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    Chapter One 
 
    I had no idea what to expect when they demanded the town’s greatest virgin. I really didn’t know how to feel about the fact that, apparently, I was the town’s greatest virgin. 
 
    Weren’t young women supposed to be the greatest virgins who would get sacrificed to volcanos and monsters in the forests? They weren’t wrong about me being a virgin, sure, but it was still insulting to know that everybody believed I was the town’s greatest virgin. 
 
    But I shouldn’t complain too much about that. After all, being the town’s greatest virgin led me to meeting her and living the life that I had always wanted to live but never thought I could. 
 
    It’s embarrassing to remember how I acted at the time. 
 
    First, it insulted me. Then, I realized they weren’t wrong and that it was perfectly logical to assume that I was the town’s biggest virgin. Finally, they had to use bolt cutters to cut off the chains I had tied and locked connecting me to my greenhouse’s door. 
 
    Regardless of whether or not I consented, they took me to that dreaded mountain that loomed over the town. 
 
    Dragon’s Spine Mountains. 
 
    As if the world itself grew a spine that ran from one end of the horizon to the other, it’s no surprise that the mountain range was given so many names with “spine” included in them. 
 
    The World’s Spine Mountains. 
 
    Life’s Spine Mountains. 
 
    Or, as the locals always liked to call it, just “Spine.” 
 
    As for the “dragon” in Dragon’s Spine Mountains… well, that’s because of the dragon who lived within its center. 
 
    In a modern world of science, medicine, and hydroponics, there was no room for magic and mythical beings such as dragons. Tales existed of them, sure, but that’s all they were supposed to be. 
 
    Tales. 
 
    Nothing more, nothing less. 
 
    Yet, in the center of Dragon’s Spines Mountains slept a dragon. That was an irrefutable fact. Everybody knew of it, but nobody ever talked about it. Governments ignored it, scientists acted as if it didn’t exist, and nobody wanted to believe that a being powerful enough to destroy civilization could truly exist in the modern world. 
 
    Thankfully, the dragon slept. A lot. That’s what we thought, anyway. It only made demands of humanity—of my hometown, every few decades. Some decades, the demand could be as simple as a cow. Other decades, I heard of the greatest entertainers being called for and then returning with no memories of what happened within the mountain. 
 
    The cow never returned, by the way. 
 
    Back to the dragon. 
 
    I suppose it wouldn’t be fair to say that everybody knew of the dragon. Everybody in my hometown knew since the dragon was such an important part of our history, some people who would chase UFOs and Bigfoot sightings would try to investigate the mountains, and all the world’s government leaders probably knew, but very few… normal people knew about the dragon. They chalked it up to being a gimmicky tourist attraction at most. 
 
    The dragon’s existence was undeniable to those in my hometown, myself included. 
 
    School taught us of brave heroes who fought to keep the dragon at bay using mystical powers, wizards who came from all over the world to put up barriers to trap the dragon within the mountains, scientists who developed weapons to slay it, and so on. 
 
    There was even a museum near the base of the mountains that showed off supposed relics such as dragon scales, holy swords, and preserved eggs from the dragon itself. 
 
    Despite that—despite the town’s history being obsessed with the dragon, despite having museums dedicated to it, and despite having a couple of movies that flopped in the box office, there was not a single depiction of the dragon that everybody could agree on. 
 
    Some depictions showed the dragon as this mountain-sized, black-scaled, fire-breathing behemoth capable of covering entire continents in its blazing flames. Others depicted the dragon as a sort of legless, winged serpent with golden scales and the ability to summon devastating storms. One country even depicted the dragon as a mutated lizard that somehow got affected by nuclear weapons despite the fact that nuclear weapons didn’t exist when the dragon’s legend began. 
 
    Well, who knows? Maybe there used to be human civilization before the modern one that had nuclear weapons and accidentally created the dragon. 
 
    There was only a single, absolute fact that was known about the dragon other than, “yeah, it exists,” and that fact was that it lived within the caves in the center of Dragon’s Spine Mountains. 
 
    And that cave was where the police took me. 
 
      
 
    “As you can see,” the local news reporter said in front of the camera pointed my way, “the town’s greatest virgin, Drake Hunter—wait, really? His name is Drake Hunter? That’s—oh! The police are now dropping him off at the entrance to the cave! After all that drama of him shouting that he didn’t want to leave his plants and chaining himself to his greenhouse, we’ll hopefully get to see the dragon come for the sacrifice!” 
 
    “Is this really something you should televise?!” I shouted back at her. 
 
    They ignored me. 
 
    So, what do you do when you don’t want to be on some sort of messed up, public broadcast? 
 
    You shout profanities. 
 
    “Fuck! Shit! Ass! Fuckidy fuck, fuck, fuck! Fucking fucks!” I shouted at the top of my lungs while staring straight at the camera. 
 
    I was pissed off, alright? 
 
    Both the cameraman’s and the reporter’s eyes went wide as they tried shushing me so that the news station wouldn’t face fines. 
 
    If they were going to sacrifice me to a dragon because I was too busy with my garden to have sex, then the local news channel could handle some fines. 
 
    Though, the camera panned back to the entrance of the cave as soon as a loud roar came from within. 
 
    The roar was enough to knock any lightweights onto the ground, including the reporter, and the windows on the news van shattered. The dragon was awake and coming. 
 
    For me. 
 
    Was I going to die? Maybe I was going to be treated as some toy and then killed whenever the dragon got bored? What if I was going to be turned into a toasted snack? Was I going to be forced to recite poetry and stand-up comedy to entertain the dragon? 
 
    Then I remembered they brought me to the cave because of one thing: my virginity. 
 
    Was the dragon actually some sort of pervert who was going to violate my virgin status? How would that even work? Was that even legal? Though, a dragon probably wouldn’t care about laws, and I doubted the government would care either if it meant sating a dragon’s desires to prevent the destruction of all humanity. 
 
    Another roar bellowed out from the cave, fluctuating in volume and intensity. If I had to describe how it sounded, I would say it sounded like that weird throat noise crocodiles make but like a yawn and about a hundred times louder. 
 
    Honestly, it took everything in me to not piss myself. Who wouldn’t almost wet themselves when they knew they were being sacrificed to a powerful, ancient dragon with no knowing of what their fate would be? Sure, those entertainers that returned before could leave, but there was no knowing what happened to them while they were gone! What if they could only leave because they sufficiently entertained the dragon? I wasn’t a funny person. I wasn’t creative, I was told that I have the sense of humor of a dried starfish, and—wait, I never found out what “the sense of humor of a dried starfish” meant. 
 
    “Can anybody see it? Is it coming?!” the reporter shouted. 
 
    I was too busy staring at the ground and holding back my bladder to look up. Everybody already knew as the town’s greatest virgin and that guy who wouldn’t stop shouting about flowers while chained to my greenhouse’s door. I didn’t need to add “that guy who pissed himself on live television” to my reputation. 
 
    At that point, I realized it might be a good thing if I never came back from the dragon’s cave. I wouldn’t have to deal with whatever reputation I’d have afterward if I never returned. 
 
    “We brought our town’s greatest virgin and the belongings that you requested!” the mayor shouted, standing in front of me. He was the closest one to the cave’s interior, and he was the first one to go running—almost losing his toupee in the process—once the dragon released another roar. 
 
    When I looked at my sides, I noticed that my computer, cellphone, and… a bag full of my clothes were with me. 
 
    Things were only getting more and more confusing. What would a dragon have to do with not only me, but my computer, cellphone, and clothes? 
 
    Before I could think about it too much, an invisible force lifted out of the police officers’ hands, up into the air, and into the cave. The force wrapped around my entire body, but it held me in an almost gentle way. 
 
    It gave my belongings the same treatment. 
 
    “There he goes! Good luck, Drake Hunter! Thank you for being the town’s greatest virgin! Nobody will ever forget your sacrifice!” the reporter shouted with some extra sass in her voice to make up for the fines. 
 
    Yeah, it was a good thing that I was probably going to die. I wasn’t dying yet, though. I was just being dragged through twisting, dark tunnels with no idea of what I was about to face. 
 
    The tunnels gradually grew wider and taller the deeper in the force pulled me. Not only that, but the once-dark tunnels became illuminated by glowing crystals embedded within the walls. 
 
    I never saw crystals so beautiful before. 
 
    Not that I could care too much. I was still probably going to die by a dragon. 
 
    One last roar filled the tunnels only to get interrupted by… a cough? A gag? It sounded like the dragon had some throat problems which really sort of killed the threatening vibe going on. 
 
    As if to punish me for my thoughts on how non-threatening the gag of an interruption was, I was dropped to the ground with no warning. 
 
    It hurt my knees. Being dropped on my knees onto a hard, rocky floor wasn’t exactly a pleasant thing. 
 
    I figured I could complain about such minor pain right before my death without anybody complaining. If there was ever a time to be whiny, it was then. 
 
    But I was too paralyzed to whine. Not literally paralyzed, but paralyzed by fear. 
 
    I was in a massive chamber that seemed to extend forever in every direction that I looked in. Yet, no matter where I looked, I saw no dragon. All I could see was… a small shack? From the outside, it looked like somebody tried converting a storage container into a house but had no idea of what design meant. The “windows” were jagged holes cut into the walls, there were uneven and unmatched layers of paint coloring it, and then—and then the dragon spoke to me. 
 
    “Do you wanna play a game?” the dragon asked. 
 
    It was even worse than I thought it was going to be. 
 
    I was not only sacrificed to a dragon, but they sacrificed me to a sadistic dragon who was going to put me through all manners of torturous “games” to see how desperate I was to survive! 
 
    I knew I was going to die, and that it was likely going to be a horrible, slow death all for the dragon’s entertainment. 
 
    “Hey, come on, let’s play some vidya,” the dragon said. 
 
    The hamsters that were furiously spinning the wheel within my mind came to a halting stop, throwing them out of the wheel and around in random places to wonder what the heck was happening. 
 
    What did this dragon say? It was asking if I wanted to play… “vidya?” 
 
    How did this dragon even know what that meant? I only knew what that word meant because I saw it pop up on forums sometimes whenever looking up guides for video games. So, how did this dragon know what internet slang for video games was? And was this dragon asking me to play video games? 
 
    Was that my trial? Did I have to beat it in video games in order to survive? In that case, if it was something like Gardening Simulator 2022, I could easily win my survival! But, if the dragon wanted to compete in a first-person shooter or racing game, then I was screwed. 
 
    I didn’t even know what my soon-to-be-killer looked like yet, so I forced myself to lift my head to get a look at… her. 
 
    She looked nothing like how I expected her to look. 
 
    There was no black, scaly hide as tough as metal covering her. She wasn’t as large as a mountain, either. Instead, she had pale skin, was maybe five feet at most, and she had a messy head of hair that was almost distracting enough to make me skip the fact that she had horns sticking out from her head. Besides that, a pair of wings stuck out from behind her waist and a serpentine tail hung off of her that slowly slid from side to side against the cave’s floor. 
 
    Perhaps the worst thing about this dragon’s appearance—and I mean worse as in completely expectation-defying, was that she had bags under her eyes. She looked like some young girl who had just spent all last night playing video games and was now struggling to stay awake to ask if I wanted to play more video games! 
 
    “You’re the virgin, right?” she asked, her voice as young and feminine sounding as she looked. 
 
    “Y-yeah,” I mumbled out. “If… if you want to play video games, why did you ask for a virgin? There’s that one popular streamer in town who lives next door to me. Are you sure you don’t want to just… let me go and play games with him instead?” 
 
    “Ehhhh? Aren’t virgins supposed to be the best at games?” 
 
    “I think you just offended a large percentage of humanity.” 
 
    “Ehh… come on, let’s play already.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, and I really couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Why? Because not only was she—well, a girl, but she was naked. Her wings conveniently covering the front of her hips and her hair hanging down over her breasts were the only things keeping her from flashing me! 
 
    “Shouldn’t you—shouldn’t you at least put some clothes on before inviting random virgins to play games with you?!” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Gimme,” she said, making grabby hands toward the bag next to me. 
 
    “Give you… my clothes?” 
 
    “Yeah.” She yawned and rubbed her eyes. 
 
    Did those roars from earlier come from this girl? Seriously? There’s no way, right? 
 
    I stood up to take the bag of clothes to her. That earned me the usual response I heard from people when they realized how tall I am. 
 
    “Woah! You’re like, huge!” she said, seemingly more energized than she just was moments ago. “Oh! That’s what she said!” 
 
    Did… she just “that’s what she said” herself? Do people actually do that? 
 
    “Hey, how tall are you?” 
 
    “Six foot three,” I answered. 
 
    “You’re like a giant! I feel so short next to you.” She laughed before using her wings to float closer to me. 
 
    That meant I had to look away from her. Without one of her wings covering her front, looking in her direction was dangerous. 
 
    “See?” she asked. 
 
    I looked down and saw her standing right in front of me. 
 
    Yeah, she was short alright. The tips of her horns barely reached my shoulders. 
 
    More importantly, with the fact that she was naked and now standing in front of me—that close to me, too… I had to stop looking before I got any thoughts. If anything were to happen, given our height differences, it would have been way too obvious. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, clothes,” she said and then proceeded to take the bag from my hands. She dug through it and then made an “aha!” sound before taking one of my shirts out from the bag. 
 
    It was a plain, white, oversized t-shirt. It was too big even for me, but I figured I would keep it just to sleep in and laze around in. 
 
    “Comfy,” she said, spinning around in the shirt before nodding twice. She seemed awfully proud of herself. 
 
    It’s way too big for her. That’s what she said. Shit, I just “that’s what she said” myself. Is this the power of a dragon? Has she already corrupted me?! 
 
    But seriously, the shirt looked ready to slide off her at any moment. It was only being held up by a single shoulder as the other end of it almost slid down her arm to her elbow. Plus, it was long enough to act like a dress, and it was since she lowered her wings enough to stick out through the bottom without pulling it up. 
 
    “I triggered a flag, right?” she asked. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I asked back. 
 
    “You know, a flag. I chose the option to be cute and wear your shirt. That means I should have triggered a flag for your route.” 
 
    “Sure,” I answered, having no idea what sort of flag she was talking about. 
 
    “That’s right,” she proudly said, nodding her head some more with her arms crossed over chest. “I am the queen of games. There is no flag that I can’t trigger and no route that I can’t clear.” 
 
    She yawned again. 
 
    That made me yawn. 
 
    Then she yawned because I yawned. 
 
    Then I almost yawned again, but I resisted which made her… smile? 
 
    I didn’t know what was with this girl—this dragon. I still had no idea whether or not she planned on killing me, but she acted nothing but friendly toward me. She treated me like some sort of friend rather than a snack, toy, or pet. 
 
    “So, what’s this uh, game you want to play?” I asked her. 
 
    “It’s one I made! Kind of,” she answered. 
 
    “You made it?” 
 
    “Yeah. I got bored with this world so I made one that’s like a game and stuff. Want to go live—play there with me? We can go on adventures, hunt monsters, defeat evil demon kings, and all sorts of other things! I can add anything to the world—game that I want to.” 
 
    “Wait. You said you made a world? That’s like a game?” 
 
    “Yeah. Is that weird?” 
 
    “A world. Like, a planet with trees, oceans, life, plants, animals, all of that?” 
 
    “Yeah. Isn’t that what worlds are supposed to be like?” 
 
    “And you made it like a game?” 
 
    “Yeah. Like, imagine if you’re cooking or something, and then a status window like in RPGs pops up and says you increased your cooking skill. Sounds awesome, right?” 
 
    “That sounds like it makes no sense and would never work in any realistic world.” 
 
    “It’s not supposed to be a realistic world. It’s supposed to be a fun world.” 
 
    “A fun world, that’s like a real world, but with RPG stats like a video game, that you made?” 
 
    “Yeah. Oh, and it doesn’t have any people or demon kings or anything yet. I just added all the basic stuff and some animals. Oh, and bugs, but only the cute or cool ones. I can add those if I want to, though.” 
 
    “You’re making yourself sound like some sort of god.” 
 
    “Pfffssshhhh, naaaaaahhh.” She dismissively waved one of her hands at me. “It’s nothing that impressive.” 
 
    “You literally created a world, unless I’m being stupid and you actually mean you just programmed one.” 
 
    “Well, it’s only in a uhhhhh—I guess humans would call it a pocket dimension?” 
 
    “You literally created a world inside of a pocket dimension.” 
 
    “Yeah. So?” 
 
    I was either being screwed with or facing an actual god. I didn’t know whether to call her ridiculous or to get on my knees and beg for forgiveness for all my past sins. 
 
    “Come on, want to check it out? I haven’t even visited it myself yet, so let’s go check it out together,” she said, reaching a hand up to me. 
 
    I lifted one of my hands to hold her own but stopped when I saw her eyes narrow. 
 
    Then her eyes went wide. 
 
    “Did… did I mess up a flag? You were supposed to hold my hand and then I’d increase your love points,” she explained, sounding genuinely shocked and defeated. 
 
    “Life isn’t some sort of video game, you know,” I told her. 
 
    “That’s why this world is boring and why I made my own.” 
 
    “I can’t believe any of this.” 
 
    “Hi, I can’t believe any of this, I’m Vryala.” 
 
    “Did you just dad joke me?” 
 
    She looked up at me with a smug smile. 
 
    “By the way, you can just call me Vala,” the supposed-to-be-a-ferocious-dragon said. “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Drake Hunter.” 
 
    She snerked and asked, “Really?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Oh, sorry.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
     “So, want to play some vidya now?” 
 
    “If by vidya you mean apparently go into a new world in a pocket dimension that you somehow created and made like a video game… sure.” 
 
    “Sweet,” she said and grabbed my hand, tugging me along with her into her shack of a home. 
 
    That was when I learned dragons could be slobs. 
 
    Also, that she could apparently order pizza from in there. 
 
    “Don’t you ever clean this place?” I asked. 
 
    “Ehh? Cleaning is no fun,” she answered. 
 
    Her bedsheets were on the floor, there were wires and game system controllers all over the place, a computer with a screensaver on featuring girls with fox ears, cat ears, and dog ears, and she had a small fridge left open with nothing but sweet drinks and junk food inside of it. 
 
    “Oh yeah, go bring your computer and stuff in here,” she said. 
 
    At that point, I was just going along with whatever she said and did exactly as she wanted. 
 
    I started believing that I was actually locked up in some sort of mental asylum. 
 
    “Oh, right, I have to ask you since I don’t know. There are definitely going to be survival elements in the game, but what else do you want? Like, do you want to play like a strategy game? A horror one? A puzzle game?” 
 
    “I’ve always preferred creative games,” I answered honestly. I might not have been a creative person, but I still liked when games gave me the option to pretend I was. 
 
    “Like that mining and crafting one?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “I see. Anything you don’t like? I want this to be the perfect game for both of us.” 
 
    “Uh… I don’t really like fighting or horror, and I’m terrible at racing and puzzles.” 
 
    “That’s okay, I got bored with fighting and horror and never liked the others much anyway.” 
 
    “Is… all you do in here sit around and play games?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “Do you even have internet connection in here?” 
 
    “Of course! How could I live without internet?” 
 
    “How did you live before it?” 
 
    “I don’t remember.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “So, survival, crafting, and what else? Let’s pick one more genre.” 
 
    “I like strategy and tower defense games, I guess.” 
 
    “That sounds like fun, let’s do it.” 
 
    “So… a real, living world with RPG stats that also happens to be like a survival, crafting, strategy and tower defense game?” 
 
    “Sounds fun, right?” she asked, tugging on my shirt. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “You look pretty tired. Were you up playing games all night, too? As expected of the town’s greatest virgin!” she declared, sounding proud of me as she nodded her head. 
 
    She couldn’t tell the difference between stress and being tired from being a no-life gamer like herself. 
 
