori

It’s snowing outside.

It’s already the first snow.

(Heavy snow photo)

Honestly… I didn’t have anything to post, so I just posted something random and babbled nonsense.

But unlike other members, I don’t want to express affection with recordings or schedule updates.

Anyway, since I wasn’t location-tracked and didn’t waste my affection for Haruka on the Dronies unnecessarily, maybe I’m lucky…?

Surprisingly, the Dronies left positive reactions too.

I must be a genius scientist for having such thoughts. Kuhihihi.

Anyway, even though I was having fulfilling days communicating for the first time with only the fan account I made for Belus’s fandom after my body changed and since birth, there was something even more exciting than this —

…That was, naturally, the close pheromone exchange and “health” (s*x) time alone with Haruka.

“Don’t lift your chin… keep your back straight.”

“Yes, yes~”

“Breathe out slowly…”

“Hmph.”

“…Don’t moan, just breathe.”

When Haruka corrected my posture close to me with her sweat-soaked body, I couldn’t focus due to the feeling of her soft breasts touching me and the pheromone scent from her body.

Moreover, since she stuck close and whispered the count in a low voice, inevitably leading to physical closeness, sweat dripping from below had no chance to dry—truly, it was nothing less than heaven.

“Nine! Nine! Nine!”

“Argh! You’ve gone over ten times!”

“Waaah…”

Though Haruka’s training was pretty harsh, making me lose strength and fall asleep a few times, the reward that followed this heaven-and-hell training was always very sweet.

Afterward, showering at her house, eating together, or dining out—since the “after” was guaranteed, it was the happiest and unmissable time for me.

Besides, I was losing weight steadily, so I could keep eating delicious food.

It would be perfect if I could also bathe with Haruka and scrub each other’s backs here… but maybe that’s too soon?

Although I’ve already shown her my whole body here and there, I’m still too shy to boldly say let’s wash together.

Anyway, after finishing the workout today, I led my trembling body that seemed about to collapse to finish the shower at her house.

Then I took a sip of Haruka’s special protein supplement.

“Ah~! Delicious!”

Is this the famous fresh organic breast milk from Haruka’s state-level momma source…!

…Of course, unfortunately, she doesn’t produce breast milk yet, so that’s not possible.

“Once you finish, shall we head out right away?”

“We’re going to the boss’s house, right?”

“Yes.”

Since I had business at the boss’s house today, I decided to drink the supplement instead of having a meal.

Well, since the supplement is just a supplement, I’d still need a meal later, but I couldn’t keep the visitor waiting at the boss’s house, so I didn’t have time to eat leisurely.

So I nodded and got into the car with my wobbly legs.

My lower body was so exhausted from exercise I could barely walk properly.

Even sitting in the passenger seat, seeing my trembling pitiful legs, I gave Haruka the most pitiful look I could.

“Um… can we skip a set of squats next time?”

“No.”

“Ugh.”

My wife is cold.

Still, since we’ve been together every day recently, I feel like we’ve gotten closer, which is nice.

It’s a bit funny to call her my wife but still not be very close, but these days, MZ people say they get close by having s*x first and checking compatibility before becoming lovers.

But I’m a true husband of this era with proper chastity values, so I liked starting as friends, if not going as far as s*x. Hehe.

“I heard you planned to go shopping with Ari.”

“Me? I haven’t made such a promise recently.”

“…Ari lied.”

“Oh dear.”

By the way, I didn’t expect Ari would lie to me.

That’s our manager for you.

She knows exactly where I’m weak… I guess I got tricked.

I secretly decided to grab Ari’s ponytail someday and have fun playing with sparklers for revenge.

So, the two of us chatted on the way and arrived at the boss’s house, where we met the real married couple who came out to greet us.

“Welcome.”

“Welcome.”

The Kim Kanghyun couple greeted us, each holding one of the twins.

The baby in Kim Kanghyun’s arms had a sour expression, while the one buried in Futaba’s voluptuous chest showed a happy expression—perhaps the point.

Honestly, I was a little jealous. It must be great to sleep with your head on that soft cushion.

Is that why the twins have such chubby cheeks? Because of that chest?

…Maybe it would be better for humanity if Kim Kanghyun died.

“I don’t know what I did wrong, but please relax your face and come in.”

Kim Kanghyun looked at my face and carefully guided us inside.

Then Haruka politely bowed and entered.

Though her chest was a bit smaller than Futaba’s, it was still impressively full by general standards, shaking right before my eyes.

Yes, my wife’s chest is also nothing to be ashamed of anywhere.

Plus, with perfect balance in shape, size, feel, and scent, it’s a national treasure level—so no need to envy Kim Kanghyun.

Honestly, Sumire Mom, Mao, and the milk mom have huge chests, but Haruka’s size is still hard to find in Korea.

While I was seriously pondering Haruka’s chest, Futaba, who sat us on the sofa, clapped her hands.

“Oh my, look at me. I didn’t prepare anything to offer when guests came.”

“Don’t we have something you bought last time?”

“You ate it all.”

“…Should I go buy some quickly now?”

It seemed they hadn’t prepared snacks for guests.

“If I send you alone, you might buy something weird again… Shall we go together?”

“What about the kids?”

“Suyoon is here, and Suwoo too.”

Well, if it were just us, it wouldn’t matter, but since another important guest was visiting today, she seemed unwilling to give up.

After Futaba’s glance, Kim Kanghyun looked suspiciously at me for a while, then glanced at Haruka and nodded.

“…Okay, Suyoon is trustworthy. Then let’s quickly go before the guest arrives.”

“…”

What was that look just now?

Doesn’t trust me?

…But I couldn’t trust myself either, so I didn’t react.

Taking care of twins, not just one baby—if I were left alone to watch them just to quickly get snacks, it’d be overwhelming.

Fortunately, Haruka, who often visited Kim Kanghyun’s house and took care of the twins, was there.

While the owners were out for a bit, I was left in the living room to make eye contact with the twins for the first time.

“Hmm…”

Thankfully, their bright eyes resembled Futaba more than Kim Kanghyun.

Honestly, babies are unfamiliar and scary, but looking closely, their pretty, cute little hands and feet wiggling were fascinating.

I want to have a baby too… Ah no, I want to get someone pregnant—

…But how long is this one staring at me?

“Ttyutya?”

“…! Tty, Ttyutya?”

“Ttyutyya!!!”

“…!”

So, in the newlywed house with the owners gone, one nanny and three ttyutyas remained.


	

	

	



The otaku-style turn-based mobile game “Apstal Genesis.”

Like many other collection RPG games, Apstal Genesis releases otaku-flavored characters and survives on gacha mechanics.

Still, compared to other gacha games, updates come frequently, there’s all the content you’d expect, and since new overpowered characters aren’t required for the gacha, it’s fairly popular domestically.

Perhaps thanks to this, Apstal Genesis, with its abundant capital, held an internet broadcast and event match for a step-up, and naturally invested a lot of money to ensure the tournament’s success.

The biggest recipient of this capital was music director Moon Changseop, responsible for composing, lyric-writing, and producing the OST theme for the event.

He was a well-known industry figure who had worked on many film, drama, and web drama OSTs, and, with a strong sense of professionalism, did not refuse the request during a brief break.

But he was a proud director from the visual media industry.

Thinking the game industry’s prestige was already falling, when he heard his song would be given to a VTuber, he became extremely angry, though he didn’t rush out of the house.

He was still a social person with some patience.

However, after the VTuber he reluctantly accepted was replaced by another,

and he was forced to sign two confidentiality agreements due to their circumstances, he lost patience and actually ran out of the house.

What he witnessed was—

“Ah, hello…”

“…Yes, nice to meet you. I’m music director Moon Changseop.”

A small girl trying to breastfeed twin babies, sweating profusely and crying.




  Chapter 64: My kid is a little weird, but he’s still good.
The baby is a mysterious being.

Although this is my first time seeing a baby up close, being in the twins’ room and seeing them reach out their tiny hands toward me with curious eyes stirs indescribable emotions.

“…Humans can really be this small.”

The baby’s hand tightly grabbed my thumb.

I was overwhelmed by this tiny creature’s surprise flirting.

This… means they want to be adopted, right? That’s what this means?

They want to become Haruka’s and my child, don’t they?

…I definitely need to get Haruka pregnant as soon as possible to have a child.

Nodding firmly to myself once again, the baby who was holding my hand opened their mouth.

“Ttya?”

“…!”

What did they just say?

Could it be that they were talking to me?

But as a novice nanny, I couldn’t decode this profound language of theirs, so I just tilted my head and awkwardly mimicked the baby’s language like a butler facing off with a cat in a hiss contest.

“Ttu, ttyayi!”

“Ttya-tya!!!”

“…!”

Something… something is happening…!

I was startled by this first communication with the baby, my eyes wide open.

Seeing the baby excitedly holding and shaking my thumb, the conversation seemed to be going well anyway.

But where does such strength come from in such a small body that my hand shakes along? What do they usually eat?

The breastfeeding power of a nursing mom makes my hands and feet tremble involuntarily.

I looked at Haruka in embarrassment over the super baby’s grip. She was holding the other twin tightly in her arms, filming me and the baby.

“Eh.”

“They’re cute.”

“Hehe, that’s me.”

“Not Mr. Seo. It’s Suhyun.”

“Oh.”

So this one is Suhyun.

Then, the child in Haruka’s arms, also staring at me as if discovering a strange animal, must be Sua.

I knew their names from Kim Kanghyun’s MTube, but seeing them for the first time, they look so alike it’s confusing.

Suhyun is a boy and Sua is a girl, so why do they look exactly the same?

By the way, in the MTube videos, they said if these kids grow up, they’ll become VTubers… If Bellus still exists then, these might become my juniors.

In that case, I need to get closer to my future juniors.

I spoke to Sua too.

“Ttu, ttyayi!”

“Pueeeeeeeng!”

“…Huh!”

Sua disliked Ttya!

Though they are twins, it’s clear their preferences are completely different.

But I know nothing about taking care of babies. When they suddenly cry like this, I get so shocked I freeze up.

Fortunately, next to me was the genius nanny Haruka, who quickly calmed crying Sua by gently rocking her.

“What are you doing to the baby?”

And then she gave me a disdainful look.

Honestly, I kind of liked that look and wished she’d scold me all day, but I couldn’t cause a scene in front of the babies, so I had to endure.

“Wuuu… Pueeeeng!”

“She’s crying again! She’s crying again!”

Sua saw my face and started crying again.

What kind of expression did I have to make them cry?

And as Sua kept crying, even Suhyun who was in front of me started crying, making me flustered.

“What do I do?! It’s contagious!”

Watching the twins crying alternately, I asked Haruka. She looked calmer than I was.

“Seo, hold Suhyun first. I’ll take care of this one.”

“Me…?”

“Of course.”

In the end, I carefully picked up Suhyun nearby. Having a warm little body in my arms felt strange.

Moreover, the baby was heavier than I thought, and the strong awareness of holding a precious life made my body tense naturally.

“I don’t know how to hold him.”

“Just hold him. Hold him like that and gently rock him.”

I slowly moved my arms as she said. But the baby was still crying.

But I think I feel something warm near my pants—did he poop?

“I think… he pooped…”

“Ah.”

Haruka nodded, then naturally took out wet wipes and a fresh diaper for a change.

She skillfully laid down the twins and gently pulled back the small blanket covering their bellies. The motion was so natural that I was amazed for a moment, but then the smell brought me back to reality.

“Ugh…!”

“It smells a bit, right? But it’s okay. It’ll be over soon, so bear with it.”

Haruka calmly opened the diaper and started wiping the baby’s lower body with a wet wipe. Her hand was skilled and gentle.

I thought babies didn’t smell, but this felt like a strong medicine smell.

Still, seeing my wife showing perfect maternal love made everything else irrelevant.

Mmm, Haruka will definitely be a good wife.

“All done. Simple, right?”

“…That really was simple.”

“Now it’s your turn, Seo.”

“…Huh?”

She wants me to do it? I don’t know anything!

But I couldn’t refuse her urging and challenged myself to change the diaper. Suhyun kicked in the middle causing a small accident, but somehow I finished safely.

“Phew…”

“Well done.”

I sighed with relief.

Raising a baby is really not easy…

From what I saw online and in videos, they just looked like small pure angels, but actually experiencing childcare is pure hell.

Changing just one diaper drained all my energy.

But my hell was not over yet.

“Uu… Ttyaa…”

“Waaah…”

“…”

Why are they crying this time?

Also, where the heck did Kim Kanghyun go buying stuff that the kids are crying and he’s nowhere to be seen?

Are these really Haruka’s and my children?

Then, should I take them away?

“They must be hungry.”

Haruka glanced at the twins and said suddenly. Looks like these little devils were whining because they were hungry.

She placed the twins in my arms and left the room.

“I’ll get formula. Keep a good eye on them, okay?”

“Yes…”

My stamina was already drained, but it was my wife’s request, so what could I do?

If I think of it as experiencing married life with her early from the future, it’s not so bad.

…

But Haruka didn’t come back for a long time.

And the twins gradually revealed their true nature.

“Waaah… Pueeeeng!!”

“B-be good! Don’t cry… Please!”

“Ttyaaang! Ttytya!!!”

“Ttu, ttya! Ttya!”

“Pueek!!!!!!”

“Argh…!!”

I tried to soothe them by waving my arms, made silly faces, but all was useless. It just drained my already depleted energy.

“Formula… I have to give them formula.”

Haruka said they were whining because they were hungry, so feeding them would solve it.

But there was a problem.

“How do you feed formula?”

Without my wife here, I’m just a scarecrow in this situation.

I don’t know how to make formula, how to feed it, or how to digest it.

No matter how dumb I am, I know giving formula incorrectly to a baby can be serious.

In the end, I just stomped my feet, unable to do anything.

“Pueeeng…!”

“Ttya!!!”

“Ah…! Where’s my wife…!”

Should I feed them my breast milk?

But I don’t have any milk.

Then should I at least let them suck on my nipples?

…But I don’t even have nipples.

Maybe placebo effect could work?

“Guys, wait a moment…”

I hurriedly pressed the twins close to both my breasts.

Now I just have to take off my clothes and let them suck!

“I’ll give you breast milk! Even if none comes out!”

Just as I was about to take off the sweater Smire Mamang bought for me—

The twins’ door opened.

“Kotori-nim, the director has arrived…”

Haruka came in first and trailed off in confusion seeing me.

It’s not important that her expression stiffened.

Her way of calling me changed. It means guests are near.

Sure enough, the guest appeared right behind her.

I froze, holding the twins close to my chest, half undressed.

“…”

A man in his late 40s, looking startled at my appearance, his furry chin dropped.

…Still, I have to greet him, right?

“Ah, hellooo…”

“…Yes, nice to meet you. I’m music director Moon Changseop.”

Phew, good thing I had a t-shirt under the sweater.

Almost showed my chest to a stranger and might not have gotten married.



“Hahaha! So that’s why you were like that?”

“Yes…”

Music director Moon Changseop laughed heartily for the first time in a long while.

Crying babies, not knowing how to make formula, trying to give breast milk even though it’s not coming out, a young woman!

To him, who has always lived a normal life with sensible people since entering society, the concept of a VTuber named Kotori was quite amusing.

Of course, there are many unreasonable celebrities and industry people he meets at work, but they are unpleasant people, not amusing ones.

This was the first time Moon Changseop changed his perception of VTubers, from unpleasant to amusing.

“Our kid is a bit odd, but still good.”

“Seems so. Haha!”

“…That’s harsh.”