    “Okay, you ready?” She held one hand out to me while her other hand reached into some sort of magical, floating orb. 
 
    I didn’t think it was possible to be ready for whatever was about to happen, but I nodded and grabbed her hand. 
 
    “Flag triggered,” she whispered to herself. “Oh, what should we name our world?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She did something with that orb and everything went black. Then a single status window like one from an RPG game popped up in front of me that read: 
 
    
     
      
      	  Welcome to I Don’t Know! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
    The only thing I knew for certain at the time was that I was confused. I went from standing inside of that dragon’s shack to falling through some sort of black void, and the only thing that I could make out was a floating window in front of me that read, “Welcome to I Don’t Know!” 
 
    It looked like one of those status windows that you would find inside of a game—a tooltip popping up to explain something to you. Only, it was a legitimate window floating in front of me. I could even poke it, grab it, and move it around. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Please don’t shake me so much! What if I break?! >_< 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    It was at that point that things made even less sense. The text on the window changed before my eyes as if it was some sort of living, breathing thing. It even got offended at me for thinking of it as a “thing.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I’m not a thing! I’m a living, breathing window! Windows have feelings, too! He-hey, don’t stare at me like that! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “How does a window even breathe?” I asked, because that was obviously the most important question. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Through my gills! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You have gills?!” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Nope, lol. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Right. That makes sense—wait, none of this makes any sense!” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Don’t worry about it. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “How am I supposed to not worry about it? I’m falling through some infinite void and there’s a window floating in front of me that’s texting me! Just because I never had sex before doesn’t mean I deserve this!” 
 
    
     
      
      	  It’s fine, it’s fine! Being transported between dimensions takes time. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Am I seriously being brought into some sort of other dimension?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Yep! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “And how long is this going to take?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I don’t know. It’s the first time we’ve actually tried this. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “We?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Yeah, me and the queen! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “What’s your relation to her?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  What are you, her dad? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “No, I’m a man who misses his garden and wants to know what’s going on.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You know you could have like a super huge garden full of whatever you want where you’re going, right? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    That was when things started looking up. “Seriously?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Would an informational status window ever lie? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure, but now that I’m thinking about it, a game where the status windows lie to you would be pretty meta and interesting.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You’re right! I should start lying! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Feel free to not start that. I’m already confused enough.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Fiiiiinnnneeeeee. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “So… what are you? Seriously.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I told you, an informational status window! The queen made me to help her out with this place. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “So, you’re like some sort of computer program or something?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  That’s windowist. Just because I’m a status window doesn’t mean I’m a bunch of lines of code! I told you I’m a living, breathing thing! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “A living, breathing thing that doesn’t breathe and shows no signs of life other than being able to text.” 
 
    I immediately regretted saying that as soon as the window grew a pair of lips and took some dramatic breaths using them. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Happy now? Was seeing a window with lips breathing good enough for you? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I… sure. I’m just going to stop trying to make sense of anything at this point.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  That’s for the best. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “So… do you have a name or something?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Window! Window, the informational status window! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Alright, Window. Do you… do anything other than this?” 
 
    To answer my question, Window grew several times in size and displayed more text than a license agreement that seemed to scroll forever. I wasn’t even going to bother trying to read any of that. Though, just from skimming it as it scrolled by, it looked like there were all sorts of things related to the world, everything on it, the universe, and… yeah. I already gave up trying to make sense of anything, and I wouldn’t try to again. 
 
    
     
      
      	  So, do you accept? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Accept what?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  The agreement! Did you read everything I just showed you? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Hell no!” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Lol jk. You don’t have to agree to anything. I just put a bunch of random words in there basically, so I hope you weren’t trying to read it. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I’m going to go gray between that dragon and you.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  That’s okay. Men with gray hair are kind of attractive. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “So, you’re one of those windows that chase after older human men?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  That’s a stereotype for us windows?! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Of course not.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Right. That makes sense. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    At least something made sense. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Wow, this really takes a while, doesn’t it?  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Yeah, aren’t pocket dimensions supposed to be small and instant usually? Or something?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I guess, but the queen wanted it to be a real dimension! You know, with galaxies and all that stuff. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “What exactly about this is ‘pocket’ if it’s got an entire universe inside of it?!” 
 
    
     
      
      	  It’s a pocket-sized universe! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Then what’s happening to me? Am I just being shrunken down to some impossibly tiny size so that the rest of the universe looks normal?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I thought you said you were done trying to make sense of things? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You’re right. So—wait, what’s that?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  That’s I Don’t Know! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Rather than falling infinitely through darkness, I could see what appeared to be billions of bright stars all around me and a planet that was steadily growing larger the closer I got to it. 
 
    “Why’d you say welcome before if I’m only just now reaching it?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I don’t know. Icebreaker? W-ah! Hey! Stop shaking me! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Windows like you deserve to be shaken!” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I’m telling the queen that you were bullying me! You’re making me dizzy! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I wanted to ask, “how does a window get dizzy?” but I remembered that the answer—or lack of an answer—would just make me confused again. Instead, I shook the window with both hands as I realized I was probably about to burn up in the planet’s atmosphere I was falling toward. 
 
    Only, as soon as I actually reached the planet’s atmosphere, I was teleported only to find myself standing on the world’s surface. At least, I assumed it was the world’s surface. 
 
    
     
      
      	  See you later, virgin! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I wanted to shake the window some more, but it turned into a puff of smoke before I could do anything else to it. Never had I thought that I’d want to torment an informational status window. The closest I’ve ever been to that was seeing the sight of, “You Died,” in some video games. 
 
    Hopefully, this world wouldn’t be as difficult as those games were seeing as how the dragon kept on calling this entire universe a game earlier. 
 
    Seriously, who creates a universe for fun? How could a dragon even have that much power? 
 
    “That took longer than I thought it would,” Vala said, standing behind me. She was stretching and yawning by the time I turned around to look at her. “It made me sleepy.” 
 
    “How does falling through nothingness make you sleepy?” 
 
    “It was like listening to rain, you know?” 
 
    “You know, there was no noise to listen to.” 
 
    “It was like watching grass grow, you know?” 
 
    “You know, there was nothing to watch.” 
 
    “It was just relaxing, you know?” 
 
    “You—wait, this is really realistic.” 
 
    I stopped the back-and-forth to look around. Maybe it was because she kept on referring to the world as a game, but I didn’t know what to expect when it actually came to the world. I guess you could say I didn’t know what sort of “graphics” to expect. As it turned out, the graphics were even better than my home dimension’s. 
 
    The green blades of grass felt almost unbelievably soft. The breeze that blew through the grass was cooling and carried the scent of flowers. The sun above was—blue?! 
 
    “Why is the sun blue?!” I asked, staring up at it with a wide mouth. 
 
    “Because I thought it’d be cool if it was blue,” Vala answered. 
 
    “How—how is it blue but not making everything look blue? Isn’t that how it works?” 
 
    “I dunno. I just thought it’d be cool to have a blue sun, so I made it blue.” 
 
    “So… you can just change what color things are like that?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Make the sky pink.” 
 
    The sky turned pink with no visible effort from her. 
 
    “Make the sun rainbow colored.” 
 
    The sun shifted from being blue to featuring all the colors of the rainbow. 
 
    “Make that cloud look like an octopus!” I shouted, dramatically pointing up at the cloud as if I had just thought of something that I knew she wouldn’t be able to do. 
 
    Of course, the cloud turned into an octopus and even waved some tentacles at me. 
 
    I dropped to my knees and remembered what I kept on trying to tell myself about not making sense of things. “Just… just put them back how they were.” 
 
    “Oh! Is this what they call ‘roleplaying?’” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “How dramatic you’re being, you know?” 
 
    “You know, I’m not faking this.” 
 
    “Oh, so you’re always this dramatic?” 
 
    “I’m only this dramatic when my entire hometown sacrifices me to some video-game-addicted dragon because I was too busy gardening to care about dating, after falling through a black void where a window was texting to me and whining about me bullying it, and—” 
 
    “Window is a girl.” 
 
    “That… window was a girl?” 
 
    “Yeah. Wasn’t it obvious?” 
 
    “Sure. Alright, the window was a girl. Why did you even make the window, and why did you make her a girl?” 
 
    “Because I wanted to.” 
 
    I looked back up at the blue sun. Despite staring straight at it, my eyes didn’t burn at all. It was kind of nice. I always thought that the sun was beautiful and always respected it for its importance to feeding my plants, but I only ever got to look at it through pictures. Inside of this pocket dimension, I could look at it directly with my own eyes with no pain. 
 
    “Can I look at the sun without it hurting because you wanted to be able to?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she answered. “It won’t even give you cancer anymore. Way better than the original, right? Maybe I won’t be so pale anymore!” She did a twirl in the sunlight, almost hitting me with that tail of hers as my oversized shirt came dangerously close to completely sliding off her. 
 
    “Don’t tell me you’re so pale and never left your mountain because you were afraid of getting cancer from the sun.” 
 
    “Cancer is serious, you know?” 
 
    “Dragons have to worry about cancer?” 
 
    “Not anymore,” she answered with her arms crossed over her chest and a proud smile on her face. 
 
    “You’re not just using cancer from the sun as an excuse for why you were a hermit with no job and no school, right?” 
 
    “I’ll have you know I went to school!” 
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    “Yeah. Is that surprising?” she asked with a tilted head. 
 
    “What did you go to school for? Where?” 
 
    “An online school for video game design, but it was boring and they were too focused on balance and catering to the players, and it was really boring, so I quit. Things are more fun when they’re unbalanced and not catering to anybody, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Don’t you think you were just too lazy to put the work in to properly balance things?” 
 
    “Making a game that the creator wants to make is more important than making a game that the players will enjoy, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Don’t you think that making sure players enjoy it is kind of important for companies to make money so that they can continue to make games?” 
 
    “Who needs money?” 
 
    “Normal, non-dragons who aren’t born into millions of dollars.” 
 
    “That sounds like a personal problem.” 
 
    I dropped that topic. Instead, I asked, “So, you have full control over everything in this… universe? Dimension?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “So, you’re basically this dimension’s god?” 
 
    “Nope, just its dragon.” 
 
    “What’s the difference between a dragon and a god?” 
 
    “Dragons exist,” she said while pointing a pair of finger guns at me. “Pew pew. Just kidding. Uhh, I guess the difference is that—” 
 
    “Wait, you mean you were just kidding about the existing part? So, gods do exist?” 
 
    “I mean, I guess it depends on how you define a god, but that’s boring to talk about.” 
 
    I flopped backward onto the grass. There was still about one percent of my desire to hold on to logic before the whole dragons and gods things but, after that, I gave up. I officially surrendered to the dragon’s lack of logic. All that mattered from that point onward was that I was living in an illogical universe a dragon could manipulate at any second with no effort. 
 
    And then she said, “Oh, right. Window, you can block my powers now.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “Blocking my powers. I have a really bad habit of cheating in games if I can. Like, if I don’t block my powers then I’ll probably poof some tanks and nukes into existence or something. Our game won’t be any fun if we’re overpowered.” 
 
    “But if you created… Window, and have full control over everything, then couldn’t you just force Window to obey you if you really wanted to?” 
 
    “Nope. I gave her enough of my powers so that Window is actually stronger than me now.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Mwahahaha! You thought it was my queen, but it was me, Window! I am the ultimate being of this universe now! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I grabbed the window and shook her. She might have been the ultimate being of the universe or whatever, but that didn’t stop me from shaking her. 
 
    “I didn’t make Window a masochist, so I don’t know if she enjoys that,” the dragon said. 
 
    
     
      
      	  I don’t! Please stop! Q_Q 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I gave the window a few more shakes before sighing and letting go, allowing the window to poof out of apparent existence again. “Even if you can’t cheat now, isn’t it going to be boring if you know how everything works—or… you created this world, so you know where all the secrets are and—” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know any of that.” 
 
    “You don’t?” 
 
    “Nah. I only helped with a bit of this universe and then had Window do the rest for me. Making an entire universe on my own would have been boring.” 
 
    “Why’d you have to make an entire universe anyway?” 
 
    “What if we build spaceships and want to go to other planets? We can’t go to other planets if there aren’t any.” 
 
    “I don’t think we’re going to be building spaceships anytime soon.” 
 
    “But we might be. You never know what’s going to happen in games which is why they’re so great, and this one is even better since it doesn’t care about catering to normie players.” 
 
    “What do you mean by catering to normie players?” 
 
    “You know. Like, if you build this huge epic fantasy game then people are going to be expecting orcs and dwarves and monsters and—” 
 
    “Dragons?” 
 
    “Yeah, basically.” 
 
    “I guess so. That’s all normal fantasy stuff alongside swords, magic, castles, and so on.” 
 
    “See, you get it. Now, imagine if halfway through some giant epic battle against the evil demon lord to save the world, aliens invaded with no warning and no hints that they ever existed and then blew everybody up and took over the world on their own.” 
 
    “That sounds like a horrible story for any medium. Of course the players would be upset from having their expectations betrayed and the climax that they were working toward completely thrown out.” 
 
    “What if the aliens brought new species of flowers with them?” 
 
    I couldn’t resist sitting up and getting excited over the idea. “That justifies it.” 
 
    “Sweet, I chose the right dialogue option again.” 
 
    “There you go again with that. Anyway, so you’re saying that there’s nothing wrong with betraying the expectations of everybody playing a game just so long as you think it’d be fun to do something crazy?” 
 
    “Yeah. People are too boring and used to the same old formulas which is why they get upset. If betraying expectations was the norm, then people wouldn’t get so salty over it. Not betraying expectations would upset people instead.” 
 
    “I’m not sure that’s how it works.” 
 
    “Eh, it doesn’t matter anymore anyway. All that matters is what we want now! Anybody else who exists in this game is going to think that our way is the best way.” 
 
    “That’s kind of messed up. So, if anybody else exists, they’re all going to have the same opinions as you?” 
 
    “Nah, I don’t mean it like that. I just mean… I’m… gah! This is hard to explain and thinking about how to explain it is making me sleepy.” 
 
    Despite how frustrating and confusing she was, seeing her be the frustrated and confused one was kind of cute. Her expressions were extremely easy to read and rather diverse despite the eternally sleepy look that she had by default. 
 
    “Okay, let’s look at it this way: everybody has free will and nobody is getting their thoughts forcibly changed or anything like that, but—okay, I give up. All you need to know is that everybody will get along and be happy and that there won’t be any violence or sadness or stupid stuff because that all sucks and I want a happy game!” She took a deep breath before falling onto her back. “I’m sleepy. Night.” 
 
    “Nigh—wait, you’re going to sleep? It’s the middle of the day!” 
 
    “Shhhhh. I’m trying to sleep.” 
 
    “You’re just—” 
 
    She was already asleep. 
 
    At least she wasn’t planning on killing me. I mean, I knew it was still possible she might get bored with me and kill me, but… from the way she talked about how she just wanted the world to be full of happy friends, I doubted she was the type to switch and decide to kill somebody just because she’d gotten bored with them. 
 
    Though, there was something I was curious about. 
 
    How come she never tried this sooner? If she tried this sooner, what happened to any previous worlds—games of hers? I had no idea what the lazy dragon was really thinking inside of her head other than that she wanted to have some fun. 
 
    At least the world being so safe and fun and friendly meant that I’d be able to leave her alone to go explore by myself. 
 
    Yet, as soon as I turned around to check out those nearby woods, she leaned up to say, “By the way, the bad guys will attack at night, so we need to set up a base. Don’t worry, the first night’s wave should be easy unless Window upped the difficulty.” 
 
    Before I could turn around to ask her what she was talking about, she was already lying back down and snoring while scratching her stomach underneath my shirt. 
 
    I considered just lying down and going to sleep myself. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
    As much as I wanted to lie down and sleep and not have to do anything like some irresponsible child–like a certain dragon, I really didn’t want to be at the mercy of whatever was going to happen at nighttime. Without more information, I needed to prepare. 
 
    Tools. Shelter. Weapons. Those were what I needed. Even knowing what I needed, I still depended on just how realistic the world was going to end up being. For example, in some games, you could just take a few blocks of dirt and build a cage around yourself. No monsters could get to you if you did that. Heck, you could have even just dug downward until the surface was above your head and then place a block directly above you to seal off your hiding hole for the night. 
 
    In other games, you would have to gather a certain number of materials such as three leaves and five logs, place them all together, and then build shelter using a blueprint. Then it was either as simple as smacking a hammer against the build site until it was done or clicking “build” and letting it do it all on its own. 
 
    So, I figured that the first thing I needed to do was figure out what sort of system I was working with. 
 
    The first thing that I did was pick up a rock. The second thing I did was get disappointed in myself for being disappointed that nothing popped up. Normally in games, acquiring an item for the first time would cause some sort of notification window. Instead, I got… nothing. All that happened was that I picked up a rock. It was a gray, bumpy rock with nothing remarkable about it. 
 
    “Alright,” I said to the rock. “Is there anything you can do? How about uh… ‘crafting recipes?’ ‘Open crafting menu?’ ‘What can I do with this?’” 
 
    Thankfully, that last question got me an answer. 
 
    Not-so-thankfully, it wasn’t the answer I was hoping for. 
 
    
     
      
      	  You could probably hit stuff with it, I guess. It is just a rock, so I don’t know what else you’re expecting… wa-ah! Hey! Why’d you hit me with it?! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I was testing it out. It is just a rock that I could probably hit stuff with, so I don’t know what else you were expecting.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  What if I died?! H-hey! That doesn’t mean to hit me again! Are you trying to kill me?!?!?!?!?!?! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Dang.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  W-why do you sound so disappointed? Are you disappointed that you failed at killing me, you virgin?! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “An annoying window has no right to call me a virgin. You’re probably even more of a virgin than I am, and at least I actually have a chance at losing my virginity.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Pffftttshshhhh. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Needless to say, I hit Window with the rock again. 
 
    Then it vanished from my hand. 
 
    “What just happened?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I deleted it from existence because you were misusing it! Rocks are for being rocks, not for hitting helpful windows! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “What part of you is helpful?!” 
 
    
     
      
      	  The world may never find out! o_o 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Wait. If I want to figure out how to make you useful… and that rock doesn’t seem to have hurt you at all, then how about this?” I asked, grabbing Window by one edge of her… body? Regardless, I walked over to a tree and held her like a bat. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Wai-wait! What do you think you’re about to do?! I do not approve! Do! Not! Approve! This is an illegal action! I’ll ban you! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I swung Window as hard as I could into the tree just like a lumberjack would have with an axe. To my surprise, she actually cut pretty deep into the tree. 
 
    
     
      
      	  @_@ 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I swung again. 
 
    
     
      
      	  *_* 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    And one more time. 
 
    
     
      
      	  x_x 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    We cut the tree clean through, causing it to fall onto its side. Unfortunately, just like in a normal world, it was nothing more than a fallen tree on its side. It didn’t magically burst into a bunch of smaller, more-manageable chunks or anything. 
 
    “So much for this world being a game, unless this is supposed to be an extreme difficulty mode.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Rest in Peace 
  Window 
  XXXX - XXXX 
  Window was a friend, lover, and informational status window to many. She will be missed and fondly remembered. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Well, rest in peace, Window. I guess there’s only one thing for me to do now.” 
 
    And so, I dug her a grave—using herself as a shovel—and then laid her down in it. 
 
    
     
      
      	  ARE YOU SERIOUS? YOU JUST KILLED ME BY USING ME AS AN AXE TO CHOP DOWN A TREE AND THEN BURIED ME USING MY OWN FLESH AND BLOOD, DROPPED ME OFF IN A SHALLOW HOLE THAT YOU WERE TOO LAZY TO MAKE DEEP ENOUGH, AND THEN YOU ONLY KICKED ONE LUMP OF DIRT BACK ONTO ME INSTEAD OF PROPERLY COVERING ME! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I thought you were dead?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  IS THAT ALL YOU HAVE TO SAY FOR YOURSELF? AND I’M A ZOMBIE NOW! AN INFORMATIONAL STATUS ZOMBIE WINDOW WHO’S GOING TO EAT YOUR BRAINS, YOU VIRGIN! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “If it makes you feel any better, I regret not burying you deep enough to drown out your voice.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I DON’T EVEN HAVE A VOICE! YOU’RE THE ONE JUST STANDING THERE READING ALL OF THIS AS IT UPDATES ON MY BODY! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Yeah, it kind of reminds me those videos back in the day on how to hack things, and since people didn’t have microphones, they’d just open up a text file on their computer to record them typing the instructions into the file. Then there’d generic music on in the background, and the corner of the screen always said something like ‘Unregistered ExcitedCam 2.’” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You know that was way too specific, right? 
  Unregistered ExcitedCam 2 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    She actually got a laugh out of me with that last one, but I looked away before she had a chance to say anything about making me laugh. Of course, after I blinked, I opened my eyes to see her floating in front of me. 
 
    
     
      
      	  You totally laughed, didn’t you? >3> 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Do you want to be used to chop down another tree?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  N-no… 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Then give me an axe or a shovel or something. Or one of those fancy matter manipulators or something that can do everything in one.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  But that would make it too easy for you! A-ah! Wait! Okay! Stop! Don’t swing me again! Just let me go! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I sighed and let her go. Then, three items popped out of thin air in front of me. They floated in the air between us just like how she could magically float without any issues. 
 
    The first of these three items looked to be a combination of an axe and a pickaxe. It had a wooden handle, a metal head with one end that served as an axe while the other worked as a pick, and at the very bottom of the handle was a small hole going through it with a chain looped through it. Hanging from the chain was… a cartoon dragon that looked just like the one on the shirt that the dragon took from me. 
 
    The second item was another combination between two—a hybrid between a shovel and a hoe. No more remarkable than the axe-pickaxe, at least this one didn’t have some little cartoon dragon hanging from it. 
 
    Only one item was left, and it was… a pair of leather gloves. Yeah, that was all they looked like. Fortunately, they also looked to be the right size for me to wear. 
 
    “I’m guessing that this is my starter kit?” I asked. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Basically! Try looking at the items and saying, ‘Description!’ 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Why?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Just do it! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “But why?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Pleeeeaaaaasssssseeeee? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I gave up, looked at the items, and said, “Description,” in a very half-hearted voice. 
 
    
     
      
      	  PickAxe 
  Durability: 100% 
  Efficiency: 100% 
  3 Damage 
  A tool useful for mining and chopping! 
    
  HoeSho 
  Durability: 100% 
  Efficiency: 100% 
  2 Damage 
  A tool useful for farming and shoveling! 
    
  Leather Gaming Gloves 
  Durability: ∞ 
  1 Defense 
  Gloves that let you play the game when worn! 
    
  See? That’s all totally useful information! I bet you’re happy you did what I said now, aren’t you? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “What does it mean by letting me ‘play the game when worn?’ And seriously, you named it a ‘HoeSho?’ Is it a tool for farming or rapping?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Fo sho, playa! Also, I don’t come up with the names around here. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Then who does?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Me, but don’t worry about it. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Just tell me what the gloves do.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You’re no fun! Virgin gamers are supposed to be excited to try out new things and discover how everything works! Don’t you want to, oh, I don’t know, maybe put the gloves on and then swing the PickAxe into a tree to experiment and see what happens? Maybe something will—wait! Don’t aim the PickAxe at me! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    With the gloves on and PickAxe held between my hands, I walked up to the nearest tree and swung into it. The cracking sound it made was way more dramatic than when I swung Window into the tree. It was the most stereotypical, game-y sound effect for chopping a tree that I had ever heard before. 
 
    Four more swings of the PickAxe later and I got to discover the true power of the gloves. 
 
    When I chopped down that first tree without any special gloves and with Window as my axe, it fell over just like any tree normally would. This tree, however, broke into a few dozen logs short and thin enough for me to easily pick up and move around. 
 
    “Seriously?” I asked. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Useful, isn’t it? See, this is why you chop trees down with the right tools instead of informational status windows! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “What if I chop a tree down with you while I’m wearing the gloves?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  D-don’t worry about that, and please stop looking at me that way. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    More interested in the mechanics of this world than Window, for the time being, I looked down at one log and said, “Description.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Oak Log 
  Material 
    
  Did you really need to use that on a log of wood? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “How was I supposed to know if there’d be any useful information there or not? Wait… what if I—Description,” I said while looking at her. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Window 
  Durability: Immortal! 
  9999999999999999999999 Damage 
  The best informational status window that anybody could ever ask for! Unfortunately, she has been stuck with a virgin who abuses her, kills her, doesn’t even give her a proper burial, and uses her to ask really stupid questions about wood. Maybe that’s why he’s such a virgin? Because he doesn’t know anything about wood?  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    As much as I didn’t want to admit it, she really was funny. Well, maybe not that funny. I’ve just always had a stupid sense of humor, and she was good at tapping into what I considered funny even if she was insulting me at the same time. Though, I could have done with less virgin references. They still stung even though I knew there was definitely nothing wrong with being one. 
 
    
     
      
      	  By the way, since I’m supposed to make sure the game is fun and everything, don’t be surprised if the information in the windows change sometime. Like, I have no idea what might happen in the future, so something might not scale right or be way too broken so I might have to change things up on the go! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “So I shouldn’t expect anything to be consistent because it all depends on your mood and if you made any mistakes before that you’ve got to fix?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Basically. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Can’t you just be less lazy and future-proof things so that you don’t have to make any changes later?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Says the guy who couldn’t even get laid. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “What does that have to do with anything?!” 
 
    
     
      
      	  The opinions of virgins mean less! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You and that dragon need to stop offending large portions of humanity.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  What’s it matter? You’re the only human here, so you are humanity! That means you’re the only one who could get offended by being told that your virgin opinion means less. Virgin. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You’re really beating a dead horse now with the virgin thing.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Are you at least going to give the horse a proper burial, or are you going to leave it sticking out of the ground, too? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I wonder what would happen if I used this on you,” I threatened her, acting like I was about to swing the PickAxe at her. 
 
    That caused her to vanish with nothing but a poof of white smoke left where she was. I probably could have brought her back by trying to get the description of something or just asking for her, but I figured I’d use the time to do some gathering in peace. 
 
    The world might not have made any sense, I might have been left to do all the work by myself by some dragon, and there might be an annoying-yet-informational status window who couldn’t think of better jokes than calling me a virgin over and over, but at least I got to be in nature. Peaceful, beautiful nature untouched by humanity’s hands. 
 
    Well, I guess it wasn’t completely untouched seeing as how one of the first things I did in said nature was chop down two trees. At least Window could probably just make some more trees pop up out of nowhere. 
 
    It was time to get to work. 
 
      
 
    And work I did. 
 
    After a couple of hours of work, I chopped down ten trees, broke up a few large rocks sitting around which split into a bunch of cube-shaped stones thanks to the gloves, and then I realized I had a problem. 
 
    With how far I was from the dragon, and how many materials were now all over the area, how was I supposed to get them all back to Vala? I could only carry three logs in my arms at once or two stones if I stacked them on top of each other like boxes. It was theoretically possible to carry all the materials back to her, but there was no way I’d be able to do so without probably pulling every bone in my body and not finishing until the middle of the night. 
 
    Therefore, problem. 
 
    “Hey, Window, you there?” I asked. 
 
    
     
      
      	  I am everywhere and nowhere! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Sure. So, how am I supposed to get all of this back?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  What did I tell you about figuring things out on your own? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “So, you see, I realized something. If I were to swing my PickAxe at something, and then ask for the description of something, you’d pop up right in front of where I was swinging and I could hit you before you saw what was about to happen and disappear.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Ha-have you tried holding a material item and saying ‘Craft?’ 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I picked up one of the logs and said, “Craft.” 
 
    A large, scrolling window popped up to show me everything I could make using the oak logs. Next to each item was a description, how many materials it would require, a build timer, some other information depending on what sort of item it was, and a “difficulty level.” The difficult levels ranged from one star to five from what I could tell. Most of the list was grayed out with only question marks in place of the other details. All the items that were available only called for wood and stone, so I figured that the list was only showing me recipes using items I had already encountered. 
 
    “What’s ‘difficulty level’ mean?” I asked. 
 
    
     
      
      	  How complex it is! Like, ★ items are easy and don’t take much time or a bunch of materials. ★★★★★ items would probably require take way more work and materials and need a bigger team! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “What do you mean by team?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Try to craft something! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Rather than try to get the information out of her since I doubted that would work without threatening her again, and I didn’t want to risk reusing the same jokes like her, I looked at one of the one-star items in the crafting menu. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Pointy Stick 
  Difficulty Level: ★ 
  Build Time: 1 minute 
  Required Materials: Any type of wood (x1) 
  Durability: 100% 
  3 Damage 
  Like a spear, but not as cool.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    To the right of that was a picture of a hammer, so I figured that was the crafting button. I reached to press it and… Window moved away. 
 
    I tried again, and she moved again. 
 
    While keeping one finger pointed out to where I previously tried pressing the hammer, my other hand pointed the PickAxe at her. 
 
    She floated closer and pressed the hammer against my finger for me. 
 
    That was when I heard rumbling come from underground. 
 
    A group of cartoonish beavers wearing hardhats and yellow vests dug up from below, set up a tent around the log of wood with signs up around it that read, “Construction! Do Not Enter!” and then I heard what sounded like buzz saws and hammers coming from within the tent despite not seeing the beavers bring any of those. 
 
    — Wait, why am I more worried about where these noises are coming from than the fact that a bunch of beavers with hardhats just came out of nowhere?! 
 
    Exactly one minute later, the beavers came out of the tent, gave me some thumbs-ups, and then dug back underground. The holes that they created from their entry and leave disappeared at the same time as the construction tent and signs. When those vanished, I could see what they were doing underneath the tent. 
 
    They turned the log into a thin spear that was longer than the log was in the first place, and it looked like somebody tried sharpening the tip by chewing on it. It wouldn’t surprise me if that was exactly how those beavers sharpened it. 
 
    I checked on the spear’s description. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Pointy Stick 
  Durability: 100% 
  3 Damage 
  Still like a spear, but still not as cool.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Well, at least I figured out how to craft things. Looking at the crafting menu again, I spotted something that was exactly what I needed: a wooden wheelbarrow. 
 
    The beavers came back and built it for me just as I was hoping for, and suddenly my problem about how to transport all the materials disappeared. 
 
    Of course, I had to make a bunch of trips back and forth to take all the materials back to the dragon. So, that was what I did. 
 
      
 
    I felt ready to pass out once I was all done. 
 
    About two hundred logs and twenty cubes of stone were piled up right next to the dragon. 
 
    No, she never woke up despite me dropping everything off right next to her. She did, however, wake up as soon as I was done and lying on my back in the grass to rest. 
 
    “Ooh. You were busy,” Vala said while yawning. “But I was kind of hoping you’d have a house and bed ready for me with the internet already hooked up. How am I going to play vidya now?” 
 
    I leaned up, ready to throw one of the cubed stones at her, and saw her directing a teasing smile at me. 
 
    “Just let me rest for a bit,” I told her. 
 
    “Another nap? Sounds good to me.” 
 
    “I said to let me rest. You got enough—hey, what are you doing?” 
 
    I opened my eyes to find her lying next to me, partially curled up against my side, with her head resting on my shoulder. Her face was right in front of mine and she was looking up at me with sleepy eyes and a smile. 
 
    “You’re really comfy. I’m totally going to use you as a body pillow once we’re done defending tonight, okay?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Aww. Why not?” 
 
    “Because I’m going to make a bed for myself and give you some cardboard to sleep on.” 
 
    “Don’t be so tsundere.” 
 
    “Sue-what?” 
 
    “Huh, I guess you’re not as much of a virgin as I thought you were.” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure you just offended more people again.” 
 
    “It’s fine, it’s fine,” she said before yawning and falling asleep half a second later. 
 
    I was too tired to move her, so I guess you could say that I slept with a woman for the first time since I ended up falling asleep with her still cuddling me. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Four 
 
    I woke up to the feeling of light, warm pressure on top of my chest and a couple of eyes staring right at my face. Those eyes belonged to, as far as I could tell, the only other person in the entire “game.” She must have moved from my side to on top of me while I slept. 
 
    “Did your love points go up?” Vala asked upon noticing I was awake. 
 
    “I told you to stop with that, and no,” I answered. 
 
    “Ehh? Seriously? But you’re a virgin. Shouldn’t a virgin be panicking and blushing and falling in love when he wakes up to a cute girl lying on top of him?” 
 
    “All you’ve done is remind me of my old lizard.” 
 
    “I reminded you of a lizard? For real?” 
 
    “Yeah. I used to have a pet monitor lizard. She liked to sleep on top of me.” 
 
    “I–I lost to a lizard… your first time sleeping with a woman was stolen by another…” She sounded genuinely disappointed. Maybe, in the same way that I compared her to a lizard since she was a dragon, she saw the lizard as competition despite her being an actual woman versus a pet animal? 
 
    “Not that it matters, but you’re the first person I’ve slept together with.” That seemed to have cheered her up a bit. 
 
    “I guess that makes it a little bit better. But wait, if that’s true, why aren’t you panicking more right now? Shouldn’t you still be flustered and shouting and trying to run away and hide out of embarrassment? You’re not even asking why I’m here or anything.” 
 
    “Well, I figured you’re on me because I’m soft and warm. That’s why my monitor liked me.” 
 
    “C-could you stop applying that logic to me, please? I’m not a pet lizard…” 
 
    “Other than that, I guess I just—” 
 
    “It must be because I tried triggering this flag too early. Dang, I let my impatience lead the way instead of my gamer sense. I should have known better than to bring out such a powerful attack before lowering your defense first.” 
 
    “You don’t have to talk about everything like it’s a game. You know that, right?” 
 
    She stuck her tongue out at me, revealing just how long and serpentine it was. So, in addition to her having horns, wings, and a tail, she also had a tongue that made it hard for me not to continue comparing her to my old pet monitor. 
 
    “Come on, get up. I don’t want to laze around and do nothing. If I’m here to play a ‘game’ then I’m going to play a game, and right now, that means preparing for tonight.” 
 
    “Ooh, you’re actually taking this pretty seriously!” 
 
    “I figure I have three choices. One, I could not take it seriously, probably run away and try to survive on my own away from you, and be easily found by you or Window. Two, I could just be depressed and lie around doing nothing while wanting to go back to Earth. Three, I could take this seriously, hopefully not die, and play along with your games in hopes of staying entertaining so that you don’t kill me.” 
 
    “I’m not going to kill you. I just want to play vidya with you.” 
 
    “You know, you could have posted an online advertisement saying that a lonely dragon girl is looking for virgins to play games with and you would have had millions of applications.” 
 
    “That’s not the same,” she said with another pout. “And… you know, if you really want to go back… I guess I can send you back. It’s not impossible. Co-op isn’t any fun if you have to force somebody to play with you, so…” 
 
    I honestly considered telling her right then and there to just send me back. I missed my greenhouse, I knew nothing about her, was constantly being called a virgin by Window, and we were about to be under attack as soon as it was nighttime. Going back to a normal, safe life back on Earth sounded pretty good. 
 
    Then I remembered what Window said about me being able to have a, “super huge garden” here. Vala even mentioned aliens invading and bringing new species of flowers with them. Going by the fact that she could turn the sun blue and supposedly created this entire universe by herself, I didn’t doubt that aliens really could bring some awesome, exotic flowers from alien worlds to this one. So, even if I could go back to Earth, what opportunities would I be missing if I did? 
 
    If anybody asked me, “Would you want to go to a brand-new world to live your life out away from society being able to grow huge gardens full of plants nobody had ever seen before?” the day before, I would have said yes and lamented about how impossible that was. There would have been no hesitation in accepting such an offer as long as I could have brought my greenhouse with me. 
 
    Maybe that was why I was still hesitating to just fully give in and accept this dragon and this world? I wanted my greenhouse and didn’t trust anybody back on Earth to keep the plants within it alive. Imagining them slowly withering away or being tossed out was the most depressing thing since my pet monitor died. 
 
    So, I could either give in and do something I had always dreamed of but previously thought impossible, maybe never getting the opportunity again, or I could go back home to take care of my plants while living the rest of my life out alone and potentially regretting my decision. 
 
    It came down to mourning my plants versus a lifetime of potential regret. 
 
    I really didn’t want my plants to die or be mistreated. 
 
    That was when I thought of something. 
 
    If I didn’t want to live out a lifetime of regret, even if it meant staying with a dragon who might secretly want to kill me, and I didn’t want to leave my greenhouse behind… 
 
    Why choose between those two things at all? 
 
    “Vala,” I said. 
 
    Vala tilted her head. “Hmm? Yeah?” 
 
    “I have an offer for you.” 
 
    “Ooh. What? Is it vidya related?” 
 
    “Kind of. How about this: if I can bring my greenhouse from Earth here, I’ll play as many games with you as you want for the rest of my life.” 
 
    “Your greenhouse?” 
 
    “Yeah. It was the only thing I cared about back on Earth. If that’s here, I have no reason to ever go back.” 
 
    “You’ll stay here forever if you have that?” 
 
    “Until I die.” 
 
    “Really, really? Like, you’ll play games with me here forever and ever?” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “Deal! If it’s just a greenhouse then that shouldn’t make the game too easy or anything like bringing your entire house would, and it’s totally worth it if it means an eternal player two! I can’t let such an important flag slip past me…” 
 
    “So, how are we going to bring my greenhouse here?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s easy. Hey, Window, come out.” 
 
    Just as requested, Window popped out of thin air and bent her “body” in a way that made it look like she was saluting Vala. 
 
    
     
      
      	  The best informational status window ever, Window, at your service! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Gimme my powers back real quick.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Do you promise not to cheat and spawn nukes or battleships? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I won’t, I promise. This is important.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Okay. There, your powers are back. Hurry up and give them back before you give in to temptation. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Window.” 
 
    With that, Vala reached a hand out and—I don’t know how to explain what happened other than by saying that she formed a bridge from our world to Earth. It looked like there was a rip through reality itself, and on the other side of the rip was a top-down view of my hometown. 
 
    “Which house is yours?” 
 
    “That one,” I answered and pointed at my house. From what I could see, there were a couple of moving trucks in front of it and workers moving in and out of the house taking all my belongings out of it. They brought way too many people for how easy that job should have been. It wasn’t like I owned much. More importantly, it looked like my greenhouse was safe. “Can you—I don’t know, zoom in?” 
 
    “Of course. Who do you think I am?” 
 
    “Some sort of winged lizard named Vala.” 
 
    She turned to look at me, stuck her tongue out, and went back to the tear in reality so that she could zoom in on my backyard. 
 
    “Is this it?” 
 
    “Yeah. That’s my greenhouse.” 
 
    “Ooh… so you owned your own house and had a yard and everything?” 
 
    “I had nothing else to spend my money on.” 
 
    “You must have been a hard worker to save up that much money to buy a house this big at your age. Aren’t houses like this really expensive?” 
 
    “It cost me a few hundred thousand, but like I said, I had nothing else to spend my money on. Getting a loan helped out, too.” 
 
    “And this greenhouse?” she asked and brought it closer into view. 
 
    “Built it from scratch. All of my free time went into getting building permits, making sure everything was legal, learning how to actually build it, buying materials, and then spending all of my time inside of it. You know what this style of greenhouse is called?” 
 
    “Nope. I don’t know anything about this sort of stuff.” 
 