Like parents greeting the homeroom teacher about an unruly kid, CEO Kim Kanghyun emphasized Kotori’s innocence, while the VTuber Kotori puffed her cheeks beside him.

In this family-like atmosphere, Moon Changseop laughed again.

But he wasn’t here to learn about that VTuber’s charm.

What mattered most was the singer’s skill.

Moon Changseop took a deep breath and got to the point.

“I want to hear your singing.”

Though he looked like a friendly, furry, chubby neighbor uncle, he was a renowned music director with decades of experience in the major industry.

When he revealed his overwhelming aura, internet broadcast-origin Kim Kanghyun and Woo Seo-u, mere local dignitaries, stiffened up.

But Haruka, talented as a superpowerful queen, calmly sent a steady gaze, and Kim Kanghyun’s wife, Futaba Mitsuha, gracefully sipped coffee.

To those two women, the music director’s presence didn’t matter.

Seeing this, Woo Seo-u gave a look as if facing a monster. Unlike his composed wife, Kim Kanghyun rebutted nervously.

“Haven’t you already received the recording?”

The recording was already sent to the company long ago. As the OST director, he must have listened to it.

“Did he not like the recording?”

But this is an opportunity that can’t be missed.

In the small Korean VTuber scene, game OSTs are a big deal and would be a huge advantage for Bellus.

Besides, the furry, pot-bellied uncle in front of Kim Kanghyun is influential in the broadcast industry.

If they connect with that side, more collaborations will be possible.

“Seo-yoon’s vocal condition is a shame…”

Kim Kanghyun thought repeatedly with regret and felt self-disgust as the CEO for not taking care of Haruka’s condition.

Still, Woo Seo-u is also a Bellus VTuber, showing talent to succeed Haruka.

So Kim Kanghyun planned to persuade him somehow.

“I listened to the recording well. That Henspose cover was good too.”

“Then…”

Kim Kanghyun, stiff and tense, relaxed fully.

Woo Seo-u’s face brightened as well.

But director Moon Changseop wasn’t easy.

“Still, hearing it live is better.”

He was an old-school man who preferred hands-on work—

“Hyunmin’s studio is around here, right?”

Woo Seo-u, aka Kotori’s skill was on trial.




  Chapter 65: Hug Haruka’s chest and take a deep breath…!
The era when the word “idol” became a crude joke.

Entering the 2020s, recently idols could be seen as somewhat corrupted from some perspectives.

Idols publicly dating during activities, posting photos kissing foreign popular stars on secret accounts,

being photographed going braless—unlike before, many MZ idols now go against the desires of the lonely and awkward fans.

In an era where many cheer for such ‘corrupt idols’ under slogans like girl crush or idol rights, the delusions of those lonely fans hoping they stay pure may be outdated thinking.

Of course, even those old-fashioned idol fans hate the so-called “virtual idols.”

No. It makes no sense that those who hide behind character skins, sing a little, stream, and don’t even perform live are called idols.

Moreover, since they hide behind those skins, you can’t even tell if they are singing themselves, dancing themselves, or if the original person is even suitable to be an idol.

So, it’s no wonder that among idol fans who get treated as geeks by the general public,

the otaku who get treated like losers, the virtual idols who are hated get treated as total losers, and the fans of virtual idols have a completely warped perception.

But Haruka is different.

She can be called a superhuman who breaks the boundaries of virtual YouTubers among Korean VTubers.

Even without listing the 500 reasons why WooSeoWoo likes her,

you can tell from the fact that many who don’t even follow VTubers listen to her songs or subscribe to her channel.

Her original songs have a whopping 20 million views. She has 800,000 subscribers on MeTube.

While 800,000 subscribers might not be enough to break through in Japan, for a Korean VTuber that’s an extraordinary figure.

It’s comparable to the virtual male idol group that once dominated music shows.

So surprisingly, even among the general public, some people might not know Bellus but know Haruka.

…Though their treatment isn’t very kind.

Anyway, Moon Changseop, who works in the music industry, already knew her and had listened to her songs even before being asked by a game company to produce the OST.

Though it lacked credibility and his impression was not good, after working with her and hearing her songs directly a few months ago, he had to admit her talent.

No, not just admit—he had to surrender.

If she weren’t a VTuber but a singer-songwriter, a band vocalist, or even an unknown singer, he would have wanted to collaborate with her immediately and challenge music shows.

The feeling when hearing her destructive singing was thrilling enough to make Moon Changseop, a typically old-fashioned music director whose hair was thinning, stand on end.

And now,

He was having a similar sensation.



Game tournament theme songs are crucial elements that effectively convey the atmosphere and purpose of the event and increase immersion for players and spectators.

Therefore, they usually feature strong sounds like drum beats, electronic music, or orchestra to emphasize the excitement unique to competitions, often with fast tempo and powerful rhythm.

They may also include repetitive, catchy hooks.

Or, even if not such a song, sometimes they use a melodious, lyrical melody that immerses the listener and bursts out at the highlight—a song with storytelling.

The theme song for the Afstal Genesis tournament produced by Moon Changseop started quite lyrically, especially in the beginning.

“Through the deep darkness, on an endless, long journey. Following that warm gaze I once met. I move forward—”

A voice somehow pure and clear, making it more poignant, softly overlays the band sound.

It was a bit different from the mood he originally intended.

Because he composed it thinking of Haruka’s voice, who was supposed to be the owner of the song.

Originally, according to the tournament’s story setting, the intro should have been tense with many beautiful girl heroes competing under the commander’s control.

“Now I can feel it— I hear your calling voice. Now I can find you— I’ll reach out my hand and head to you—!”

Moon Changseop listened cynically to Kotori, a VTuber, singing the next part.

Her voice was undoubtedly attractive. Her fresh (kid-like) tone and clean pronunciation were enough to overturn his first impression.

But he couldn’t help but cast a critical eye toward her interpretation, which differed from the composer’s intended mood.

Just then, as the anxious producer Kim Hyunin, owner of the studio that lent them the audition-like room and a junior in the industry, was watching, Kotori’s high note burst out.

“Remember, Remember! I remember! I won’t let go—! Together—! That trust!”

“Oh.”

Moon Changseop let out a short exclamation.

To be frank from his viewpoint, the intro sounded too childish so he didn’t expect much, but her voice had more power than he thought.

But it was too early for him to be surprised.

As the chorus approached, her voice grew stronger.

“For you I remember, I remember, I’ll never forget—!”

At the climax, the song’s mood completely shifted.

The band sound exploded, reaching the emotional peak, and her voice became incredibly firm.

Producer Kim Hyunmin and Kim Kanghyun swallowed hard and looked up.

Moon Changseop’s legs were trembling.

“Every step—! We take toward the light!!”

“……!!!”

Moon Changseop jumped up. Even his thinning hair stood on end.

Kim Hyunmin’s face fell as he saw the most expensive chair in the studio topple backward, but he wasn’t relaxed enough to look at his junior’s expression.

Moon Changseop’s neck creaked as he turned.

At the end of his gaze was Haruka calmly watching the recording room.

“…It’s the same…”

A few months ago, before Haruka’s vocal cords developed nodules.

Her singing style he had listened to then to find a singer for the OST flashed briefly past the VTuber who sang like a kid.

“I won’t miss it! I swear—!”

The fresh and clean pronunciation was gone, replaced by ruthless scraping.

As if the saying “the human voice is an instrument” were true, it was like an electric guitar was implanted in her throat, emitting a spine-tingling high note.

“This is…”

Moon Changseop suddenly felt hollow.

He felt ashamed for having fought over not giving her songs while dividing ranks because she was a VTuber.

‘Got arrogant after failing on public broadcast…’

Come to think of it, most singers who sang the OSTs of the dramas and movies he made hits for were unknown singers.

It felt like just yesterday he was running around looking for such gems, so when did he start to pick and choose?

“VTubers, huh.”

There were already two VTubers who changed his perception.

Not all VTubers sing well, but that’s the same for singers.