    “It’s a geodesic dome greenhouse. You see how it’s made of what looks like a bunch of triangles in a circle? That distributes the structural stress. This design is stable, has great light absorption, offers a good amount of space, and it honestly just looks nice. I would be lying if I said that liking how this style looks wasn’t my primary reason for wanting to build this kind.” 
 
    “I see, I see. So, I bring this here and you’ll play vidya with me forever? You won’t want to leave or run away?” 
 
    “That’s the deal.” 
 
    “Alright, stand back, okay?” 
 
    I stepped back and let her get to work. 
 
    I didn’t know what to expect, but I definitely wasn’t expecting what I got to watch happen. 
 
    The tear in reality opened until it was the size of a movie theater screen. Then, magical energy poured from our world over to Earth, “scooped” my greenhouse right off the ground, and everybody was going outside or rushing into the backyard to watch as my beloved greenhouse was lifted into the air as if aliens came to abduct it. 
 
    My jaw may as well have been in the grass the entire time I watched that happen. 
 
    Slowly, the greenhouse approached the tear connecting the worlds and began to appear on this side of it. As cheesy as it might sound, I had to try not to get teary-eyed at the sight of my greenhouse returning to me. We were only separated for a few hours and I was ready to run up to it and hug it. 
 
    That is exactly what I did once it was placed gently on the ground on our side. While I tried my best to hug my greenhouse, Vala clapped her hands and closed the tear. 
 
    “You can take my powers back now, Window. The temptation to spawn an aircraft carrier is getting hard to resist.” 
 
    Just like that, Vala’s ability to tear a hole through reality to connect a bridge between worlds was taken away from her. Though, it wasn’t like she probably couldn’t just ask for her powers back again to do that if she ever found the need to. 
 
    “So, I get to use you as a body pillow tonight, right? Since I totally should have gotten a bunch of love points from tha—” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Wa-wait, really? I can? You don’t mind?” 
 
    “I figure I have two choices. I can say no despite you doing exactly what I asked you to do, even if cuddling wasn’t part of the deal, or I could surrender and stay warm with a dragon in case it gets cold.” 
 
    “Sweet, I unlocked a new event.” 
 
    “Speaking of events, we’re going to be attacked tonight, aren’t we?” 
 
    “Yeah, basically.” 
 
    “Alright. Let’s get working on our defenses then.” 
 
    “Ooh, you sound fired up now!” 
 
    “Of course I am. I have to protect my greenhouse. I was already separated from it once, so now I’m not going to let anybody hurt it.” 
 
    “And because you want to protect the main heroine who just so happens to be an awesome and lovable dragon, right?” 
 
    “Don’t push it. I only just agreed to being your pillow.” 
 
    Vala flashed a smile at me before turning around and looking over the materials I gathered earlier. Then she turned back to face me and asked, “Woah, aren’t you sore?” 
 
    “From what?” 
 
    “You know, from bringing all of this over here! Even if you made a wheelbarrow it still would have been a bunch of work.” 
 
    “It wasn’t that hard.” 
 
    “That’s what she said,” she said while pointing finger guns at me. “Pew pew.” 
 
    “Pew pew,” I said and shot my own finger guns right back at her. I figured I might as well start relaxing and playing along with her more since I’d be with her for the rest of my life. It might have been naïve or nonsensical to just go and genuinely believe that all because she brought me my greenhouse, but she brought me my greenhouse. That was enough to make me realize she might not be some sadistic killer waiting for me to bore her after all. No bad person nor dragon would have done something like that for me. 
 
    “Alright! So, what do you wanna do? Got any ideas?” 
 
    “Well, what are we going to be fighting?” 
 
    “I dunno. I wanted Window to keep that a secret from us. Think of her as like… a dungeon master. She’s our DM and we’re the players, so it’s up to her to surprise us.” 
 
    “Then we’re going to have to come up with some universal defenses that are good against everything.” 
 
    “What towers are available?” 
 
    “Towers?” 
 
    “Yeah, towers. You wanted a tower defense game, remember?” 
 
    “I remember saying something like that, yeah.” 
 
    “So, we need to build towers! First, since we don’t have a base yet, we’ll just use your greenhouse as a castle until we get a real one!” 
 
    Before I could raise any concerns about my greenhouse getting used as a castle against enemies, a flag with that cartoonish dragon logo appeared on the top of it. 
 
    “But which direction will they come from… that’s kinda important to know,” Vala said. “It’s not fair if they come from all—ooh!” 
 
    I looked to see what seemed to surprise Vala and saw a dirt road appear in front of us. The road led from my greenhouse’s entrance toward the nearest forest, split into two paths, and then led beyond the trees. “I’m guessing our enemies are going to come out of the forest along the road then. They’ll come from two different paths and then converge as one in the final approach. I guess, before we do anything else, we have to figure out what towers we can build and how many.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Oh yeah. I should probably limit how many towers you can make. >_> 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Oh, it’s you.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You sound too disappointed for being able to bask in my presence! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Show us what sort of towers we can make.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  no u 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Vala, how do I make this thing more obedient?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  First off, I’m not a thing! Second off, it’s not my fault you don’t know the proper commands! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “She’s sassier than I thought she’d be,” Vala said. “But the command is probably something like… ‘Tower Building!’” 
 
    Vala and I were lifted high enough into the air for us to see the entire path from the greenhouse to the forest. Glowing, pulsating circles appeared in intervals along the path with hammer icons floating above them. Assuming it worked like any other tower defense game, those were spots where we could build towers. A smaller window floated in front of us that read, “Selected Heroes: 0/2,” and below that were pictures of our faces. 
 
    As for the large window in front of us, it looked just like the crafting menu but with a focus on towers instead of any random item that could be made with a specified material. 
 
    Only two towers were available to us with many more grayed out on the scrollable list. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Warrior Tower 
  Difficulty Level: ★ 
  Build Time: 30 minutes 
  Required Materials: Any type of wood (x75), any type of stone (x50) 
  Durability: 100% 
  A tower that is home to brave warriors who will fight the invaders in melee combat! 
    
  Bowman Tower 
  Difficulty Level: ★ 
  Build Time: 30 minutes 
  Required Materials: Any type of wood (x100), any type of stone (x25) 
  Durability: 100% 
  A tower that is home to brave bowmen (and bowwomen) who will shoot invaders with arrows! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I looked down at the stockpile of stone and could only count twenty-three cubes. 
 
    “We don’t even have enough materials for one tower,” I said. 
 
    “I guess we’ve gotta hurry up and gather more then. How about… you go gather, and I’ll think about strategies?” 
 
    “How about, I go break up rocks and you load them into the wheelbarrow to bring them back here so that we’re both working?” 
 
    “Does napping count as working?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I guess I can help you out for a little bit since I’m so awesome and helpful. Then I’ll go to sleep.” 
 
    “You just slept earlier. Twice.” 
 
    “There is no such thing as too much sleep.” 
 
    “Can’t you make it so that you’re never sleepy if you can control everything in this universe?” 
 
    Asking that brought about an expression that would make one think they asked her the most offensive, horrifying question in all of existence. “Why—why would anybody ever want to do that? Sleeping is the best thing ever! It’s even better than games!” 
 
    “Then why don’t you sleep forever instead of playing games all the time?” 
 
    “Because I want to play games even if I want to sleep. It’s a really hard life having to constantly choose between sleeping and gaming. Humans just can’t understand the ultimate struggle.” 
 
    “You’re going to offend even more of humanity.” 
 
    “Less complaining, more mining. Look, we only have a couple of hours before it’s dark.” 
 
    She was right. The sun looked like it would set soon, so we had to hurry. “How do we get back to the ground?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  By asking nicely. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Let us down.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Nope. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Put us down.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Not really feeling it. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Set us down.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You can’t just keep changing the first word and expect a different answer. Well, maybe if you add an extra first word that starts with “P.” 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Positively put us down.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Why are you the way that you are? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I should be asking you that.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  All I want is to be treated with common courtesy! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I sighed and finally gave in, saying, “Please let us down.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  See? Now was that so hard? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Don’t get used to i—” 
 
    We fell. 
 
    Rather than being let down gently, whatever kept us floating in the air dropped us and waited until right before we were about to hit the ground before stopping us and letting us down safely. 
 
    
     
      
      	  That’s what you get for being so stubb—w-wah! Hey! Stop shaking me! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Window vanished the moment I stopped shaking her. 
 
    “You two really get along,” Vala said. “I’m kinda jealous. She better not be getting more love points than me…” 
 
    “I always liked playing the straight man back when I was in school, so that’s why it looks like we get along. It’s not because I like her.” 
 
    “You should totally tell me about your school days sometime.” 
 
    “I’ll tell you some stories while we mine stone, if you help me.” 
 
    “Ooh, you’d be a good politician.” 
 
    “Isn’t that way too far of a leap?” 
 
    “You should run for president.” 
 
    “That’s even further!” 
 
    Vala giggled and said, “Come on, let’s hurry up so we don’t fail tonight.” 
 
    “Sounds good to me.” 
 
    Vala turned away and looked up to say, “Next time, the first battle!” 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m letting the audience know what happens next time since that seemed like when an episode or chapter of something would end. Don’t you think that was a good stopping point?” 
 
    “Sure, but… you’re just going to talk up at the sky and pretend there’s an audience of people watching you?” 
 
    “I could make an actual audience appear up there, but that’d be kinda creepy. Then we’d be watched all the time.” 
 
    “Being aware that you were actually inside of a show or book or something would be weird. You’d just be there for somebody else’s entertainment, and you wouldn’t even know who.” 
 
    “Yeah. So, let’s go hurry up and mine so that the next chapter can begin! We have to keep the audience entertained.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Five 
 
    “How—how are you able to do so much work?” Vala asked as I lifted more cubes of stone into the wheelbarrow. 
 
    “I exercise. Have you ever considered it?” I asked her. 
 
    It was the final batch of stone cubes. After another couple hours of work, we managed to not only gather a hundred and twenty-two more stone cubes but also fifty more wooden logs. Having the gloves and tools that Window gave me made it easy. All I had to do was run around, chop down a tree, run to the next one, chop it down, and repeat. When I needed more stone, I used the PickAxe on every single large rock that I could find. 
 
    We may have given the forest a bald spot when it came to trees and rocks, but we had enough materials to get some towers built which was all that mattered. 
 
    “No way! That’s way too much work,” Vala said, genuinely looking scared at the concept of considering exercise. “Besides, look how cute I am! Muscles are nice and all, but I don’t want any.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because. What if I dropped something? Or what if somebody put something on my back? My muscles would get in the way and make things more complicated! And they’d weigh me down which would make moving around a pain. Life is already hard enough without muscles.” 
 
    “You’re not going to get muscles so big that they would inconvenience you if all you do is workout. You would just get, you know, more energy so that you don’t have to take two naps in a day and then still be tired. Unless you’re lifting some seriously heavy weights, you won’t turn into some hyper bodybuilder.” 
 
    “You’re forgetting the fact that exercise takes time away from vidya and sleeping.” 
 
    “No, I’m not forgetting it, I’m just telling you to take time away from those.” 
 
    “Wh-why would you say something so horrible to me? You’re going to lower the love points if you say something like that!” 
 
    Despite her complaints about exercising and lowering love points and all of that, she still seemed like she was having fun with me in the forest as we gathered wood and stone. Maybe it was the fact that we were gathering materials for our “game,” but all that physical labor didn’t seem to bother her. 
 
    I had to admit it, though. Chopping down trees and mining rocks in the forest for a couple of hours with a lazy dragon girl was pretty fun—relaxing, even. Maybe it was because I thought she was good company or the fact that I was just out and spending time in nature, but I enjoyed it. It was something I would do again even if my muscles were sorer than I was letting her know about. 
 
    My only worry was that I was going to wake up the next day with pulled muscles all over my body. That wouldn’t be as easy to hide as some simple soreness. 
 
    Well, I figured I’d deal with that when it came to it. After all, if she could make the sun blue, she could probably get rid of all pain and soreness. 
 
    That meant I could go all out without worrying. 
 
    “So, am I ever going to get hear about your own stories? I’m sure you have more interesting stories to tell me than me telling you about that time I accidentally threw a corn dog at somebody,” I asked Vala. 
 
    “Oh, no, that was like the best story I’ve ever heard! I don’t have anything to compete with that,” she answered. 
 
    “Come on. You’re a dragon. You’ve been alive for how long?” 
 
    “Hmm… I dunno. I lost count a long time ago, but it’s definitely at least… I–I don’t want to say it now that I’m thinking about it.” 
 
    “It’s not like a few hundred years or so are going to matter. I’m already figuring you’re at least five hundred given how long the tales of you go back for.” 
 
    “It’s… a lot more than that.” 
 
    “It’s not like it matters. Seriously. Nothing changes if you’re suddenly two thousand years old instead of five hundred. You’re still way older than me either way.” 
 
    I looked over at her since she went quiet. 
 
    She was tapping her fingers against the handles of the wheelbarrow and looking away. 
 
    It was at that moment that I became very curious about just how old she truly was. Her reaction made me think she was far more ancient than just being hundreds or maybe a couple of thousand years old. 
 
    Part of me was tempted to tease her by calling her a grandma or something similar to that. The other part of me knew that doing so was most likely going to result in, as she would put it, “losing a ton of love points.” 
 
    Really, I just didn’t want to get slapped. 
 
    I got slapped just for calling a girl two years older than me “grandma” back in high school. I wasn’t about to call a dragon potentially hundreds, thousands—millions of years older than me a grandma. If my face stung from a high school girl, I didn’t want to know what a slap from a dragon was going to feel like. 
 
    “Anyways, you mentioned thinking up strategy earlier. Got any ideas?” I asked. 
 
    “Some, but what about yours?” Vala asked back. 
 
    “Well, I know that the meta strategy for tower defense games usually ends up being stacking the highest damage-dealing AoE towers while having a few specialized towers to deal with anything strong, but this is just the first night here, so it should be like a first level, right?” 
 
    “Probably! I’ve got no idea what Window will end up doing, but I told her to make things fair and to scale normally and stuff.” 
 
    “Then we’ll probably be fine with one bow tower and two melee towers. They’re going to come from two different paths, so we could have the melee towers locking down each path with the bow tower between them so that it can support both sides.” 
 
    “I see, I see! That should work. What about us?” 
 
    “What about us?” 
 
    “We’re the only two heroes available, and two heroes can be chosen!” 
 
    “Right. I’m guessing… that makes us like the super strong units or something that are stronger than the towers?” 
 
    “We will be after we level up more. Right now, we’re probably a bit weaker than the towers are.” 
 
    “So, we’ve got levels?” 
 
    “Yup! Try asking for your ‘Character Information.’ That should work!” 
 
    “Alright. Uhh… Character Information?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Drake Hunter (lol) 
  Level: 1 
  HP: 100% 
  Damage: 2 
  Defense: 4 (+1) 
  Some loser virgin who abuses cute, innocent, informational status windows and will probably stay a virgin forever because he’s—STOP SHAKING ME!  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “So, I do two damage and have four defense. Or is it five?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Five. The +1 is from wearing the gloves. Now stop shaking me or I’m going to throw up! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You don’t even have a mouth.” 
 
    Window created a mouth where her text was supposed to be in order to stick her tongue out at me. 
 
    “You have to eat or drink to throw up.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  What? You think I don’t eat or drink just because I’m an informational status window? Wow, you continue proving how much of a windowist you are. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Alright, then what’s your favorite food?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Sushi. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Favorite drink?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Wild Gobbler bourbon. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Not bad, Window. Not bad at all.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  It’s about time you realize how amazing I am. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “At the very least, you don’t have a bad taste in alcohol.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I would offer to drink with you sometime but— 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Wait, are you even legal?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  … 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You’re like a sassy, bratty teenager. I’m not sure if you’re mature enough to be drinking.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I—I was given the intelligence of a mature adult! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You know what? I don’t even care. This world doesn’t make sense and it’s not like we’re back where we used to be, so it’s not like those laws apply here.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Exactly! I’m legal! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Yeah, yeah. Anyways, if you’re going to be here, can you at least tell us what sort of enemies we’ll be fighting?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  lol nope, bye 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    And with that, she vanished. 
 
    “Do you know anything about our enemies?” I asked Vala. 
 
    “Nah. It wouldn’t be fun if I had spoilers. Don’t you think spoilers are the worst?” Vala asked back. 
 
    “Depends, but in a situation like this, some spoilers would be nice.” 
 
    “It’ll be okay. Probably. So! Back to my question. What about us?” 
 
    “Right. The hero thing?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Well, there’s no point in only choosing one hero if we can choose two and we’re the two available ones, so I guess we’re both… going to be fighting, too? The problem is that I have no idea how to fight.” 
 
    “Just swing your PickAxe at everything. Chop chop!” 
 
    “Wait, we’re not going to be fighting anything living, are we?” 
 
    “You’ll see.” 
 
    “I’m not going to fight and kill anything that’s alive.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it.” 
 
    “I’m going to worry about it.” 
 
    She looked up at me and smiled before saying, “I promise you don’t have to worry about it.” 
 
    I was still suspicious, but I decided to trust her. “Alright. Then, if we’re the heroes, we’ll just be on standby behind the melee groups to help out wherever is needed.” 
 
    “I wanna fight though.” 
 
    “You can fight after we figure out where we need to fight.” 
 
    “I guess. Hey, you’re not like, one of those super duper meta gamers are you? The kind of person who min-maxes everything and is super boring and takes all the fun out of things. You’re not like that, right?” 
 
    “I mean, I’d rather not be like that, but I figured that’s what kind of person you were looking for if you wanted some virgin to play games with.” 
 
    “Oh, nah. I like you how you are! That sort of tryhard stuff is super boring. Anybody who actually takes games that seriously is why most games aren’t fun anymore since everybody has to develop around the people who are just going to min-max everything and not try anything fun but suboptimal.” 
 
    “You’re probably offending people again, but I don’t care. I agree with you. It’s like how MMOs never offer people unique, fun builds anymore. Classes are always forced to be played the same ways, and even if there are choices to play them differently, everybody is just going to choose whatever the top players have decided is the best way to play.” 
 
    “Right?! MMOs used to be so fun! Now they’re all just clones and so boring!” 
 
    “Yeah. That’s why I stopped playing them. They were only any fun if you had a good group of friends to play with, or a really active guild or something, but… anyways, it’s getting dark and we’re finally back. Let’s get these towers ready.” 
 
    “Right! Then, once we’re done defending, it’s bedtime!” 
 
    “I was going to tell you that we don’t have beds to sleep in, but it’s not like we haven’t already slept in the grass anyways.” 
 
    “Exactly. Plus, I can just use you as a bed again. Or a body pillow. Either works for me.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. Anyways, ‘Tower Building.’” 
 
    We were lifted into the air again and those glowing circles appeared around the paths once more. 
 
    A single, dirt road led from my greenhouse toward the forest before splitting into two. Those glowing circles with the build icons floating above them were lined up along each side of the road, and then there were three circles between the two roads where they were split. 
 
    To follow the plan from earlier, I “clicked” the air in the direction of one of the building icons near the right, split road and then selected a Warrior Tower. A blue circle appeared around the tower on the road, and if this was like any other tower defense game, then that would be where the troops could deploy to. 
 
    Those same beavers from earlier popped up out of the ground around the glowing circle, put up construction signs, and put up a large tent over where they were building. The tent itself was only about as tall as a two-story house, so I guessed that the tower wasn’t going to be too tall after all. It looked like it would be more of a base of a tower rather than an actual tower. 
 
    Next, I built a Bowman Tower between the two paths right where they split. A blue circle showed up around the tower that covered both sides of the road, so that meant it could target any enemies coming down either road even if they tried hugging the far sides of the roads. 
 
    “Want to do the honors for the last tower?” I asked. 
 
    “Sure,” Vala answered, selecting another Warrior Tower to be built for the left road. “All set!” 
 
    I looked down at the ground and noticed that all of our gathered materials were gone. Either we had the exact amount, or those beavers decided to take some extra stone and wood as tax. Regardless, it felt bad seeing all of our gathered materials gone after we spent so much time gathering them all. Then again, the whole point to gather them was to build the towers, so I couldn’t feel too bad about it. 
 
    “Have any idea what our towers are going to look like? The troops?” I asked. 
 
    “Nope,” she answered. 
 
    “Do you know anything that I don’t about this world?” 
 
    “Nah, not really. I just know that it’s going to be a ton of fun with you!” 
 
    “It’s not going to be fun if we’re killing living things.” 
 
    “You really don’t have to worry about that.” 
 
    “I’m trying not to, but I’m still worried.” 
 
    “That’s okay. That just means you’re a really good guy. This world is supposed to be like a game but you’re still worried about hurting others. I like that about you!” 
 
    That might have been the first compliment I was ever given by somebody from a girl—from anybody other than my parents or teachers. I wasn’t able to resist turning away because I knew that there was an embarrassing color on my cheeks. Being complimented so genuinely like that—from a dragon—was just… 
 
    It was nice. 
 
    While we were still up in the air, I selected both of us as the heroes but didn’t notice any changes other than it showing us as the selected two. We were then lowered back to the ground as the three crews of beavers got to work. 
 
    “Anyways, I’ve got my PickAxe. What about you? You can use the wannabe spear I made earlier,” I said, looking over at the spear—the Pointy Stick. 
 
    “Ooh, I can use a weapon you made? That’d be fun! I’ll be… I’ll be like some sort of hybrid class! Like, I’ve got a spear, and then I’ve also got my claws, my breath, and my magic. I’m gonna be totally awesome.” 
 
    “What was that about using your claws and breath?” 
 
    “You’ll see,” she answered with a confident smile. 
 
    That confident smile of hers only made me even more worried. 
 
    “Wait, what are we going to do about food?” I asked. 
 
    “You like gardening, right? Just grow some for us! I’ll maybe hunt, and you garden.” 
 
    “You know gardening takes time, right?” 
 
    “You know that magic means that gardening can happen super fast, right?” 
 
    “You know that I’m not used to these things and am not always considering that I’m now in a world where magic can just make anything conveniently happen, right?” 
 
    “You know that you should just stop worrying and instead think about how to have more fun, right?” 
 
    “Focus on having more fun… right.” 
 
    “Right!” 
 
    “If I starve to death, just know that I’m going to come back as a ghost to haunt you.” 
 
    “Woah, you can do that? I—I don’t even know how to do that and I’ve been alive for—” 
 
    I looked down at her face only to see her zipping her own lips. 
 
    Literally. 
 
    She was actually zipping her own lips. 
 
    Where once were lips was instead a closed zipper. 
 
    “I’m guessing that you’re basically applying cartoon laws to this world?” I asked. 
 
    She mumbled against the zipper and nodded her head. 
 
    “You’re ridiculous.” 
 
    She unzipped her lips and said, “Thanks, onii-fam. Being ridiculous is fun.” 
 
    “What the heck is an ‘onii-fam?’” 
 
    “Come on, you’re a virgin! You should know memes and weeb references.” 
 
    “Would you stop insulting virgins everywhere?” 
 
    She giggled and then a lightbulb appeared above her head. Again, it literally appeared above her head. “Oh! Try saying something that will make me really excited.” 
 
    “Like what and why?” 
 
    “Trust me, just do it.” 
 
    “Alright, but I have no idea what I’m supposed to say.” 
 
    “Come ooooonnnn. You can do it.” 
 
    I sighed and said, “Full-Life 3 finally got a release date.” 
 
    Her eyes grew wide and… despite the fact that she was a dragon, a pair of cat ears matching her hair popped up on top of her head to twitch with eager excitement. 
 
    “Sweet, it worked!” Vala said, reaching up to grab and squeeze her own cat ears. “I saw this one really cute manga where a girl was drawn with cat ears whenever she was excited, so I thought it’d be cute to try it myself.” 
 
    “So, now you’re copying comics for your own world? Isn’t that lazy?” 
 
    “Are you forgetting who you’re talking to?” 
 
    “The laziest dragon in all of existence?” 
 
    She let go of her cat ears, letting them disappear, to shoot her finger guns at me with the usual, “Pew pew,” sound effects. 
 
    “If you’re going to have cat ears, can I have a tank?” 
 
    “Like, a paladin?” 
 
    “No. I mean like a giant pew pew kind of tank that blows things up and runs things over.” 
 
    “If you build one, probably. Maybe one is in the building menu somewhere but it’s hidden since you don’t have all the parts yet.” 
 
    “It was just a random thought for fun.” 
 
    “Perfect! That’s what we need more of! More random, fun thoughts! Window can add all sorts of random, fun things for us that make no sense and serve no purpose other than to be fun.” 
 
    “I have a feeling that this world is going to end up having a ton of different themes and genres mixed into it if that’s how it is.” 
 
    “Sure, why not? Who cares as long as it’s fun?” 
 
    “Fair enough. Anywa—” 
 
    The sky turned several shades darker, the road glowed to illuminate the paths despite there not being any obvious light sources, and a tall, metal tower with a flashing, red light popped up from behind the trees. 
 
    Floating, white text appeared in the sky next to the tower that read, “Wave: 1/5.” Three hearts floated below the text. 
 
    When I looked behind us, I saw three, large, red hearts that looked more like the emoji kind of hearts than literal hearts on my greenhouse door. 
 
    Monstrous noises came from behind the trees outside of our sight. To make matters worse, the towers still had another couple of minutes on them before they were done, meaning we would be forced to fight ourselves if we wanted to protect my greenhouse and the hearts on its door. 
 
    “Looks like it’s starting!” Vala said, flinging the spear I made into the air with her tail, grabbing it in one hand, and then spinning it around before striking what looked like a cool battle pose. 
 
    It would have been a cool battle pose instead of like one if it wasn’t for the fact that all she was wearing was my oversized shirt. That, combined with her messy hair, kind of took away any seriousness from how she looked. 
 
    As for me, I picked up my PickAxe and held the axe end of it forward. 
 
    “Ready, partner?” Vala asked, looking at me from the corner of her eye as she spoke in some sort of wannabe cool, confident voice. 
 
    “Wait, what happens if we get hurt or if our health drops to zero percent?” 
 
    “You worry too much!” 
 
    And so, rather than relieve any of my worries, she charged forward using her wings to give her a speed boost. 
 
    I had no idea just how crazy the first battle of our “game” would turn out to be. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
    Those noises, which I will admit were horrifying at the time and caused my hands to shake around the PickAxe, only grew louder as the trees nearest to us started shaking. Between the trembling ground, the shaking trees, and those monstrous noises that sounded as if they were coming from bloodthirsty demons, I was seriously getting worried. 
 
    I thought we agreed neither of us cared about fighting or horror?! I’ve got a seriously bad feeling about this! Not only do I have next to no idea how to fight, but it sounds like we’re going to be fighting things way beyond our level! Are they going to be demons? Zombies? Minotaurs? My thoughts raced with all the possibilities of whatever could make those sounds. The more I thought about the options, the more scared I became. 
 
    This is why I don’t like horror! I can’t handle these sorts of situations! It’d be better if the monsters just came out and revealed themselves at least instead of building up the tension! 
 
    “You ready?” Vala asked, looking at me with that same confident smile from before. 
 
    “Ready to probably have my face bitten off by zombie-demon-minotaurs? Sure, why not,” I answered. “No, I’m not ready!” 
 
    “It’ll be fine, fam.” 
 
    “What the heck is a fam? Some kind of yam? No, if it was, I would know.” 
 
    “Y-you really like plants, huh?” 
 
    “I wish I had some cherry tomatoes right now. They would relax me.” 
 
    “Cherry tomatoes relax you?” 
 
    “Yes. They taste nice and I enjoy popping them in my mouth.” 
 
    “You like when things pop in your mouth?” Vala asked, giggling behind the hand raised over her mouth. 
 
    “Don’t corrupt the popping of cherry tomatoes or else you’re on your own.” 
 
    “Okay, I won’t say anything lewd about popping cherries.” 
 
    I looked at her and saw her snickering behind her hand again. 
 
    “I’ll pop your cherry if you keep this up, you degenerate dragon,” I threatened. I didn’t mean it, of course. I just wanted to throw her off guard as revenge for mocking the glory of cherry tomatoes. Only, the reaction I got from her… 
 
    “Wh-wha? I-it’s way too soon for that! That event shouldn’t be coming up until after I get more love points! I–I need to load a save and go back…” 
 
    For the first time, the girl who had been teasing me, sleeping on me, trying to fluster me, and so on, finally showed me blushing cheeks and panicking eyes. Her pale skin made her blush even more obvious as she turned light shades of red from her neck to the tips of her ears. Even her horns turned red! Not only that, but… her blush didn’t quite look natural. There were what looked like diagonal lines over her cheeks and nose. 
 
    “Did a cat scratch you while I wasn’t looking or something?” I asked. 
 
    Vala wrapped her tail around the spear to hold it so that both hands could rise to cover those strange lines. “Ju-just ignore that,” she said. 
 
    “What’s up with them?” 
 
    “I—” 
 
    
     
      
      	  We made it possible to blush like anime girls here because she thought it would be cute to see you blush like that. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Looking at Vala, she was blushing even more after having Window expose the truth. 
 
    “So, those weird lines are… blushing?” I asked. 
 
    Vala made a couple of V shapes with her fingers to peek through with her eyes as her hands covered the rest of her face. 
 
    “I didn’t think you were going for a speedrun… I wasn’t expecting that, so it’s not fair,” she explained. 
 
    “Is now really the time to be blushing when we’re about to be under attack? Shouldn’t they already be attacking instead of just letting us stand here talking?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I told them to wait so you two could have a cute moment together. You’re welcome. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I wonder if I could take advantage of this to get the towers done before we’re attacked. If talking to Vala and making her blush means the enemies are going to wait for us to finish before attacking, then maybe… 
 
    I looked up at the towers and noticed that the timers had paused. So, the enemies might have paused for us, but the construction of our towers paused, too. 
 
    Window didn’t have any noticeable expression, but I was sure she was looking at me with a smug smile. 
 
    “Speedrunning isn’t allowed anymore,” Vala said, finally taking her hands away from her face. 
 
    At least I discovered a weakness of the lazy dragon. She was able to tease me with ease, but if I tried teasing her about something sexual, she started blushing and didn’t know how to respond. 
 
    That was useful information to have. 
 
    I would have to figure out later on how to fully take advantage of that information, though, because the sounds from the forest resumed. That meant she went back to looking cool, confident, and ready while I returned to shivering. 
 
    A dragon who can act so confident when it sounds like Hell itself is behind the trees, but gets flustered at the first mention of having her cherry popped, and a guy who can joke to a dragon about popping her cherry but gets scared because of some spooky noises behind some trees. I can’t tell if we’re a perfect match or a horrible one. 
 
    Finally, it began. 
 
    “Here they come,” Vala said. 
 
    The enemy that I was increasingly scared of finally came beyond the trees to begin their march toward my greenhouse. 
 
    And they were every bit as horrifying as I thought they would be, only in a different way than what I was expecting. 
 
    Cats. 
 
    Four small, spotted cats wearing leather armor with daggers held in their mouths came running down the road straight at us. 
 
    
     
      
      	  New Enemy Discovered! 
  Cat Scout 
  Threat: ★ 
  HP: Like barely any. Go easy on them. 
  Damage: 3 
  Defense: 2 
  Brave felines who scout ahead for the main legions of the Pawsitively Feline Empire! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I hate cats. Why couldn’t they have been dogs? 
 
    As much as I hated cats, how was I supposed to fight them? Not only that, but how was I supposed to fight them without killing them? All I had was my PickAxe, feet, and fists! Any of those would seriously hurt a little cat! 
 
    “I can handle this,” Vala said. 
 
    “Hey, take it easy on them. They barely have any health,” I told her. 
 
    “Trust me.” The mischievous grin she showed me did the opposite of make me trust her. “I can take them out with only a fraction of my power.” 
 
    The cats, with evil looks in their eyes, were getting closer. 
 
    That was when Vala held her free hand out to the cats and… fired a massive fucking rainbow-colored beam of energy that destroyed everything in its path including the forest behind the cats. 
 
    “What the fuck was that?!” I shouted in disbelief at what I just saw. “There’s no way those cats are alive! There’s no way anything in the way is alive still! Also, aren’t we only level one? How was that only a fraction of your power?!” 
 
    “O-oh. I guess Window only leaving me a percent of my power was too much still,” Vala said before nervously giggling while rubbing the back of her head. 
 
    “You’re telling me that was only a fraction of one percent of your power?!” 
 
    “That was like… three percent of my one percent. I’m not good at math.” 
 
    I dropped my PickAxe alongside my jaw. 
 
    Then, as the smoke cleared, I looked at the road to see the destruction. 
 
    To my surprise, the path looked fine, the forest behind it was already regrowing the trees that she blasted away, and the cats… 
 
    They had ghosts, floating out from their mouths, hovering above them while waving white flags. 
 
    A couple of gold coins appeared above each one of them with the obligatory video game sound effect that you would normally hear after collecting a gold coin. They disappeared just as quickly as they popped up, and then the ghosts went back into the bodies of the cats who got up, limped off of the path, and returned to the forest. 
 
    Somehow, somehow, they survived. 
 
    “See? I told you there wasn’t anything to worry about,” Vala said. 
 
    “So… nothing will actually die here? Everybody here is seriously immortal and we’re all just doing this for fun without any actual risk?” I asked. 
 
    “Hehe, told you! You’ve got to have faith in me! I would never let anybody sharing this world with us suffer,” said the girl who just shot a giant rainbow beam at a few, small cats. 
 
    “Such a benevolent goddess.” 
 
    “Pfffsssshhh, I’m not a goddess, I’m just a dragon!” declared the dragon who could not only make entire universes on her own as well as fill them with life and different laws of reality, but who could also shoot giant rainbow beams with only three percent of one percent of her power. 
 
    The text in the sky changed to say, “Wave: 2/5,” and the sounds from the forest resumed. 
 
    Three cat scouts came running down each side of the path for six total. 
 
    “I’ll get these three, you get those three!” Vala commanded. 
 
    “Can’t you just blast them all away again?” 
 
    “Nah. Window nerfed me again. This is all I can do now.” 
 
    Vala stuck her hand out just like before and shot another beam… that behaved more like a limp pool noodle which couldn’t even make it halfway to the charging cats before dissipating. 
 
    At least she wasn’t so insanely overpowered anymore. I almost felt bad for the cats, and that would never happen normally. 
 
    Vala ran forward to meet those coming down her fork in the path, so I did the same. 
 
    Hitting small targets with my heavy PickAxe would be difficult, but it was my best bet aside from trying to kick them. 
 
    Will they be okay if I hit them with the pointed end or the bladed end? I know they won’t die, but what if I somehow cut them in half or impale them? Maybe I should just try smacking them with the sides instead. Yeah, that would probably be easier. I’ll swat at them like I have a golf club and they’re just golf balls. 
 
    I reached the cats with my plan ready and… was immediately put on the defensive. 
 
    The cat in front of the others jumped up and actually swung its dagger against the bladed end of the PickAxe with enough force to push my arms back a bit. The little bastards were seriously strong! 
 
    Not only that, but the other two ran past me and were headed for the greenhouse! 
 
    In the moment, I forgot that special hero units in tower defense games could usually only distract a single enemy at a time no matter the power discrepancy. So, no matter how much bigger and potentially stronger I was than the cats, it didn’t matter. I could only distract this single one. 
 
    That meant I had to hurry up and deal with it. 
 
    Then the annoying thing dropped its dagger and bit my ankle. 
 
    It all came back to me. 
 
    The memories of going to my childhood friend’s house rushed back. 
 
    I was only a little kid when it happened, maybe six or seven years old. We were playing video games, but he had to go to the bathroom, so we paused and he left me alone in the room with his cat. 
 
    I still remember how irresistible the cat’s fluffy, exposed underside looked to my childish hand. How was I supposed to resist petting such a fluffy, soft belly? My other friends who had dogs loved getting their bellies rubbed, so a cat would probably enjoy it as well, right? 
 
    Wrong. 
 
    My mom had to pick me up from what was originally supposed to be a sleepover because I wouldn’t stop crying from how bitten and scratched-up my hand was. No matter how many bandages and kisses my mom gave my hand, the pain persevered throughout the night. 
 
    I hated cats ever since, and now this bastard reminded me why. 
 
    The cat must have been able to sense my killing intent seeing as how, rather than try to attack me again, it sat there with large, innocent eyes and curled lips as if trying to win me over with cuteness. 
 
    I swung my PickAxe-turned-golf-club with enough force to send the cat flying off the path, causing its ghost to slip out from its mouth and those gold coins to appear above it. 
 
    One down, two to go. 
 
    The remaining cats must have sensed it, too, because they turned their heads back to look at me running at them. Dirt from the path was kicked up from them trying to run even faster to escape me, but they were too slow. 
 
    Unfortunately for them, I caught up. 
 
    “Ooh, good job. I knew you could do it,” Vala said from behind once I was done swatting the other two cats off of the path. 
 
    “I found my resolve,” I replied. 
 
    “I knew cats would help bring that out.” 
 
    “How’d you manage to know something like that?” 
 
    “Be-because I’m awesome and know everything.” 
 
    “I thought you didn’t know anything about what would happen? 
 
    “Don’t question me.” 
 
     The text changed to show that the third wave was beginning, so rather than pursue that topic, we returned to our positions. 
 
    I wanted more cats to take out my revenge on for the sake of six-year-old me. I never knew that I was somebody who could be so easily fueled by the desire for revenge, but there I was, wanting nothing more than to inflict ultimate despair upon cats for having such pristine, fluffy bellies that they wouldn’t let others pet. 
 
    What’s even the point of having such perfectly fluffy bellies if you’re not going to let me rub them?! 
 
    Five scout cats came running down each path for the third wave, and only one of each of ours got close to the greenhouse before we were able to catch up and take them out. 
 
    However, the fourth wave was when things became challenging. 
 
    Only two scout cats came down each path at first, but the wave didn’t end there. Those two were followed by three, and those three were followed by four. 
 
    Then, after barely managing to catch up to the last scout cat before it reached the greenhouse, Window popped up with new information. 
 
    
     
      
      	  New Enemy Discovered! 
  Cat Soldier 
  Threat: ★ 
  HP: Weak enough to die from a three percent of a one percent of energy magical beam, but strong enough to survive getting smacked a couple of times by your weak arms swinging around a PickAxe. 
  Damage: 4 
  Defense: 5 
  Foot soldiers of the Pawsitively Feline Empire who can easily go claw-to-PickAxe with sadistic virgins who shake around informational status windows! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    One cat soldier came walking down each path. They were twice the size of the scout cats and protected by what looked like iron armor instead of leather armor, and they had short swords held between their fangs as well. 
 
    It was time to figure out if they could really go claw-to-PickAxe with me. 
 
    We met each other on the path and immediately clashed weapons. The cat soldier’s sword clanged against the blade of my PickAxe, and neither one of us were interested in giving the other any ground. 
 
    It only took a few more blows before I was the one getting pushed back. The armored bastard even managed to cut my arms a few times, and that was when a red bar appeared at the bottom of my vision letting me see that I only had eighty percent of my health left. 
 
    Vala looked like she was struggling, too, with her own cat soldier when I looked over at her. 
 
    While we could both probably win as long as we kept it up since we probably had more health than the soldier cats, would we be able to win before the next wave began? We wouldn’t be able to take out the next wave in time if we were still fighting the soldiers. 
 
    That was when our reinforcements arrived. 
 