He had often given songs to singers who couldn’t sing live well and ended up canceling.

Compared to that, the skills of these two VTubers were more than enough even to his experienced eyes.

“…Hyunmin.”

“Yes, senior.”

At Moon Changseop’s low call, Kim Hyunmin looked up from checking the chair’s condition.

And he noticed Moon Changseop unable to take his eyes off the recording room.

“Let’s have a drink later.”

“…Yes.”

It wasn’t the first or second time that senior invited him for a drink. Kim Hyunmin weakly nodded as usual.

But Moon Changseop’s intention was different.

‘I should take a serious look at VTubers.’

A well-known figure in the media industry started paying attention to VTubers.



After finishing the song, I left the recording room.

“Hmm.”

After clearing my throat, it felt a bit hoarse.

Since it was originally a song meant for Haruka, I tried singing it in her style for a moment.

Thinking about it again, it’s really a style that can’t avoid vocal nodules.

By the way, I wonder what that old man’s reaction will be?

I sang the entire recording in my own voice, but suddenly showed that style, so his expression must have been interesting.

“I’m a bit nervous.”

That music director who recognized Haruka’s live singing only after hearing it in person. I’m not sure if my live performance is good enough for him.

As I left the studio with some anxiety, Director Moon Changseop, whose hair stood up as if shocked by static electricity, ran toward me.

What? What’s going on with him?

“Sorry. I was mistaken.”

“Huh?”

“There are so many gems in the world.”

What is he talking about?

Suddenly calling me a gem makes me feel like he’s calling me a blockhead, so I’m not happy.

Still, I guess it’s a compliment given the situation…?

I nodded with relief at the seemingly good atmosphere.

“Thank you. Then the OST…?”

“Of course, you’ll do it!”

“Kyaa~!”

Like a girl, I jumped and spread my arms, running to those gathered behind watching.

I saw Kim Kanghyun smiling happily with arms wide open in the corner of my sight but ignored him lightly and ran straight to hug Haruka tightly.

“I’m the one singing the OST!”

“Congratulations.”

“Hug me more!”

“…Okay.”

I’ve been waiting for this moment!

Honestly, the game tournament theme song?

It’s not that important to me.

The most important thing to me is just one thing.

That is—

Taking a deep breath while hugging Haruka’s chest with all my might…!

“Suuuuuuuuup! Haah…”

Haruka’s scent is indeed very stimulating.

I unconsciously started rubbing my thighs.

“…”

When I wiggled like a puppy cuddling its owner, I felt her flinch briefly.

But not wanting to ruin the mood because of my excitement, Haruka silently hugged me tightly.

It seems the effect of hanging out closely and skinship with her paid off.

Hehe… If I keep pushing like this and get her used to it, the day when she first strokes various parts of my body won’t be far.

Alright, if I actively dash forward like this, the day when we give each other nude oil massages will come quickly!

“But I have a question…”

While I was marking my scent on Haruka making the most of a rare opportunity, the music director’s words suddenly interrupted.

I glared at him fiercely.

Then Director Moon Changseop flinched briefly, composed himself again, and asked.

“About the song intro. You must have gotten the interpretation, so why did you sing it like that?”

“The intro?”

“The request was to sing it tensely and solemnly.”

I tilted my head.

“I did sing it that way.”

“What? But…”

I definitely sang it like that.

If the guide vocal sings it that way, why would I interpret it differently?

But Kim Kanghyun, who stood frozen with arms wide open, looked at me puzzled and said.

“Kotori, it didn’t sound like that at all.”

“Huh?”

“Actually, I felt the same during last recording—the intro sounded like it was sung by a kid.”

“What.”

No, it’s just WooSeoWoo’s voice is a bit thin.

These guys are mocking my voice in tandem.

“Hmm…”

Director Moon Changseop touched his chin and pondered.

After a while, he nodded and continued.

“Then re-record the intro. Oh, the highlight was good just now, so let’s re-record it now since the studio is available.”

“Senior…”

Producer Kim Hyunmin, who suddenly got extra work, gave me a resentful look.

I turned away from him and gently buried my head in Haruka’s chest.

Well, why not.

Is it my fault that WooSeoWoo’s voice is thin and the song interpretation fails?




  Chapter 66: Shower Space
In the end, after frantically re-recording at the producer’s studio and even having a company dinner with everyone there, I returned home late at night.

Actually, I was supposed to stream today… but since the music director ajae doesn’t visit often, with Kim Kanghyun’s agreement that it was right to finish urgent matters first, I had no choice but to take an emergency break and focus on recording.

And the aftermath of the sudden break was immediately apparent on the Bellus Gallery.

[Popular][Kotori’s sudden break today.jpg]

(Full reason for the break)

She said she can’t come today because something urgent came up for recording, so she went to the studio.

She also said she had a drink during the company dinner.

Dronies, I’m gonna die..

Recommended: 87 Not Recommended: 24


	
Late at night in a studio with a man..
└ Hey hey hey hey
└ STFU STFU STFU STFU STFU STFU STFU
└ Shut that mouth of yours..
└ Oooh… my horn is breaking….



	
Is the producer a guy?
└ Yeah, he’s the one who made Haruka’s original song.
└ Oh, then it’s totally fine.
└ Is he married?
└ Nope.
└ Hmm.





[Popular][What? Recording alone with that guy until late at night?]

She even took a sudden break and drank?

ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ It’s confirmed!

Recommended: 107 Not Recommended: 59


	
Kyaaaaaaaaargh!



	
ㅋㅋ Now she’s gonna take a sudden break on Christmas and go to the studio~
└ You son of a btch!
└ I’mgoingcrazyI’mgoingcrazy
└ ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋWow, look at those perverted delusions.
└ ShuthefckupyoubastardourcutekindandangelicallypureKotoriwouldneverdosuchathing



	
The producer has a girlfriend, stop slandering.
└ How would you know that? ㅋㅋ
└ Could that girlfriend be…?
└ Ahㅋㅋㅋ She’s from a partner company, so it doesn’t count as an office romance ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ
└ Oh fck, you crazy bstards.





[Popular][Still, she came home quietly instead of going to a motel ㅋㅋ Have a drink.]

Sh*t.

Recommended: 378 Not Recommended: 2


	
ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ The “sht” is so fcking funny.



	
What if she actually went to a motel instead of home?
└ Hey now.
└ Absolutely no slandering our baby.
└ Our Kotori is a baby, she doesn’t know what a motel is!



	
Info) Kotori is an adult, and s*x education is mandatory in South Korea.
└ Shutupyoufckingbstard.
└ Shut your mouth before I rip it.
└ But I’m typing with my hands, not speaking with my mouth? ㅋㅋ
└ Hehehe, poster, where do you live~?





“Phew~ Wow… So insidious……”

I tried to chase away the nauseating smell of alcohol that rose with every breath, and as I explored the gallery, I couldn’t help but marvel at the perversity of the Vtuber fans upon seeing the popular posts.

‘…They’re probably acting all cheerful like that while secretly praying their oshi isn’t fooling around with some other guy.’

Of course, they wouldn’t know that besides me and Producer Kim Hyunmin, Haruka, Kim Kanghyun, and the director ajae were also at the studio and the dinner, as it’s under embargo.

However, since I took a sudden break, they were thrown into confusion, their minds racing with Kotori-NTR-route delusions, so I needed a way to appease them.

“Hmm.”

Honestly, I wouldn’t care much what these guys misunderstood, as long as I have Haruka.

Still, for the honor of our producer, who’s the most overworked person at the black company Bellus, and his girlfriend, trainer Lee Jia, I suppose I needed to manage public opinion a bit.

Even though they’re not Bellus employees but just collaborators, they work hard as if it’s their own business, so I’m quite grateful to them for many things.

Well, even if not for that, Ari-san had been hinting that I should communicate more on social media, so I needed to have a proper interaction at least once.

Thus, for the first time since the First Snow AI post incident, I logged into Tweetper.