    The tents were pulled off of the towers, which were really more like two-story houses with a few windows on the top floors and doors on the bottom floor, and our reinforcements came pouring out from the doors. 
 
    Except those “doors” on the bottom floor were actually dog doors, and our reinforcements were… short, fluffy dogs wearing light metal armor with swords between their mouths just like how the cat soldiers were holding them. 
 
    Three dogs charged out of each tower and immediately rushed over to help us like the good boys and girls that all dogs naturally were. 
 
    As the cat kept its focus on me, one dog slashed its sword against its side, another jumped up to tackle the cat from the other side to knock it down to the ground, and the third dog dropped its sword to—playfully—bite the cat’s neck. 
 
    The cat’s ghost slipped out from its mouth and gold coins appeared above it. 
 
    The three dogs, satisfied with their work, all looked up at me with their tongues hanging out of their mouths and their tails excitedly wagging behind them. 
 
    Dogs were the best. No, dogs are the best. 
 
    Since there was no way I could resist, I crouched down to rub each of their heads as the cat soldier limped away into the forest. 
 
    Then, as soon as the last wave began, the dogs got into position and waited for the enemies to come. 
 
    Two cat soldiers and ten cat scouts came down each path, but not all at once which allowed us to easily hold the line and deal damage while keeping the enemies within range of the now-completed bowman tower. I couldn’t see who or what was firing the arrows since they were firing from darkened windows, but arrows came down every other second to help us out with our enemies. 
 
    Between six dogs, me, Vala, and the bowman tower, the last wave was the easiest one yet and our first battle was over. 
 
    The sky returned to normal, the paths stopped glowing, and no more sounds came from within the forest. 
 
    “We did it. Good job,” I told the dogs, petting their heads some more. Even the other dogs from Vala’s side had come over to receive my pettings. 
 
    At that point, I lied down and let them climb all over me. 
 
    This is the best. Dogs are the best. 
 
    “Nice,” Vala said, standing behind my head and almost giving me a dangerous view up the baggy shirt. Thankfully for her, it was dark enough that I couldn’t see anything. “Did you have fun?” 
 
    “I did,” I answered. “It was actually kind of exciting, especially once the dogs joined us. What about you?” 
 
    Vala smiled a huge grin and nodded. “Tons of fun! Now I’m ready to sleep. Carry me to bed.” 
 
    “So, you have no problem sleeping with me and using me as a pillow, but you get embarrassed as soon as I bring up popping your cherry?” 
 
    She turned red and covered her face before whining, “Y-you’re such a speedrunner…”

  

 
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Before I could carry Vala to “bed,” and I’m only saying “bed” because of the fact that we still didn’t actually have one which meant that the grass would probably end up being our bed for the night, a certain thing popped up in front of us. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Hey! I had important stuff for you but you just called me a thing! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said. 
 
    
     
      
      	  You totally do! It was… um, hang on, let me count, uh… four lines ago! Or is it technically three lines ago? Math is hard. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I know the feeling.” I nodded twice. “So, what were you going to show us?” 
 
    Meanwhile, Vala clung to my back with her arms and legs wrapped around me like a koala as her chin rested on my shoulder. She kept her head tilted so that her horns wouldn’t smack against the side of my head whenever I walked. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Your rewards for surviving! I mean, it would have been better if you didn’t make it, but you did survive which means I guess you deserve some rewards. Here! Oh, and when I say it would have been better if you didn’t make it, I only mean you, the virgin. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I’m going to shake you.” 
 
    Window quickly changed to show me what she wanted to. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Congratulations! You cleared the stage! 
  Stage 1-1: The First Night 
  Completion: ★★★ 
  Enemies Defeated: 58 Cat Scouts, 6 Cat Soldiers 
  Rewards: 140 Gold Coins, Recipe Series: Cat Fur Armor, 20 Cat Fur Scraps, 2 Steak Dinners with Wine 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    The moment I finished reading the window, the listed rewards popped up in the air in front of us and dropped to the ground. 
 
    There were one hundred and forty gold coins, twenty scraps of cat fur, and two cooked steaks neatly placed on plates with mushrooms, onions, and some rosemary on top next to two glasses of wine. 
 
    The only thing not there was the recipe series thing, but I had an idea about where that was. Before I could confirm my idea, though, I had a steak to eat. 
 
    Fortunately, Window decided to be merciful and popped a table into existence so that we could put our plates and glasses on there and properly eat. 
 
    Vala was already sitting at the table cutting her steak up with a knife and fork by the time I leaned down to pick my own meal up. 
 
    “So, I guess that starving won’t be an issue as long as we continue clearing the fights,” I said. 
 
    Vala nodded while happily chewing on some steak. 
 
    I wonder if there’s any truth to the legend of a certain dragon stealing cows from ranches to eat. 
 
    Then it hit me. 
 
    What about the dogs? What about those mysterious archers? 
 
    “Hey, Window, give us some dog food as rewards and something that the archers will like,” I ordered. 
 
    
     
      
      	  I already gave you your rewards, and you don’t get to tell me what rewards I give you! That wouldn’t be any fun. What’s the point if you get to add whatever rewards you want? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “The point is making sure that the dogs don’t starve. Add some treats and bones, too. And bowls.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Y-you have a point. Alright, but only this once! I won’t forget about things like this next time! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    And with that: six dog bowls, two large bags of hard food for dogs, a few bags of treats and bones, and a few lunchboxes all appeared in front of me. 
 
    “I’m guessing the lunchboxes are for the archers. Who – what are they?” I asked. 
 
    
     
      
      	  No spoilers! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Window vanished again before I could grab her to shake her some more. 
 
    “Ah, whatever. I’m going to go feed everybody,” I told Vala. 
 
    “What about your steak? It’s gonna get cold,” Vala replied. 
 
    “That’s fine. The others need fed, too. And I’ll tell them about that pond we found in the forest in case they get thirsty. They should be fine going into the forest on their own, right?” 
 
    The pond we found while gathering all the materials for the towers wasn’t too big, but the water looked clean and it should be enough to last until we figure out something else for drinking water. 
 
    “There’s nothing dangerous, so probably,” she answered before stuffing her mouth full of steak. 
 
    There was something I was more worried about than my steak getting cold. 
 
    “Don’t touch my steak. I am hungry, so the entire thing better be there when I get back.” 
 
    Vala looked away and mumbled something. 
 
    “I’m serious.” 
 
    She slumped her shoulders and said, “Fiiiinnneee.” 
 
    First, I took the lunchboxes, knocked on the archery tower’s door, and waited. 
 
    And waited. 
 
    Now, because I didn’t want my steak to get too cold, I stopped waiting, set the lunchboxes down, and called out to tell whoever was inside, “Hey! I’m leaving your food in front of the door, and there’s a pond in the forest if you get thirsty. It’s uhh, just follow the path into the woods since it’s in the same direction.” 
 
    I returned to Vala and the other rewards for the dogs, and I saw her sitting at the table drooling at the sight of my steak. 
 
    She really, really looked desperate for it. 
 
    Too bad. 
 
    I placed some dog food, two treats, and a small bone in each of the bowls, stacked them on top of each other, and went to the dogs’ towers. 
 
    The three dogs of the left tower, because of their innate goodness from being dogs, ignored their food at first and let me pet and scratch them after coming out of the tower. Their armor was off, so I got a good look at them. They all looked kind of like mixes of corgis and Shiba Inus. One of them stood out in particular, though. She was slightly smaller than the others and had… pink fur with some white spots here and there. She also seemed to be slightly more reserved than the others since she wasn’t trying to jump all over me, but she still nuzzled against my hand whenever I gave her some attention. 
 
    After explaining where the water was in case they got thirsty, I let those three get to eating and went to the other tower. 
 
    The lunch boxes left in front of the middle tower were already gone. 
 
    The three dogs of the right tower were even more energetic than those of the left. They looked the same albeit with different colors and patterns, but they were all over me. I had to lie down since I was worried about accidentally falling or tripping over one of them. 
 
    Nothing could beat being swarmed by fluffy dogs. 
 
    There was one dog far more energetic and slightly larger than all others. In fact, it would be safe to say that she was the most energetic, cuddly dog that I had ever seen in my entire life. Also, her fur was blue with white spots similar to the pink dog’s. 
 
    But seriously, she was all over me. She was rolling around on her back on top of my chest, licking my face even after the others went to eat their food, and she never looked at me with anything other than excited, unconditionally loving eyes. 
 
    This one dog was enough proof that canines were the superior species over felines. Not only was she far cuter and more loving than any cat could ever be, but she was so fluffy. I didn’t think I had ever seen a dog as fluffy as her. Even the pink dog was only half as fluffy as this blue one. 
 
    “Alright, alright. I need to go eat my dinner before it gets cold, so make sure to eat yours up. Alright?” I told her. 
 
    To answer me, she walked up next to my face, rolled onto her back, and started licking me. 
 
    I figured I could rub her belly for a little bit longer. 
 
    Unfortunately, that meant my steak did end up being cold by the time I got back to it. 
 
    Vala was still staring at it and drooling even if it was cold. 
 
    With a sigh, I cut the steak in half and placed one half of it onto her plate. 
 
    I expected her to ask me if I was sure or to try and make sure that I wouldn’t be hungry, but that didn’t happen. Instead, she picked it up with her fork and shoved the entire thing into her mouth at once, chewed for all of two seconds, and swallowed. 
 
    “You’re the best,” she said with a satisfied sigh as I cut my half into smaller pieces. “Are you sure you won’t be hungry though?” 
 
    Of course she asked that after she ate it. 
 
    “I’ll be fine. I’m not really a big eater, and you need the calories more than I do.” 
 
    “He-hey, what do you mean by that?” 
 
    “Look at you. I don’t think there’s a single pound of fat anywhere on your body. I’m amazed that you’re even able to lift up sticks with how skinny your arms are.” 
 
    “But I like being this small,” she said while tapping the tips of her pointer fingers together, looking down at her empty plate. “I’d make myself even smaller if I could, but… I don’t want to turn you into a pedophile.” 
 
    “Hey, you’re implying that it’s possible to turn me into a pedophile.” 
 
    She smiled and looked up at me before asking, “Hey, want to see what I really look like?” 
 
    I had a piece of cold steak in my mouth, so I answered her with a nod. 
 
    Vala got up from her chair and used her wings to fly pretty far away from the greenhouse. I didn’t know how I was supposed to see her from so far away until she—well, until she transformed. 
 
    The short, petite, humanoid-dragon-girl Vala turned into a massive, mountain-sized dragon. 
 
    I swallowed my steak before dropping my jaw and craning my neck just to see the top of her body. 
 
    The legends about her size were modest if anything. With horns that could put my old world’s tallest buildings to shame, wings that reached above the clouds when she stretched them out, four feet that have left prints in the ground that could easily fit thousands of people each inside of them, and a tail longer than small countries, it truly felt as if I was looking at some sort of world-annihilating god. 
 
    Such a gigantic being shouldn’t have even been possible. Whether we were in a universe created by her or the one we came from—if she even came from that one—how? Just… how? 
 
    She lifted her head high and proud before releasing a mighty roar that resembled the one I first heard come from the cave when I was being “sacrificed.” 
 
    Despite how fearsome she both looked and sounded, I couldn’t help but to find beauty in her as well. Her pristine scales reflected the moon’s light that shined upon them, her iridescent eyes showcased a myriad of vibrant colors no matter how far away she was, and every movement of hers was filled with delicate grace. 
 
    Even the act of lowering her head to bring it in front of me was graceful, but that that didn’t stop her from causing a gust of wind to blow my hair back. The amount of air that her size displaced was notable no matter how gentle she tried to be. 
 
    Then, even though she brought her head right in front of me at the table, I realized how insignificant I was. 
 
    I couldn’t even see the rest of her facial features from where I sat. Her head was tilted down so that the tip of her nose was right in front of me… but there was still enough space between her nostrils to fit a building or several. Every single scale was larger than my own body was. 
 
    Carefully, she turned her head so that its side was facing me. She brought her right eye right in front of me, and her eye looked like a pool that I could just jump into and sink to the bottom of. 
 
    Amazingly, seeing an eye larger than buildings staring directly at me didn’t faze me too much. I think that I was already so shocked and in realization of my own insignificance that I knew there was no point in being afraid. What would being afraid even accomplish against somebody so large and powerful? No matter how I felt, it didn’t matter in the face of her godlike potential. 
 
    Even blinking her eye displaced enough air for me to feel a gust brush against me. 
 
    Then I blinked, and when I opened my eyes again, Vala stood in front of me in her humanoid form again with my shirt still threatening to slide off of her. 
 
    Part of me wanted to go back on the whole don’t-ask-questions-anymore-because-nothing-makes-sense thing, but I knew that any answer she could give me to most of my questions would only confuse me even more. 
 
    So instead, I only asked the most important question. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Why what?” she asked back with her head tilted. 
 
    “Why me? Come on, it can’t just be because I was a virgin or anything that simple. You could have just… made your own life. You’re already doing that with this world, aren’t you? So, what was the point? You’re basically a god, so can’t you just—if you wanted a virgin good at games, you could have just snapped your fingers and popped one into existence, couldn’t you? So, why? You’re… like a genuine god, and I’m just some random guy who was too busy with his hobbies to bother dating. Why the fuck would you choose me? Why would you choose anybody?” 
 
    Needless to say, I developed an inferiority complex after seeing her true form. 
 
    Not only did I feel inferior, but I felt like I had impossible standards to live up to. Why would anybody as powerful as her demand anything other than absolute perfection? Besides, she wanted a virgin because she thought a virgin would be good at games, and I told her multiple times that I wasn’t that good at gaming. So, there had to be some other reason. 
 
    Right? 
 
    Instead of telling me any other reason, she simply smiled and yawned. “That really tired me out,” she said. “But it was nice to stretch.” 
 
    “Seriously, why?” 
 
    “Why what?” 
 
    “Why me?” 
 
    “You’re still worrying about that?” 
 
    “Of course I am. I got over it earlier, but after seeing you like that… anybody would be worried and want to know why again. There is absolutely nothing normal about any of this.” 
 
    “Duh. Normal is boring.” 
 
    “So, you’re seriously telling me that there’s no other reason? You just… got bored and wanted a random nobody?” 
 
    She smiled softly—far softer than any of her previous smiles, and said, “Let’s call it destiny. You’re my chosen one. Does that make you feel any better?” 
 
    “It makes my heart race but that’s not going to get rid of the inferiority complex I developed after seeing you.” 
 
    “Sounds like I just made your love points go up.” 
 
    “I just don’t understand. I’m trying to, but—” 
 
    “Drake,” she said my name for the first time, “I’ll let you in on one secret, but you have to close your eyes. Okay?” 
 
    “Alright.” 
 
    I closed my eyes. 
 
    A few seconds later, I heard her voice whisper into my ear closely enough that I could feel the warmth of her breath against it. 
 
    “I wouldn’t have chosen anybody but you.” 
 
    I opened my eyes only to see her eating what was left of my steak. 
 
    “I forgot to say that the secret would cost the rest of your steak,” she said. 
 
    Even more questions raced through my mind. 
 
    I had no idea what she was talking about. Her whispered voice contradicted what I thought about why I was chosen, but I felt relieved. Maybe it was because she had been nothing but kind to me, her soft smile, the fact that she made it sound like she personally chose me, or just how she looked so happy while eating my steak. Regardless of what it was, “I wouldn’t have chosen anybody but you,” did wonders for my newly developed inferiority complex. 
 
    “Don’t forget that you’re my body pillow tonight,” Vala said. 
 
    “You think I’m going to forget anything that a dragon tells me?” I asked before letting out a relieved sigh. 
 
    “I wish being a dragon meant people listened to me. Almost nobody did back when I tried playing Call of Honor.” 
 
    “Oh, I played that when I was younger. Yeah, nobody ever listened to anybody but everybody tried calling the shots. Met some great friends playing that. Still dropped it after a month, though.” 
 
    “You should totally tell me some gaming stories sometime. You have some, right?” 
 
    “Surprisingly, I have a ton.” 
 
    “Then I order you to tell me them sometime, but not tonight. It’s time for sleeping.” 
 
    “Yeah, we probably should get to sleep.” 
 
    At least that inferiority complex, even if it did go away, got rid of my hunger. 
 
    The table and chairs vanished as soon as we both got up from them. 
 
    “Ah! I forgot!” Vala shouted. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I skipped a flag!” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I was supposed to get really close to you and then wait for you to reach your hand out all slowly and hesitantly, and then I was supposed to let you touch me to show a bond of trust before turning back into this form!  You know, like in movies and games! I’ve let down all gamers today…” 
 
    I reached a hand out and poked my finger against her forehead. 
 
    “There. I touched you.” 
 
    She lifted her hands to cover up her forehead as she looked to the side with slightly reddened cheeks. “I—I guess that makes up for it, but it feels like you triggered the flag instead of me now…” 
 
    “How do you get all flustered and blushing when I poke your forehead, but you have no problem sleeping on top of me and using my entire body like a pillow?” 
 
    “Because. It’s not embarrassing if I’m the only one doing it.” 
 
    “So, if I wanted to use you like a pillow or cuddle you back, that would embarrass you?” 
 
    I got my answer in the form of her cheeks turning an even brighter shade of red. 
 
    She could cuddle me and be all over me as much as she wanted to without feeling embarrassed about it, but apparently couldn’t handle getting any of that in return. 
 
    I’d have to remember that. 
 
    After all, I might have been some insignificant little human without even a fraction of a fraction of a fraction of as much power as she had, so I had to balance the playing field out. 
 
    She could turn into a giant dragon, create entire universes, and shoot rainbow beams, but I could touch her. 
 
    “This spot is as good as any,” I told her before lying down on my back. 
 
    I might have had to use the grass as a bed since Window wasn’t kind enough to pop one into existence for us, but at least the grass was softer than I thought was even possible for grass. 
 
    Vala, realizing that she’d finally get to sleep some more, didn’t waste any time lying down on top of me and curling up on my torso. 
 
    “This is the best bed,” she said. 
 
    I wrapped my right arm around her, holding her in place on top of me. 
 
    “This is a pretty good pillow,” I teased. 
 
    I couldn’t see her face, but I could see her ears and the bases of her horns turning red as not a single noise escaped her. 
 
    We stayed like that until we fell asleep together.

  

 
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
    I wasn’t sure what I should have been expecting upon waking up the next day, but I can comfortably say that it was not at all what I expected which also made me feel incredibly stupid at the time for not predicting it. 
 
    I opened my eyes, leaned up, looked around, and saw Vala. 
 
    She was so busy doing what she was doing that she didn’t even notice me wake up. As for what she was doing, she was lying on top of an enlarged Window floating in the air while hanging her head upside down off of one end of the annoying, white box. Not only that, but she was holding the newest, portable gaming system—a Pirtendo Swatch—in her hands in front of her face. 
 
    It sounded like she was playing some sort of racing game. Watching her turn around and tilt her head and system at the same time gave more evidence to my theory. The theory was finally confirmed when she started shouting about a purple shell flying out of nowhere and blowing her up. 
 
    “How do you plan on keeping that charged?” I asked her with the intention of letting her know I was awake. 
 
    Rather than be surprised or wish me a good morning or anything else like that, she just fired a couple sparks of electricity from the tips of her fingers as the next race counted down to its beginning. 
 
    “How long do you plan on gaming?” 
 
    “A few hours,” she actually answered. 
 
    “Isn’t that a bit long?” 
 
    “That’s what she said.” 
 
    I heard the race begin in her game which meant that I wasn’t going to be getting any more answers out of her until it was over. 
 
    That meant I was on my own. 
 
    What the heck was I supposed to do for a few hours without her? Other than gathering some more logs and stones… I couldn’t think of anything else. 
 
    Then I realized that there was something I could do—something that only I could do for none else could be trusted to perform such an important duty. 
 
    I turned around and looked at my greenhouse. 
 
    I didn’t even bother checking it out when it was brought to this world, so I figured I might as well do that and make sure that everything was operating properly. 
 
    Fortunately, everything was working flawlessly. Flawlessly. Even if the greenhouse wasn’t hooked up to any water nor electricity, the temperature and humidity were still being regulated and everything looked like it was still being automatically watered on time. 
 
    That was a huge relief. If my beautiful plants had missed even a single morning of care then I would have felt horrible about it. 
 
    Even my little, homemade bog for my carnivorous plants seemed fine. Between my Cape sundew and Venus flytraps, the two carnivores looked healthy and hungry. Unfortunately, I realized that there was, in fact, a problem. 
 
    There weren’t any annoying little bugs flying around. 
 
    I always let all sorts of insects stay inside of my greenhouse as long as they weren’t the invasive kind that would kill my plants. They helped out with some plants but, more importantly, the major reason behind letting them stay in my greenhouse was to serve as food for my carnivorous plants. 
 
    Now, without those little annoyances flying around and inevitably landing on the Cape sundew and Venus flytraps to become their food, they might starve—at the very least, they wouldn’t be as healthy as they could be. 
 
    This meant that I had to find another solution to getting them nutrition. Carnivorous plants generally came from wetlands with little to zero nutrients in the soil, so I couldn’t just give them healthier soil since that could kill them. They needed the nutrient-depleted combination of peat moss, sand, and perlite that I had made for them. Their nutrition was supposed to come from the prey that they caught, not the soil that they were in. So, this problem needed dealt with. 
 
    There was no easy solution that I could think of, though. If there weren’t any insects here, then they weren’t brought on purpose. 
 
    Vala, and Window, had complete control over this world. They didn’t want any killing, and I had a suspicion that their want extended to the killing of insects. Otherwise, my plants would still have some juicy insects trapped inside of them. But there weren’t any. Not a single one of the Venus flytrap’s traps was shut nor were any of the Cape sundew’s tendrils coiled around captured prey. 
 
    They had nothing to eat. 
 
    The first solution that I was able to think of was cutting off some of my skin and then cutting out some of my flesh for them. 
 
    Yes, my first thought on how to feed my carnivorous plants in a world where they would not be able to trap food like normal was to feed them my own flesh. I cared about my plants, alright? I would never let them starve. 
 
    Then I thought of a better plan that involved much less pain and blood. I figured it would be possible to order Window to give us some more food after the fight that night. If I was able to tell her to give us some dog food, what if I could tell her to give us some food for my plants? 
 
    Then I thought of an even better plan. 
 
    Why not just ask Vala and Window to make my plants immortal? 
 
    And so, that is exactly what I did the next time I heard Vala finish a race. 
 
    “Ehhh? They already are. I told you that nothing sharing this world with us will suffer, so they’d be fine even without water and food,” Vala answered, causing me to realize that all of my concern was pointless. 
 
    And so, that was that. The problem was never a problem in the first place and I had spent all that time worrying about nothing. One might assume that such an event was actually a Chekov’s gun in some way or another because there was no way somebody would bring up such a pointless, worthless concern if it truly had no purpose behind it. 
 
    Unfortunately for all parties involved, it was only a waste of time. 
 
    It was also more of a time sink than I thought it would be. Apparently, two hours had passed since I went into my greenhouse and then came out to ask Vala that question. 
 
    Nothing to pass the time like worrying about plants. 
 
    Speaking of plants, we were near the edge of a massive, green field with rolling hills and tall mountains in the distance. Our surroundings looked like something out of a computer wallpaper. That’s not what mattered, though. What mattered was that we were in an area full of rich, healthy soil covered in dense grass with wildflowers spread throughout it. 
 
    Before I was brought to this world, I only had a small backyard with pretty rocky terrain. It was pointless to try and have any sizable garden there, so that was why I built my greenhouse instead. I could make sure that everything inside of my greenhouse was completely under my control. I didn’t have to worry about wild animals, bugs weren’t as much of a problem, weather didn’t matter, and poor soil was no concern. 
 
    But here? 
 
    There’s a reason why Gardening Simulator 2019 was my second favorite game of all time. 
 
    My first favorite game of all time? 
 
    Harvest Sun. 
 
    There was nothing like having a large farm full of various crops depend on the season. I played every single game in that series when I was younger. Despite it being my favorite, though, it always managed to slip my mind somehow. It probably had one of the biggest impacts on my life despite me somehow always forgetting it existed. 
 
    Then I remembered why I always ended up forgetting about those games. It was because they always had other elements forced in like livestock, fishing, exploring, talking to the townspeople, cooking, and dating—no, even worse. Marriage and kids. 
 
    Why ruin a perfectly good farming game with marriage and children? That completely ruined my fantasy. It didn’t ruin it enough to knock it off the top spot of being my all-time favorite game, but Gardening Simulator 2019 was closer than Harvest Sun would probably appreciate it being to the top. 
 
    Anyways, I figured that if I was going to be living in this game-like world then I could start treating it more like a game. 
 
    What better time to start farming than in the morning? Whether it’s a game or in real life, there was still time in the morning for me to get to work. And I had a hoe—well, a HoeSho. 
 
    To the background noise of a gentle breeze brushing against the nearby trees, and of Vala playing her game at max volume, I used my HoeSho to prepare a nice gardening plot for myself. 
 
    Large-scale farming was out of the question for me until I had better equipment. Well, that was what I thought. Then I realized I didn’t have any seeds to plant, so I decided to just keep on working the soil behind the greenhouse until I no longer felt like it. 
 
    It felt extremely rewarding despite how sore my body was. But, that meant that I got the best workout I’d had in a while. It also meant that, by the time I was done, I had six plots arranged in a rectangle that were ready for growing. 
 
    There was one moment where I was confused about how, if plants can’t die, what would happen to all of the grass that I was disturbing for the sake of my future farm, but I stopped worrying about that just as quickly as the thought popped into my mind. I already spent enough hours worrying about things that I didn’t need to actually worry about. I wasn’t going to bother worrying about something like that when Vala would probably just give me some simple answer while sounding like it was common sense. 
 
    “I won!” Vala shouted. 
 
    It was about time. That must have been her first victory this morning. 
 
    I wonder if she’ll actually get up and do something now, or if she’s going to keep on lazing around playing video games while I do all the work? 
 
    The answer to my thought was the latter. 
 
    Fortunately, I was not completely alone. That blue dog from one of the towers came over to follow me around and spend time with me after she noticed me working. 
 
    Then the rest of the dogs came over. 
 
    Then they all started digging and rolling around in the dirt. 
 
    Needless to say, they all got filthy and one corner of one of my freshly prepared plots was already ruined. 
 
    I already had a solution for that. It involved taking the wheelbarrow and my PickAxe into the forest to chop down some more trees, which also confused me for a moment when it came to the whole death thing, and coming out of the forest with a wheelbarrow full of logs. 
 
    All I had to do next was open up the building menu. Window popped up in front of me, leaving Vala to float in the air with her wings until Window returned, so that I could choose to build what I gathered the logs for. 
 
    The beavers from the previous day popped out of the ground and got to work. 
 
    Five minutes later and a nice, log fence was erected around my farm plots. It had a gate and everything, and I felt pretty satisfied with myself for it even if I wasn’t involved in the actual building part. 
 
    Then I realized that the fence was good enough to keep something like a cow out from my farm plots, but… the dogs were able to easily to walk underneath them. 
 
    At least the dogs were good enough to spare me from messing up another part of my farm plots. The moment they saw me sigh and sit down, they all came rushing over to me to harass me with licks and nuzzles except for that pink-haired one who just sort of watched the blue-haired one roll around against my face. 
 
    I didn’t take into consideration that a bunch of dirt-covered dogs getting all over me would make me just as dirty as them. 
 
      
 
    The sun was high in the sky by the time that Vala was finally done playing games—well, it turned out that she did more than just play games without me noticing. There was an empty bottle of Mountain Condensation and a crumpled-up bag of nacho-flavored Voritos on the ground next to her. 
 
    Not only was she lazy, but she was littering. 
 
    Following a long yawn, Vala said, “Mm… I think it’s time for a nap. That really tired me out.” 
 
    “What tired you out?” I asked her. 
 
    “Oh, hey, pillow. Racing tired me out. I can kick the bots’ butts but humans are seriously good at these games. They always beat me. But I won once at least! Are you proud of me?” 
 
    I looked her over and sighed. I figured I could either be honest and tell her to get off her lazy ass to do something like helping me out in this world that she brought me to, or I could just let her be happy and tell her I was proud. 
 
    “I’m proud of you. Good job. Now, stop being lazy and do some work around here,” I answered, choosing to go for both options in one. “Wait, how were you playing with other humans?” 
 
    “The internet, duh.” 
 
    “Don’t you ‘duh’ me. How the heck do you have internet access here?” 
 
    “Magic.” 
 
    “So, even if this is another universe, you can somehow use magic to connect to the internet to play multiplayer games with other humans?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “What was the point in bringing me here if you’re just going to play games with other people anyways? You didn’t need a whole ‘nother universe for that.” 
 
    “But I want to play vidya with you here. Real vidya! Speaking of vidya… woah, how’d you get so dirty and sweaty?” 
 
    I only realized how filthy I was after she pointed it out. 
 
    My palms and the undersides of my fingers were blistered in addition to the rest of my hands looking a few shades darker than the rest of my skin, my hair was full of dirt from playing with the dogs and letting them get all over me while they were covered in dirt, my clothes were covered in dirt as well, and my jeans and shirt both had some tears in them somehow. 
 
    Seeing just how dirty and rough I looked made all that work feel even more satisfying. 
 
    “I’ve been busy while you were playing,” I told her. 
 
    “You actually worked that whole time? Did you take any naps at least?” 
 
    “No, and I don’t plan on taking any naps, either.” 
 
    “We should totally nap together since we’re both tired. Come on, I know you’re tired.” 
 
    Something about her words hit my body like a truck hitting a protagonist to send them to another world. 
 
    Yes, even I—in my limited knowledge of the medium where that reference came from—knew some memes. 
 
    Regardless, her telling me she knew I was tired made me actually feel tired. I didn’t know if it was magic, hypnosis, suggestion, or something else, but I did know that her words worked and made me want to take a nap despite just saying I didn’t plan on it. 
 
    “Fine, but only a short nap,” I told her. 
 
    “Hehe, nobody can resist the power of naps. You may try to resist, but nobody succeeds in the end!” 
 
    “You sound awfully energetic,” I paused to yawn, “for somebody who wants to take a nap.” 
 
    “Naps are even,” she paused to yawn, “for people who don’t need them.” 
 
    “So, you admit to not needing them?” I yawned. 
 
    “No, no, I do need them. I would probably die without them.” She yawned. 
 
    “Can we stop yawning now?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    We both yawned. 
 
    “Anyways, I should go wash off somewhere before napping. I’m filthy, and I doubt you want—” 
 
    “Eh? I don’t care about that. You’re still a top-tier pillow even if you’re dirty.” 
 
    “Nobody wants to sleep on a dirty pillow.” 
 
    She raised her hand and said, “I do.” 
 
    “Seriously? You don’t care if I’m covered in dirt?” 
 
    “We can go take baths in that pond later.” 
 
    “You’re way too simple.” 
 
    “You’re way too not-napping-enough!” 
 
    “Fine. Don’t complain to me when you wake up covered in dirt.” 
 
    “That’s okay. It’s your dirt.” 
 
    That stupid, simple, cheesy response somehow made my heart feel weird and caused me to look away toward my farm plots. 
 
    All of the dogs were sleeping in them. 
 
    I’m really going to have to build a better fence somehow. Maybe I should just do it myself since those beavers couldn’t make a good one. 
 
     “Woah,” Vala said, looking over at the plots. “Did you do all of that?” 
 
    “Yeah, while you were gaming.” 
 
    “I thought I just made the love points go up but seeing all that done is making them go up even more. You’re really hardworking, aren’t you?” 
 
    “So I’ve been told.” 
 
    “Hehe. We’re a perfect match then! I can be lazy, you can be hardworking.” 
 
    “How about we both be hardworking?” 
 
    “That’s okay. Lie down so I can nap now, please.” 
 
    I sighed and lied down. A moment later and Vala was on top of me again, seriously not caring about any of the dirt that she was getting onto her. 
 
    “Even a dirty bed is a comfy bed,” she said. 
 
    “I thought I was a pillow?” 
 
    “Same thing.” 
 
    And so, we slept. 
 
    Again. 
 
    Things were going to be busy the next time we woke up. I already had growing list of things that I needed to do, and I wanted to get them all done before it was night since nightfall meant another battle. 
 
    I might have been worried about the previous day’s battle, but I was actually kind of excited for this next one now that I knew what to expect. 
 
    Of course, nothing ever went as expected. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
    “Anytime now,” I told Vala after waking up and realizing that she, too, was awake. Only, she was playing more of her game while lying on top of me. 
 
    “One more race,” Vala replied as the race’s start counted down. 
 
    Three… 
 
    Two… 
 
    One… 
 
    And she was off. 
 
    Her character was some sort of princess-looking type, but she looked like a pretty bossy and mean type of princess. She had a black dress that showed off more than enough of her chest, long and blonde hair, blue eyes, a couple of horns sticking up from the sides of her head, and a gold and pink crown sitting on the top of her head. She even had a tail and some sort of green shell on her back which I didn’t really understand the purpose of. 
 
    I figured I might as well watch her play since I wasn’t just going to throw her off of me. 
 
    She raced against all the other karts on the track, knocking them out of the way when she could and using special attacks against them that she’d get from floating cubes, and she secured her lead after the first out of three laps. 
 
    I had to admit that she was pretty cute playing her game. I couldn’t exactly see her face or anything, but I could feel her squirming around on top of me as she’d race. Whenever she turned left, she wiggled to the left. When she turned right, she wiggled to the right. She’d also jump up a little every time she did any big jumps. 
 
    That… was actually pretty dangerous for me. It wasn’t that she was dangerous in a painful or deadly way or anything, but she was incredibly dangerous in a more… primal sort of way. 
 
    She was on top of me. Her wings were between her back and my chest. For the comfort of her tail, though, she had to stay in a position that placed her rear over my crotch with her tail pressed down against it to slide between my legs where there was space. 
 
    Her tail moved around and occasionally hit it, but she didn’t seem to notice at all since she was so absorbed in her game. 
 
    “Stay still,” I groaned at her, still kind of tired from waking up. I was also frustrated since I realized that it’d been a few days since I had any sort of relief. I was so busy with shopping, cleaning, gardening, and catching up on some shows the two days before coming to this world with Vala that I didn’t care about doing that. Then, yesterday, I was busy with the whole coming-to-a-new-world thing. 
 
    It had been over three days and there was now a cute girl rubbing against me. Sure, it might have been her tail doing the rubbing, but it wasn’t nearly as uncomfortable feeling as I would have assumed it would be. 
 
    There was going to be a problem if I didn’t somehow get myself out of that position. 
 
    “Ha! Take that!” Vala shouted at her game system after immediately blowing up somebody who passed her up for first place. “Nobody is allowed to pass me!” 
 
    From what I could see of her screen, she was on the final lap but the race was much more intense than before seeing as how the other racers caught up to her. She was squirming around even more to avoid all of their attacks while trying to cut them off to stay in the lead. 
 
    I didn’t want to interrupt her race. 
 
    She was close. 
 
    I was close. 
 
    “Gah! No way! Seriously?! That’s so stupid! Who waits until the last second to use that?!” Vala shouted while angrily rolling from side to side on top of me. 
 
    I swore she was doing it on purpose at that point. Her tail wasn’t even moving with the rest of her body anymore. It was just moving against me as if it was purposely trying to tempt me into doing something to its owner. 
 
    But, since the race was over, I could move her off me without feeling guilty about messing her up. 
 
    So I did. 
 
    I grabbed her and slid her off me before standing up and facing away from her so that she couldn’t see the obvious result of her tail. 
 
    I knew what I was going to do the next time that she was asleep. 
 
    What I was going to do to myself, that was. 
 
    “Ugh, this sucks. That was the longest, hardest race in the game. I put in all that effort to finish but still only came in second, but I really wanted to come in first. I’ll just try even harder next time! I’ll make sure to finish and come in first place.” 
 
    Her words were extremely suspicious, but they all sounded like regular gaming phrases. Nothing sounded out of the ordinary given the context. So, I didn’t know if it was just my pent-up perversion that was making her words sound so inappropriate or if she was actually doing it on purpose. It might have just been my mind thinking that her tail was purposely rubbing against me, too. 
 
    It didn’t matter whether it was my mind or her on purpose. All that mattered was that, at the moment, her words made my problem even harder in multiple ways. 
 
    This meant it was time to burst out my ultimate weapon. 
 
    It was time to force myself to dig up the forbidden memories of my childhood that could instantly kill any sexual desires without fail. 
 
    That’s right. 
 
    It was time to remind myself of the horrifying sight that I saw when I accidentally walked in on my grandma and grandpa going at it after I woke up from a nightmare while they were babysitting me. 
 
    They were doing it on the couch. 
 
    Everything was so… wrinkly and floppy. 
 
    “I feel sick,” I said, holding my stomach and looking down at the ground as sweat dripped from my forehead. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Vala asked. 
 
    I looked down at my crotch. 
 
    “Nothing is wrong,” I answered. 
 
    I was in the clear. Safe. Home run. Touchdown. Goal. 
 
    At the cost of some of my mental sanity, I successfully tamed the desperate beast. 
 
    Vala tilted her head. “You… you sure? You look pretty pale.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. It’s all okay now,” I answered. 
 
     “Are you sure? If there’s anything hard that you’re dealing with, then…” 
 
    It was at that point that I realized she must have been purposely screwing with me. Just the day before, she got flustered when I teased her about popping her cherry and got embarrassed when I brought up using her as a pillow instead of her using me like one. There was no way she could be seriously trying to offer me any sort of service. If anything, she was probably trying to tease me into taking her seriously so that she could make a joke about it or something. 
 
    Though, that sounded like more of a Window thing to do than a Vala thing. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Don’t bring me into this just because you’re too virgin to do anything >_> 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Go away,” I told Window, but Vala hadn’t noticed Window there so she assumed I was telling her to go away. 
 
    “Wh-what’d I do?” Vala asked, looking up at me. 
 
    Of course, Window was already gone. 
 
    That damn informational status window. 
 
    “Not you. I was talking to Window. She was just here for a second,” I explained. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah. I’m not going to lie to a dragon that can create entire universes.” Well, except for when it comes to my problems as a man. Then again, I wasn’t lying to her about that. I was just not telling her the entire truth. 
 
    Vala looked away and turned her back to me before letting out a heavy sigh. 
 
    “Something wrong?” I asked. 
 
    “Nothing is wrong.” 
 
    “You sure?” 
 
    “Yeah, my heart is just racing.” 
 
    “How come?” 
 
    “I—I thought you were angry at me for some reason…” 
 
    “I mean, I was frustrated because of your tail, but that’s it.” 
 
    She turned around and looked at me with a tilted head. “What’d my tail do?” 
 
    Shit. I was too busy worrying about her and ended up telling her what was bothering me before. 
 
    “What about my tail?” she asked again, stepping closer. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it.” 
 
    “You said my tail was frustrating you.” 
 
    “No I didn’t.” 
 
    “You said that you wouldn’t lie to a dragon who could create universes.” 
 
    “Did I? Huh.” 
 
    She sighed and mumbled about love points something under her breath. 
 
    For now, I was safe. She gave up on her questions after letting out one more sigh. 
 