“To think I’d be doing a Space…”

I had done a joint Space with Mao once, somewhat forcibly, but doing this voluntarily to stir up the simps felt… not particularly new.

I’ve already fallen into the VTuber depravity.

Thinking about the honeymoon fund for Haruka and me that will hit my bank account this month, honestly, what’s the big deal about stirring up simps these days?

“Should I just go all out and brew a huge batch at once?”

‘…That sounds like a good idea.’

I haven’t really done much for the Dronies who give me money, so this is a chance to make up for the past and future all at once.

“I don’t think I would normally have such thoughts.”

It feels somewhat strange.

My lower abdomen is starting to ache a little; maybe my period is approaching, and female hormones are gushing out?

If not that, it could just be the alcohol.

“Anyway, let’s start the Space.”

Thinking about my future with Haruka, I need to work hard to earn money for our future baby’s formula.

Hehe, I hope they’re cute kids like Soohyun and Sooa.



Those who are fans of VTubers, called Vtaku or Vtuber simps in refined terms, and disparagingly referred to as ‘head-smashed fcking nerds’ in vulgar terms, are, contrary to perception, often ordinary working adults.


In a way, this is natural.


If they didn’t have money, how could they subscribe to members’ broadcasts, buy merchandise, and even follow them to events to be fans?


Of course, there are not a few who work part-time at convenience stores, barely making ends meet day by day, yet somehow save money to buy merchandise and cherish it.


But in any case, being a Vtaku also requires some leeway in life to follow broadcasts and be a fan.


In other words, if you’re not financially comfortable, no matter how hard you try to be a fan, you’ll eventually hit reality and get exhausted on your own.


So, what if you are financially comfortable?


Here is one hardworking member of society.


This person, while being pushed around at work to earn money, happened to hear a song on the subway on his way home that he really liked.


When he looked it up, the singer was, to his surprise, a VTuber.


Thus, many people, exhausted by reality, seek an escape and end up encountering VTubers.


One Drony, who was about to watch Kotori’s broadcast after getting off work on time for the first time in a while and enjoying a can of beer, was frustrated by the news of the sudden break – this was also his case.


“Fck this. Why a break today of all days…!”

Of all times, on this perfect timing when I got off work early for the first time in two months, even used my annual leave for a two-day break, and could happily watch the broadcast!

The man couldn’t help but despair.

Due to the nature of being a working adult, he inevitably missed parts of the broadcasts that ran from evening to dawn.

So, he would take breaks during work to watch VODs or watch edited summaries or clips on MeTube.

To have one of the few chances to watch a live broadcast, which he had painstakingly managed to secure while being such a dedicated fan, slip away like this made him sigh involuntarily.

As he swallowed beer instead of tears and was about to look for another member’s broadcast as a backup plan, a notification popped up on his phone.

[Kotori@kotori]

[(Kotori • Today 23:58)]

[First Space]

“What.”

That Kotori is starting a Space?

Who was Kotori?

Contrary to her lewd voice and cute appearance, she was a member famous for her surprisingly dry emotional expression.

She would never do the common VTuber farewell like, “I love you, dream of me~ Muah!” and moments of communication via SNS were so rare that fierce competition would erupt in the Bellus Gallery over who would be the first to share Kotori’s post.

He himself had once refreshed SNS for a week, hoping to be the first to share and secure a popular post spot, but had given up when not a single post appeared.

Not only that, but her personality was also evident in her broadcast titles.

Unlike her colleague Mao’s titles, which were full of aegyo, or Azusa’s [AzusaAzusaAzusaAzusaAzusaAzusaAzusaAzusaAzusaAzusaAzusaAzusaAzusa…] type of insanely obsessive titles, hadn’t she always used bland titles like [First Broadcast] or [2nd Gen First Collab]?

Of course, seeing her express affection for Haruka showed she wasn’t completely devoid of aegyo, but anyway, he couldn’t believe that she had pulled out the super-special fan-milking card called Space.

[Popular][Kotori’s tipsy Space onㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ.jpg]

[Kyaaaaaaaah, a surprise Space to report she’s alive is enough to make your head spin properlyㅋㅋㅋ]

[Popular][Wow, it’s the art of re-erecting the Dronies’ shrunken antennas after they thought she was out playing with another guy~]

[Drunk Kotori is here!!]

[Space on SpaceSpaceSpaceSpaceSpaceSpaceSpaceSpaceSpaceSpaceSpaceSpaceSpace]

[Forbes’ #1 must-not-miss Space is here!!!!!!!!]

[Do I need to install Tweetper to listen to Space?]

[Popular][I told you sh*theads she’d come straight home and not to a motel.]

Kotori’s personal gallery was already in an uproar.

Many were probably existing VTuber fans, but not a few had gotten into VTubers because of Kotori.

The man was one of them, so his only experience with Space was the joint one with Mao before.

He was finally about to experience the legendary Space.

So, the man hurriedly, and with unfamiliarity, navigated Tweetper and entered the Space.
First, he saw the host, Kotori, and below her, a list of participants listening to the Space 쭉 unrolled.

However, that list was extraordinary.

There was a famous illustrator known as a gacha game exclusive artist, artists and editors belonging to the members’ ‘Dongbu’ (affiliated creator circles) he’d seen on the gallery, and even many famous producers and cosplayers from the subculture scene.

Several ‘Mamas’ (character artists) of other members were also visible.

“Wow, f*cking crazy.”

Bellus members were generally famous in the subculture scene, so various illustrators and cosplayers would pay attention to them, but since this was the precious Kotori’s Space, it seemed like everyone who had time had gathered.

If you formed a ‘Dongbu’ just with the people gathered in this Space room, wouldn’t it be almost a subculture Avengers?

Anyway, the man felt inexplicably intimidated, hid his account anonymously, then entered the room and heard a familiar voice.

「Dronies, hi-」

“…!”

The man felt his heart pound.

The combination of her strangely languid atmosphere and her voice, filtered as if through a 10-year-old telephone, was too destructive.

He felt his mouth go dry for no reason and hastily gulped down his beer, only to spray it out violently at her next words.

「I just finished the company dinner and came home, so I haven’t even showered… Should I start with a shower first-」

“Sh-sh-sh-shower Space……!!!!”

The shower Space of Kotori, who seemed like she would never milk her fans for a lifetime!

Judging by her voice, she clearly sounded tipsy and not in her right mind, but due to the nature of Space, it was hard to see chats from cloyingly sweet tryhards who lacked tact, so there was no one to stop Kotori’s current antics.

In other words, they could enjoy, in real-time, a shower ASMR of a drunk Kotori humming happily as she felt good under the warm stream of water, in her lewd and soft nakedness……!

[Super fcking fcking breaking news) Kotori Shower Space ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]

Recommended: 1 Not Recommended: 78


	
?



	
Wow



	
ㅋㅋ Don’t f*cking joke.



	
No, have the Dronies lost their minds just because their oshi took one day off? ㅋㅋㅋㅋ
└ Just be grateful that Kotori even turned on Space.
└ No, sh*t, it’s real.
└ ?
└ Why is this real;
└ I’m telling you, it’s real ㅋ





Thus, due to the Dronies excited by a once-in-a-lifetime situation in Kotori’s VTuber career, the news of her spread to the Bellus Gallery, successfully attracting the attention of the ‘Rainbows’ (fans of other members) who were watching other members’ broadcasts, and the number of viewers in the Space began to skyrocket.

Chwaaaaaaa-

「Ah, cold!」

“Oh……”

「Aah, it’s warm.」

“Wow.”

And so, Kotori’s first solo Space,

began, naked, in front of 50 million members of the Lewd-Brigade, including the office worker who was now holding something other than beer in his hand…




  Chapter 67: Kotori OnlyFans hits the gallery ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ
Nerds are bound to be very interested in the daily lives of the women they like.

The vanguard of nerds, Vtube fans, are the same.

‘What kind of daily life does that person I like lead behind the broadcast?’

‘What food do they usually eat, and what clothes do they wear?’

If this gets worse, they might devolve into hopeless stalkers, calling the delivery restaurant the VTuber ordered from to find out their address, or digging through the accounts of streamers said to be close acquaintances to figure out their appearance.

Anyway, it can be said that Space is what satisfies the demand of those interested in their oshi’s daily life.

So, Kotori’s drunken shower Space was naturally bound to be popular.

I mean, what Vtube fan could resist being able to enjoy an ASMR of their oshi taking off all their clothes and showering?

They don’t exist, you know?

[Kotori OnlyFans hits the gallery ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]

An adult woman on a platform that isn’t one of the two major live broadcasting platforms takes off all her clothes and does a broadcast where you can hear her showering ㅋㅋ

…Why is this real?

Recommended: 288 Not Recommended: 2


	
No, it’s really real ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ



	
I absolutely have to get a monthly subscription to OnlyFans, right?



	
Ah ㅋㅋㅋㅋ You have to pay a subscription to watch the main broadcast~



	
Guys, how do you listen to Space?
└ Urgent, hurry





So, in the Bellus Gallery, including Kotori’s personal gallery, even though other members’ broadcasts were on, more than half the talk was about Kotori.

It was even spreading by word of mouth to galleries dealing with other VTubers.

And, as always, accompanied by sexual harassment…

Anyway, Woo Seowoo, who would normally have noticed this situation much earlier and would have even fueled the gossip if it were Haruka instead of her, was half-gone after just one shot of soju, so she couldn’t even think about such things.

She was busy bragging about the one-person bathtub she had recently acquired, oblivious to what was happening in the underbelly of the internet.

「My hands are wet, so I can’t check the comments right away.」

「You’re asking why I have a bathtub at home?」

「Am I some noble lady?」

「No, I bought a small one with the contract money I received a while ago.」

「I’m totally dirt-poor.」

Her voice echoing in the small space, the sound of water sloshing with every movement stimulated their ears, and those listening to the Space imagined a cute girl, eyes closed languidly, enveloped in the scent of bath bombs.

「Ah, hot, hot! Haaah……」

…It was indeed an ASMR that could certainly make some imagine other things.

「Anyway, I earned a lot of money.」

「I earned a lot of money, so I bought a bathtub.」

「Should I move to a house with a bathtub when I move?」

「This one is a bit big for me too…」

「Did I finally get paid?」

「No… the money I received this time is different.」

「Something big is coming soon, so look forward to it!」

「……You want to know what it is?」

「No way, nya nya nya~」

Anyway, the Dronies listening to the Space watched her chatter away, almost unbelievably for someone who usually didn’t communicate much, with pleased smiles.

The unfamiliar sight of Kotori, who so clearly showered affection only on Haruka – to the point where she’d said Haruka was her oshi and she’d applied to 

Bellus to see her – felt new and refreshing.

「Is it dangerous to bathe after drinking?」

「I didn’t drink, though?」

「You said I drank earlier? I never said that.」

Kotori, completely relaxed and giggling in the warm bathtub, rambling on about anything.

Completely different from her usual self, where a slight wall could be felt.

Though it didn’t seem like she was treating them as boyfriends yet, seeing her act even more coquettishly, as if treating a friend, the gentlemanly and exemplary uncle-fans of Kotori shed tears from top to bottom at this moving scene and headed straight to the Bellus Gallery.

[What’s with this random word fest ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]

(Pic of Kotori bathing, drawn by an illustrator listening to the Space)

Aww, drinking makes her so d*mn annoying ㅋㅋ I guess I’ll have to take her in and live with her.

Recommended: 1 Not Recommended: 109


	
Get in line, you b*stard.



	
F*ck off.



	
Ahㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ Seeing her bad drinking habits, I have no choice but to take her and handle her myself.
└ Get lost.



	
I want to drink Kotori’s bathwater…
└ Line up.
└ Kya, concentrated bone broth made from the grime of a genius scientist beast-girl~
└ This is a delicacy..
└ Oh.
└ Givemebathwatergivemebathwatergivemebathwatergivemebathwatergivemebathwater
└ Crazy b*stards ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ





[Popular][1. Lift Kotori, who is in the bathtub.]

49. Wash the exhausted Kotori again and put her down.

Recommended: 170 Not Recommended: 11


	
Sir, what did you do in between?
└ s*x.
└ Ah.
└ Did it ten times.
└ Yes.. I see.



	

	
Lift the limp Kotori again.
└ 51. Turn over the fainted Kotori.
└ 100. Put the dirtied Kotori back into the bathtub.
└ Aww, you crazy V-degenerate bstards.
└ You guys should hold back a bit ㅋㅋ
└ Sht, what is this;
└ If you became a feminist after seeing this post.. Yes…









[Popular][Sigh, you head-smashed fcking nerd simp bstards who only stan VTubers]

Because you guys are just enjoying it amongst yourselves in the shadows, people don’t know sht and just curse you, you morons.


You need to actively promote it so the algorithm picks it up and introduces it, you shady bstards.

I don’t believe people who say VTubers don’t manage themselves anymore.

With my own ears, I analyzed the weight of the overflowing water when Kotori-nim got into the bathtub and confirmed that her body weight is as light as a feather.

Sht, who should I believe?


I should believe myself.


From today, I abandon my belief as a VTuber hater and join the Kotori-dan, and I will rewatch all Bellus members’ VODs 10 times each.


Fck, this is broadcasting, this is an idol ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ

I knew Kim Kanghyun, that b*stard, was an elder among internet broadcasting addicts, but he’s created such a god-tier group.

Thank you, Great V-Father.

I will serve you as my father-in-law.

Recommended: 572 Not Recommended: 2


	
Ahh.. you’ve finally opened your eyes.



	
You? You’ve stood up straight.



	
You’ve finally stood upright.



	
It’s not Kotori-dan, it’s Drony. Get it straight.
└ I’m sorry, senior. I’ll bow my head immediately.
└ Yes, yes, stand in line properly.





Of course, it was a feast of words highly inappropriate for the general public to see, but since it was a shady site and a Vtube fan gallery that no sane person would seek out, was it fortunate in a way?

Well, if Woo Seowoo had seen it, she would have been utterly disgusted, threatened to break her piggy bank, and sued them all.

But since she herself wasn’t much different from them anyway, this incident was like Woo Seowoo’s karma.

Thus, due to the special nature of the bath Space, Kotori’s personal gallery instantly topped the real-time popular and trending gallery charts.

Various clips began to spread on galleries, MeTube, and cafes.

There were even certification posts on the gallery from people who claimed to have drawn a bath and gotten in to match Kotori’s bath, making the moderators’ eyes rot.

And the reaction of Ari, the manager who was monitoring this situation, was, of course…

“She’s a VTuber.”

“She’s a VTuber, indeed.”

She and the junior manager were watching Kotori, reborn as a true VTuber, with great satisfaction.

What is a VTuber?

If the simps knew, they’d cry tears of blood, but to speak coldly of reality… they are simply people who milk simps and sell love to make a living.

But there’s another side to it.

Vtube fans often mock themselves, saying it’s a one-sided tributary relationship, but since VTubers live off their money, they become sincere at least when doing business.

…Anyway, that was Bellus’s policy.

In that respect, Manager Ari felt a new sense of emotion.

She had half given up on Kotori, who would just post AI pictures when told to communicate a bit.

But now that Kotori was doing such a gachikoi-inducing act that an ordinary person couldn’t even imagine, she felt a sense of respect as a manager, thinking, 

‘Indeed, a VTuber who was originally a Vtube fan is different…’

Moreover, since she, who had never once communicated properly, had taken such an extreme measure, it was eliciting an even more dramatic reaction.

The fact that a whopping 20,000 people were in Kotori’s Space, even though other members’ broadcasts were on, was proof!

“Should we have other members try it too?”

“Having two of them do it together seems like a good idea too.”

“Agreed… I agree.”

A VTuber’s simp-milking can be surprisingly strategic.

If there’s content that looks good, the reason is that members share it among themselves and milk it dry, down to the bone marrow.

Seeing the enthusiastic reaction this time, it was worth having other members try it at least once.

And so, Kotori’s shower Space, or rather, bath Space, which she conducted without much thought, was passed on as content for other Bellus members by the managers.

Sumire, who checked Manager Ari’s message after finishing her broadcast, made a tearful face.

“Do a shower Space…?”

“No, buy a bathtub and do a bath Space……?”

For her, the personification of a maiden, undressing in front of an unspecified number of people was still too much.



“Hueh……”

‘I think I saw on the gallery before that bathing while drunk is dangerous.’

Indeed, the highly credible information from the Bellus Gallery, which was practically my thesis collection, didn’t seem to be wrong.

Seeing how my vision is spinning like this.

If I stay like this a little longer, I feel like I’ll pass out without realizing it.

If that happens, will Sumire Mama, who knows my address, come and rescue me lying naked face down?

…If not, Haruka, who drives me home every day, might come.

‘That sounds good…?’

Although it would be a rather unsightly appearance, with my face down in the bathtub and my butt clearly exposed, since Haruka and I are bound by a prenatal betrothal, connected by the red string of fate, it wouldn’t matter much, would it?

Moreover, since she’s the one who personally washed me when I collapsed from exhaustion after working out last time, it’s okay to trust her with my naked body.

No, I actually want to show her.

“What.”

‘Even I think it’s a shameless thought.’

‘I didn’t have this kind of preference.’

‘……Could Woo Seowoo’s personality be influencing me?’

‘Then this exhibitionist-like delusion must be Woo Seowoo’s influence.’

“Should I end the Space soon?”

Splash-

As I grabbed onto my fading consciousness and stood up from the bathtub, the sound of splashing water reached my ears.

To end the Space, I first wiped my hands and picked up my phone, and my eyes caught sight of people begging me to continue a little longer.

“More?”

Unlike live broadcasting platforms, Space doesn’t have a comment function.

To communicate, you have to post with a tag, which is a bit inconvenient, but maybe it’s because I’m drunk and emotional, this seems to have its own vibe.

“No way!”

But that’s all for today’s service.

I originally intended to just say hello for a moment, but I got carried away and ended up finishing my bath without realizing it.

Still, since I communicated so intensely, wouldn’t Ari-nim be satisfied?

“Then I’ll turn off the Space now.”

“Good night, everyone~”

I finished with a simple greeting and ended the Space.

Anyway, after this, I’ll just be drying my hair, and there’s nothing to listen to.

So, after completely drying my hair, I put on the dolphin shorts and t-shirt I always wear, cranked up the boiler, and dived into bed.

‘The settlement money will come in soon…’

The lease on my studio apartment has already expired, and the settlement money will be deposited into my account, so I have enough money.

No, depending on the amount, I can move to a much better studio apartment right away.

‘How much will I get, I wonder?’

There was a guy on the gallery who tried to calculate the members’ earnings before, but he used the commission rates of other VTubers, so there would be a gap with the earnings of Bellus members, who receive the best treatment in the industry.

If you calculate it that way, I’ll probably earn much more than that.

“Kuhahahaha. I’m looking forward to it.”

The more money, the better.

Especially for my future with Haruka.

Therefore, I let out a languid sigh mixed with the scent of alcohol and happily went to bed, and the next day, I checked my bank account.

“One, ten, hundred, thousand, ten thousand… Eh-?”

“L-let’s count again, again.”

“One, ten, hundred, thousand…ten thousand……one hundred million.”

Bellus 2nd Generation, Kotori.

The 100 Million Won a Month Queen has arrived.




  
    Chapter 68: – Phew~ If it was A-cup or bigger, I would have hanged myself.
As soon as I saw the money deposited in my account, I couldn’t help but freeze on the spot as if nailed down.

‘100 million…?’

100 million isn’t some dog’s name, and no matter how good VTuber earnings are or how well Bellus treats its talents, I never imagined this much money would be in my account from the very first month.

“Uhehe, uheheheheheh.”

Seeing the dowry I’ll bring when I marry Haruka steadily accumulate makes me laugh automatically.

Well… and thinking about it, it’s not actually that strange.

The 100 million currently in my account didn’t all come in at once.

The contract fee and OST commission fee were already there.

If I were any other VTuber, various costs like the avatar model fee would have been deducted.

But I, on the contrary, am in the position of having received a commission fee as a Mama.

So, the amount settled this time from the platform and MeTube was only 50 million won……

No, it wasn’t long ago that I was barely surviving by working part-time at a convenience store; my sense of money seems to be getting weird.

Anyway, looking at the account with such an unrealistic amount, my body went limp as if all strength drained out, and it felt like my body wasn’t my own.

‘…If we start selling merchandise on top of this, it’ll increase even more, won’t it?’

It was about time for the 2nd generation members to start making merchandise too.

It’s often discussed in company meetings, so merchandise sales will probably start with Mao, whose birthday is this month.

‘Come to think of it, did we decide to do a collaboration stream for Mao’s birthday broadcast?’

With my muddled thoughts, I instinctively opened Discord to join the 2nd generation regular meeting.

Then, I saw the meeting room where everyone, seemingly having woken up before me, was already gathered and chatting.

Tiring-

– “Ah, Kotori is here too.”

– “Seowoo-ya, did you see the settlement money that came in?”

– “Kya~ Watashi is rich now!”

As soon as I entered the chat room, the meeting was an afterthought; everyone was only talking about the settlement money.

Seeing even the usually strict and serious Sumire call me by my real name, despite being at work for the company, I could intuitively tell how excited they were.

‘By the way, didn’t Mao already earn much more than this as an indie VTuber in Japan?’

‘Or does it feel different because she earned it in Korean Won?’

‘Come to think of it, Mao is technically like a foreign mercenary; I wonder how her taxes are processed.’

‘Surely, the CEO’s wife, Wooyoo Mama, will handle it well, right?’

“Hmm…”

‘Who will handle my taxes……’

Taxes are a serious matter.

I once saw a VTuber confess that they almost became a credit delinquent because they forgot to pay their taxes properly.

Well, the fact that it was the 1st generation senior, Kohaku, was a rather unamusing situation.

Anyway, after that, Kim Kanghyun supposedly hired a tax accountant ajaossi to help with company tax processing, so I figured my tax processing would be fine too.

– “Ah, Kotori, what are you going to do with your settlement money?”

“Me?”

“Hmm… Maybe I’ll move first-“

– “Me, me, me, me, me!”

– “Come to our villa!”

– “My next-door unit is empty!”

“Where was Azusa’s place again?”

– “Daegu Metropolitan City, XX District, YY Neighborhood, 3591 Dongseo Villa, Building 101, Unit 401.”

– “My place has a bathtub, so you don’t need to buy one separately, just with me every night… Ehehe.”

“……I’m not going there.”

– “Ah, whyyyyyy!”

‘Did she listen to the bath Space yesterday?’

‘As the alcohol wears off, memories are slowly surfacing, and I’m already dying of embarrassment, yet she has to bring it up.’

‘I absolutely must not move anywhere near that yandere b*tch’s house.’

Anyway.

After excitedly discussing various things we’d do with our settlement money for a long while, we finally started talking about the topic of this meeting: Mao’s birthday event.

“So, Mao, did you get permission?”

– “Hai!”

– “Tomorrow, at watashi’s house, we can gather.”

“He… gave permission……?”

‘Considering Kim Kanghyun’s personality, I thought he wouldn’t allow it, so this is quite surprising.’

– “But there are restrictions, guys.”

“Restrictions?”

Hearing it from Sumire, it made sense why Kim Kanghyun would grant permission.

Mentioning anything related to personal information was, of course, forbidden.

Gloves must be worn at all times, no drinking streams, and any exposure beyond a certain level on legs or the upper body was strictly prohibited.

Furthermore, to avoid revealing their usual outfits, the attire was also to be standardized.

In other words, it was to prevent the personal information of the person behind the VTuber from being leaked as much as possible.

Just hearing it, it sounded like they were being told to bundle up completely, as if returning to the Confucian society of the Joseon Dynasty.

But considering the VTuber characteristic of attracting stalkers with uncanny frequency, it was probably unavoidable.

– “So, what should we wear?”

– “Christmas is coming soon… Santa girls?”

“It’s still a month away.”

– “Then bunny-girrrls?”

– “Bunny girls?”

– “Kya- Too lewd!”

“……”

And so, the 2nd generation’s Bellus-only body cam coll… no, joint cam broadcast was decided.



“I wanted to wear a bunny girl outfit…”

“Azusa, just hold it in.”

“Whyyyyyyyy!”

In the end, we couldn’t wear bunny girl outfits.

No, it’s not that I wanted to wear a bunny girl outfit.

I, along with Sumire Mama, was vehemently against it, so it was actually a good thing.

And a secret order had already come down through company regulations to avoid skin exposure as much as possible.

If we wore bunny girl outfits, what would happen to Kim Kanghyun’s authority as CEO?

As a veteran of the Republic of Korea Army, the culture of obeying superiors is ingrained in me, so I have no choice but to follow the CEO’s orders.

Indeed, indeed.

Thus, Kim Kanghyun, who put a stop to Azusa’s bunny girl party, gave us a tip through Manager Ari-nim.

The CEO of Bellus said that the 2nd generation should just wear Hanboks, which have no exposure, hardly reveal the figure, and are easy to unify.

And Sumire and I repeatedly thanked the CEO for rejecting the bunny girl idea and immediately adopted it.

Well, it did seem a bit odd to wear Hanbok for the birthday of Mao, a Japanese national and foreign mercenary.

But anyway, in her RP, she doesn’t belong anywhere specific; if you had to say, she’s a dog god from heaven, so we could just say she wore Hanbok to learn 

Korean culture in celebration of her birthday.

Anyway, gathered like that in Mao’s studio apartment, sitting around a huge table Hoshino procured from somewhere, with a lavish feast ordered to celebrate Mao’s birthday, what was I doing?

Jjomulttak.

“It’s soft!”

“It’s healing whenever I touch it.”

“Ehehehe. Come heere!”

I was struggling to escape from my colleagues who were enthusiastically groping my body.

[– Gasp]

[– Where did they touch…?”]

[– It’s really small ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]

[– Oh…]

[– No ㅋㅋㅋㅋ Kotori is totally the members’ comfort doll.]

[– Ooh ooh, I want to bury my face in Mama’s chest too (User temporarily banned)]

[– Aww, that powdery scent.]

Looking at the chat reactions, I can’t tell if this is Mao’s birthday or mine.

There’s no mention of Mao, the birthday girl, anywhere; all they’re talking about is how small my body is, how big Mama’s chest is, or where someone is touching.

No, it would be a problem even if it were my birthday.

Where in the world is there a culture of group sexual harassment at a birthday party…!

Thwack-!

I threw my hands up in a big “manse” gesture, swatting away all the demonic hands reaching for my body, and then declared confidently.

“Don’t touch me…!”

Then, Mao’s studio apartment fell into temporary silence.

“……”

‘D-did it get through?’

‘Since I, who rarely get angry, shouted like this, they must have understood that I really hate it.’

However, the members glanced at my fuming face for a very brief moment, then exchanged looks with each other and rushed at me again.

“Kawaii-!”

“Even when she’s angry, she’s cute…!”

“Stop! I, I… only have Haruka-sunbae!”

“…Kotori, who only looks at Haruka-sunbae, needs to be punished, right?”

“Right~?”

Even the usually gentle Sumire Mama is joining in, so I can’t tell if they’re serious or joking.

‘By the way, why have Azusa’s eyes gone crazy again?’

‘Wasn’t that btch obsessed with Mama?’


‘Perhaps, because Mama is pouncing on me, her yandere tendencies have kicked in, and she’s planning to stab me?’


‘Is that it?’


“Eheheheheheh, wanna go eat snacks with ajaossi?”


“Heek! C-call the police!”


Feeling my life was in danger, I gripped the cake knife tightly.


I wasn’t sure if a cake knife had any lethal power, but anyway, among the things around here, this seemed like the most dangerous object if it fell into that person’s hands.


As I stood my ground against Azusa, plastic knife clutched tightly in my hand, Hoshino, the only one watching this situation with calm eyes, sighed deeply and spoke.


“Aren’t we having a birthday party?”


“……”


Right.


I wasn’t counting on it, but Hoshino did a good job reminding us of our purpose.


We gathered here to celebrate Mao’s birthday, not to have my tits or thighs groped.


Still, thanks to Hoshino, the chat slowly started remembering the theme of this joint cam broadcast and began sending birthday celebration donations.


[Anonymous has donated 100,000 won!]


[(Ahㅋㅋㅋㅋ Touching Kotori’s tiddies is the best birthday present, right? ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ)]


[Ajiaji has donated 1,000,000 won!]


[Don’tfckMaoplease has donated 500,000 won!]

[(So who is the biggest?)]

“……”

‘Mao’s fans are no different from Dronies…’

Off-camera, we exchanged pitiful glances.

However, perhaps because she had already been thoroughly trained by the true Vtube fans of her homeland, Mao answered the donation question cheerfully, completely unfazed.

“Sumire is the biggest! F!”

“Mao-ya……!”

[– F?!]

[– F-mire ㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷㄷ]

[– Wow, crazy]

[– Is she Korean?]

[– Ahem, not Korean, but someone from another world.]

[– Ah ㅋㅋ It’s common sense for bards to have a big heart (chest) ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]

[– Heung.. Mama…]

[– F-cup is really legendary ㄷㄷ]

[– What about Kotori?]

Sumire hurriedly tried to cover Mao’s mouth, but her violent chest size had already been exposed to the whole world.

And the chat room, hearing her enormous measurements, descended into chaos from the shock.

‘Right, right.’

‘I, too, was dragged by her hand to a lingerie store and was left speechless after hearing an employee say it’s hard to find her size in Korea.’

‘Still, wouldn’t this perfectly explain why adventurers from another world found solace and healing by looking at Mama after a long, tiring day?’

‘There was a whole bunch of people on the Bellus Gallery saying they’d kill themselves if Sumire went on cam and turned out to have small breasts.’

‘Since their lives were saved, Sumire can truly be said to possess a heart as sacred as a saint’s.’

“Kotori?”

“Kotori is AA!”

“Hey.”

‘Was there any need to answer my cup size here, Mao Mao?’

‘And I’m not some stingy size like AA that reminds you of batteries; if I had to say, I’m a B-cup.’

‘Of course, I barely make it if I gather up everything that’s slightly enlarged due to the period booster, but still, for a natural B in Korea, it’s about average… But why am I even making excuses for this?’

‘My identity as a man is still clear, so I don’t care at all whether my chest is the size of a fake speed bump drawn on asphalt or not.’

‘Hmm.’

‘It would be a little sad to pass on flat-chested genes to my and Haruka’s child, but that can be solved if our child wins the genetic lottery and inherits a lot of 

Haruka’s genes.’

[– AA? Oh..]

[– I actually prefer it ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]

[– Ehehe, urya urya..!!!]

[– Come heere!]

[– Kya, indeed, the owner of a size optimized for ‘deulbak’! (User banned)]

[– Nuooooong ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]

[– Phew~ If it was A-cup or bigger, I would have hanged myself.]

“……Manager-nim.”

“Please send lawsuits to all those humans.”

‘Right.’

‘What I find repulsive isn’t the disclosure of my chest size, but the crazy antics of those lewd-brigade members.’
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