    I noticed a light blush still on her cheeks but didn’t think too much of it at the time. Or rather, I didn’t want to think too much of it. I wasn’t so dense that I couldn’t put two and two together. Everything pointed to her subtly trying to move our relationship along. That was what I believed, at least. I just didn’t want to think too much about it because—well, I was a virgin. There was the fact that I had no experience with women other than Vala sleeping on top of me and the fact that she was some sort of ultra-powerful dragon. 
 
    Also, we only knew each other for two days. I didn’t know if she had a sudden burst of confidence or something to make her want to speed things up, but I wasn’t ready for that yet. 
 
    I had to hold myself back by not thinking too much on it or else there was the chance I’d say something stupid and screw everything up. 
 
    Let’s face it. She made it sound like she wanted to spend the rest of eternity with me in her personal universe. There was no way we weren’t going to develop feelings for one another if that really happened. I was the only guy, she was the only girl, and we were together in her own universe. 
 
    I already accepted that we’d likely become more and I was even kind of looking forward to it and thinking about it already. That was why I didn’t want to screw anything up. There was still the chance that I was misinterpreting her words and actions. 
 
    And so, that evening, we both sighed and felt a bit of disappointment. 
 
    Not in each other, but in ourselves. 
 
    So, wanting to make things better, I said, “By the way, you’re pretty good at racing games. I thought you said you were bad at them?” 
 
    “Ehh? You remember me saying that?” Vala asked in return. 
 
    “Yeah. It was only yesterday, and it’s not like I’m going to forget anything you tell me. One, you’re a dragon who can create your own personal universe. Two, I’ve always been told that I’m a pretty good listener.” 
 
    She twirled her hair around one of her fingers and looked down at the ground. “I—I really like them, but yeah, I’m super bad at them.” 
 
    “Said the girl who almost won, and I’m pretty sure I heard you win some races earlier, too.” 
 
    “I guess I’m getting better, but I still feel pretty bad at them.” 
 
    “Well, the worse you feel, the more you can improve. You wouldn’t improve as much if you didn’t think that you needed to. Like, with gardening, it’s because I knew that I barely understood anything that I could motivate myself to learn more. If I thought there was nothing else to learn or improve on, I wouldn’t have bothered. Know what I mean? You’re probably better than you think you are.” 
 
    Vala smiled and kicked her feet at the ground a bit before another lightbulb literally popped up in the air above her head. 
 
    “Let’s see who’s better! Come on, we can each use one of the controllers,” she explained before detaching the controllers from the side of the handheld. 
 
    Why not? She seemed pretty good, so I figured it might be fun since I hadn’t played a racing game in a while. 
 
    I learned why not after the first race was over. 
 
    Sure, she came in second since all the other racers were controlled by the computer, but… I absolutely dominated the race. It felt like I barely had to try in order to beat her and I didn’t realize just how far behind she was until I crossed the finish line. 
 
    “I knew it. I suck,” she said, slouching over while staring down at the ground. 
 
    Yeah, she really kind of did. There must have been some sort of ranked matchmaking that she was using before that I didn’t notice, and she must have been playing with players of equal skill. That was why it looked like she was doing really good. 
 
    It wasn’t because she was good, it was because they all just sucked. 
 
    “Want a rematch? I think I just got really lucky with the crates,” I offered. 
 
    “No you didn’t. You had bad luck. I was watching your half of the screen. You were just… way better than me. Now I’ve realized that I’m even worse than I thought I was…” 
 
    “Nah. You probably let me win or took it easy on me for love points or something. Right?” 
 
    She looked up at me with dead, empty eyes. “Is this a joke to you?” she asked with a monotone voice. 
 
    “Al-alright, maybe you didn’t,” I said. 
 
    “This must be how internet virgins feel when they see happy normies.” 
 
    “I have a feeling that you’re insulting people again.” 
 
    “Ree…” 
 
    Seeing as how I accidentally made the situation even worse, there was only one more thing that I could think of in order to cheer her up so that she wouldn’t be sounding and looking so depressed. 
 
    I poked her forehead. 
 
    “He-hey! What was that for?” she asked, holding her hands over her forehead while pouting at me. 
 
    “To snap you out of it. Instead of moping about getting your ass kicked by me, turn me into your rival who you want to get stronger than. Isn’t that what you’re supposed to do in games? You need a strong rival who you can grow stronger to defeat. Otherwise, it’s no fun.” 
 
    Though, in most games that I could think of that featured rivals, I usually had to beat them each time in order to progress. Losing to them usually resulted in starting over in a medical center or the last save. 
 
    “You’re right. I’ll get better! Then, after I get super awesome at racing, we’re going to have a rematch and then I’m totally going to beat you! Then you have to do anything I say if I win!” 
 
    “And you’ll do anything I say if I win?” 
 
    “Yeah, but that won’t happen since I’m definitely going to beat you!” 
 
    “We’ll see about that.” 
 
    And so, rather than sighing and being disappointed or feeling dead inside, we both smiled at the challenge and found something new to bond over. 
 
    Racing games. 
 
    That was when I realized something. Seeing as how this world was controlled by her and Window, they could probably just pop a real kart racing track into existence. That could be pretty fun. 
 
    I always wanted to try the one back from my hometown, but it had a reputation of always being reserved by a bunch of little kids, and I really didn’t want to be one of those guys who was competing against a bunch of kids a third of my age. 
 
    That would have just been weird. Not as weird as adults who compete against kids in things like laser tag, airsoft, and paintball, but—wait, insulting people is supposed to be Vala’s job. 
 
    Anyways, after that, I went into the forest to take a dip in the pond since I was still filthy from earlier in the day. Vala snapped her fingers and became instantly clean instead of bathing since she wanted to use the time to practice her racing game some more. So, I had a nice, peaceful dip. 
 
    But I wasn’t alone. 
 
    Those dogs from the towers were in the pond as well. Some of them were doggy paddling, some were floating on their backs, and the others were just standing around in the shallow edges. The blue dog in particular made sure to splash all around me as soon as I stepped into the water and the pink dog watched from the side. She was the only one not in the water. 
 
    So, my first bath in this new universe was with a bunch of dogs. 
 
    At least the pond was large enough that it wouldn’t get dirty from me taking one bath in it. It was still pretty clear and clean looking. As long as that was the case, it could continue being used as a water source without me feeling guilty about it. 
 
    Then, while thinking about being clean, I noticed something. 
 
    I didn’t have to go to the bathroom. At all. 
 
    Yeah, going to the bathroom is pretty gross generally, so I can imagine why she would want to make a universe where we don’t have to do that. The only people who would actually be disappointed are the people who fetishize those things, and I doubt that any of them are here. Thankfully. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Are you insulting people again? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Could you not magically appear while I’m naked and trying to take a bath?” I asked Window. 
 
    That was when Window tilted her floating, window-y body downward toward the clear water. Fortunately for Window, the blue dog was conveniently floating on her back in the water over me which served to censor my lower half from her non-existent eyes. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Y-you should warn me when you’re naked! How was I supposed to know?! You perverted virgin! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You should warn me when you’re about to magically appear out of nowhere, you perverted window. How was I supposed to know that you were going to pop up after reading my thoughts like some sort of stalker while I’m trying to bathe? Also, are you blushing?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  YOU’RE THE PERVERT AND NO I’M NOT BLUSHIGN. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You misspelled ‘blushing’ you perverted, blushing window.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  WHY ARE YOU THE WAY THAT YOU ARE?!?!?!?!?!?!???? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Wow, you really don’t like being called out on being a blushing pervert. You’re pure red now.” 
 
    Window quivered in the air, starting swinging from side to side as if she was about to try and slap me with her body of a window, and then vanished. 
 
    As for the blue dog, she remained floating on her back over my lower half with her tongue hanging out from the side of her mouth. 
 
    “Good girl. You make such a good censor.” I praised her with words and a belly rub at the same time. “Now, let’s go get ready for tonight’s battle. We’ll be counting on all of you.”

  

 
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
    I came across an interesting sight on the way back to Vala. 
 
    Hanging from a tree branch high above was what looked like… a giant bee’s hive. It looked as large as me if not even bigger, causing the branch that it was hanging from to droop down and look close to snapping. 
 
    Was that always there? 
 
    I couldn’t remember if it was there before or not. Regardless, I left it there. I remembered Vala mentioning that she spawned some cute or cool bugs into existence already, so we must have been on the same page about bees being awesome. I just wasn’t expecting to see such a massive, albeit apparently barren, hive. 
 
    And so, I resumed my trip back to Vala instead of bothering nature since— 
 
    
     
      
      	  What do you think you’re doing? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “What?” I asked Window. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Why are you walking away? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Because I want to get back to Vala before it’s too late?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  That’s great and all, but why aren’t you checking out the bees? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I did. I looked at the hive, saw how huge it was, and thought to myself that it was pretty cool.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  That’s not what I mean! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Then what do you mean?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You’re passing up an obvious plot device! You think that some random giant bee nest just appeared out of nowhere conveniently in front of your way back just so that you could look at it and then ignore it?! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Oh. That’s what you’re getting at.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  “Oh. That’s what you’re getting at.” 
  What else would I be getting at?! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. That’s why I was surprised.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  If you’re going to say you were surprised then you have to actually act surprised! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I did. That’s why I said ‘oh.’” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Saying “oh” in a monochrome voice doesn’t count as surprise! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Monotone.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Huh? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You wrote ‘in a monochrome voice.’ It’s ‘monotone.’” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I—I don’t know what you’re talking about. Anyways! Just try to get the hive already! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “No thanks.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Why?! You’re supposed to be some sort of plant-obsessed virgin! Shouldn’t you love bees?! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I do love bees. That’s why I don’t want to knock the hive down and disturb any bees inside of it.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  How do you know there are bees inside of it? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Who else would have built it?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Maybe it was abandoned! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Abandoned right after we started ‘playing’ here, assuming that it only popped up recently?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  May-maybe it uh… maybe… maybe… how do you know it wasn’t spawned empty? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Something might have moved into it even if it was empty when it first popped up.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  What if it doesn’t actually have an inside because it’s just an item that you’re supposed to collect in order to progress the game? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Doesn’t it lose a lot of the effect and sense of accomplishment if I have to be told about it? Wouldn’t it be more fun for me and Vala to naturally discover these things on our own instead of having a certain informational status window spoil everything?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Would you just take the hive, please? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Alright.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Wait, really? You’re going to do it that easily after how annoying you were about it? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Sure. You said ‘please.’ Therefore, to reward you for being a good window, I shall reward you by playing along with your plan.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Don’t—don’t call me a good window. That’s weird. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Who’s a good window? Who’s a good little informational status window?” I asked her in the same way that I talked to the dogs. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Cease and desist! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Stop trying to be a lawyer. Good windows aren’t lawyers.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Th-then I don’t want to be good! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Is that why you’re rotating a bit from side to side like a dog wagging her tail? I don’t even have to shake you myself anymore. All I have to do is call you a good window and you shake yourself.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You are a true enemy to all of windowkind. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I have to admit, I’m not sure how I feel about this development. Here I thought I’d just be a straight man to you, but now there’s some sort of petplay thing going on.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You don’t know anime references but you know what petplay is? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I’ve seen lots of porn. I’m a virgin, remember?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Yeah, that makes sense. So, how about that beehive? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “How am I supposed to get it?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You could try throwing something at it. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I don’t have my tools with me, and,” I paused to look down at the blue dog who had been following me, “I’m not going to throw a dog, either.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Why don’t you throw yourself? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I can’t jump that high, but I do have an idea.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  What idea? Wait—hey! Wh-what do you think you’re doing?! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I’m not going to shake you. Promise,” I said while holding Window in my hands. 
 
    I meant my promise, too. 
 
    
     
      
      	  I’m buffing all of the cats if you lie. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Rather than shake her, I held her as if I was about to throw a flying disc, aimed at the top of the hive where it connected to the branch, and tossed her. 
 
    I couldn’t tell what she was trying to tell me. All I knew was that a bunch of all-caps words showed up on her as she spun through the air. 
 
    See? I kept my promise. All I did was throw her, not shake her. 
 
    Her rectangular body sliced right through the top of the hive, severing it from the drooping branch, thus dropping it to the ground as Window spun, and spun, and spun until she somehow flew beyond the forest’s canopy. 
 
    As for the hive, it broke open upon smashing into the ground. Fortunately for my conscious, there were no bees inside of it. That was also good for my body. I really didn’t want to be stung by an angry horde of bees for ruining their hive. 
 
    There was, however, something inside of the center of the hive. 
 
    It was a large, teacup-shaped cell with a white pupa within surrounded by honey. In other words, it was a growing queen. 
 
    I looked down at it and said the words I remembered from the previous day. 
 
    “Description.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Queen Bleegghhh… - Queen Bee Cell 
  Material 
  A special… egg thing that has a—a queen… inside… 
    
  I feel sick… I’m so buffing the cats tonight. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I actually started feeling bad for her. She felt so sick that she turned green and struggled displaying words on her informational status window of a body, but at least getting the description summoned her back so that she would no longer be indefinitely spinning through the sky. 
 
    “Thanks, Window, and sorry for throwing you so hard,” I said. 
 
    
     
      
      	  If you promise to never do it again then I won’t buff the cats. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Deal. I promise to never throw you like a Fris—” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Hey! Don’t use the trademarked brand name for them. It’ll hurt our chances of getting an anime adaption. Probably. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “If you say so.” I shrugged. “I promise to never throw you like a flying disc again.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  That’s right, you better promise. Now, you better be grateful that I’m showing you this, you virgin. You’ve unlocked a new tower for finding that rare item. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You mean the rare item that was just hanging from a tree in the middle of my path that was extremely obvious and hard to miss? That I found on my second day of being here before even beating the second night? So rare.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  … 
  Stop being so virgin. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You know what? Fine. I’ll stop being a virgin. Right here, right now. Help me out with it. If you could make yourself a mouth before then you can—” 
 
      
 
      
 
    
     
      
      	  OKAY SOUNDS LIKE IT’S NEW TOWER INFORMATION TIME LET’S GO HERE YOU GO YOUR WELCMOE GOOD DAY GOODBYE 
    
  Bumblebee Tower 
  Difficulty Level: ★★ 
  Build Time: 12 hours 
  Required Materials: Queen Bee Cell, Beeswax Chunk (x50), any type of flower (x25) 
  Durability: 100% 
  A tower that is home to bumblebees who will patrol the map to fight flying enemies and provide support to ground forces! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “So, this queen bee is supposed to be a bumblebee I’m guessing, but it came from a hive that was hanging from a tree? Bumblebees don’t build hanging hives. They prefer to build small, underground colonies or will nest in things like bird boxes. Also, since when do tower defense games have friendly flying units? I mean, I love that, but it’s usually only the enemy who gets flying units.” 
 
    Instead of answering me, Window disappeared as suddenly as usual, leaving me alone with the queen bee cell and the broken chunks of hive on the ground. 
 
    I was curious about something. 
 
    “Description,” I said while looking down at the broken hive. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Beeswax Chunk 
  Material 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Simple enough.” 
 
    I picked the queen bee cell up into my arms, which was bigger than the dogs were, and then looked down at my blue-furred companion who had been there the whole time sniffing and licking the broken hive. 
 
    “I’ll give you all belly rubs before bed if you get the others and carry these chunks back,” I offered her. 
 
    Needless to say, she bit onto the nearest chunk and ran as fast as she could back to our base. 
 
    The dogs took back a total of nineteen chunks of beeswax. That hive was huge and only resulted in nineteen chunks, so I was going to have to find two more hives if I wanted to have enough beeswax.  
 
    Until then, I set down the queen bee cell on top of some beeswax and then surrounded it with the rest, placing a couple of chunks over top of it to keep it properly secured. That way, it was surrounded just like how it was in the hive. 
 
    It was a good thing that I didn’t accidentally throw Window through the queen bee cell. That could have been really bad. 
 
    So, that might not have been a problem, but there was a problem. 
 
    Two more roads appeared while I was gone. Rather than have two paths that converge into one leading up to my greenhouse, there were now two new roads that went around and beyond my towers before connecting to the main road. Each one reconnected to the main road just short of reaching my greenhouse, too, making them serious threats. One of the roads joined the main one right before my greenhouse—directly across from the closest tower I could build to my greenhouse. 
 
    That settled it. We needed another tower and quickly. 
 
    We needed one that could block and stall any enemies who came from the side roads to try and get around our other towers. 
 
    “Vala!” I shouted. “Come on! We’ve got gathering to do before the battle starts!” 
 
    “Ehh? But,” Vala paused, looking at me. “Where—where’d your shirt go?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “You’re—you’re not wearing a shirt.” 
 
    Her eyes darted around as a light pink took to her pale cheeks. She looked like she wanted to look at my exposed chest—which I had only just realized was exposed—but was too nervous to just stare at it. 
 
    “Oh. I never wore a shirt after bathing before, so I forgot to put it on and I guess I left it back at the pond,” I explained. “I didn’t even realize it.” 
 
    “I—I see. You’re uhh… kinda… kinda muscular, aren’t you?” 
 
    “I told you that I exercise, remember? Between exercise, yardwork, and not really eating much, looking like this is no big deal.” 
 
    “Ye-yeah.” 
 
    Her blush only grew brighter as her eyes fluttered. 
 
    “So… you said uhh, something about gathering, right?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah. We’re going to need another dog tower to deal with those new roads.” 
 
    “New roads?” she asked, still looking at my chest. 
 
    “You didn’t even notice?” 
 
    “I—I was busy…” 
 
    “Playing games?” 
 
    She gulped and nodded, having no idea just how obvious she was being. 
 
    If it wasn’t for her being so lost staring at my chest then I probably wouldn’t have remembered that other thing I wanted to confirm. 
 
    I picked up one of the scraps of cat fur and said, “Craft.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Cat Skull Helmet 
  Difficulty Level: ★★ 
  Build Time: 1 hour 
  Required Materials: Cat Fur Scraps (x3), Giant Cat Skull 
  Durability: 100% 
  3 Defense 
  Prove that you have defeated the Giant Cat boss by wearing his skull! 
    
  Cat Fur Vest 
  Difficulty Level: ★ 
  Build Time: 10 minutes 
  Required Materials: Cat Fur Scraps (x10) 
  Durability: 100% 
  5 Defense 
  A barbaric vest made out of cat fur! 
    
  Cat Fur Gloves (also available as Gaming Gloves upgrade) 
  Difficulty Level: ★ 
  Build Time: 10 minutes 
  Required Materials: Cat Fur Scraps (x2) 
  Durability: 100% 
  2 Defense 
  A pair of barbaric gloves made out of cat fur! 
    
  Cat Fur Waistcloth 
  Difficulty Level: ★ 
  Build Time: 10 minutes 
  Required Materials: Cat Fur Scraps (x7) 
  Durability: 100% 
  4 Defense 
  A fully-covering, barbaric waistcloth made out of cat fur! 
    
  Cat Fur Boots 
  Difficulty Level: ★ 
  Build Time: 10 minutes 
  Required Materials: Cat Fur Scraps (x4) 
  Durability: 100% 
  2 Defense 
  A pair of barbaric boots made out of cat fur! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    It was just as I thought. That “recipe series” reward meant that I could make a full set of armor out of the cat fur scraps given alongside the recipe series. Well, I couldn’t actually make a full set yet since I didn’t have enough scraps nor the skull… which completely gave away what the first boss would be. 
 
    Going by the names and descriptions, they made the armor sound like I was going to look like some sort of barbarian type of character if I wore it all. While that wasn’t exactly an aesthetic that I had any interest in going for, I figured I might as well. 
 
    Anything to protect my greenhouse. 
 
    I pressed the hammer buttons next to the vest and boots, leaving me with only six scraps left. 
 
    In front of the hammer button next to the gloves option was an upward-pointing arrow. 
 
    The name of the gloves said I could also upgrade my gaming gloves, so if I put two and two together, the arrow was probably how to upgrade them. 
 
    I decided to experiment and chose to upgrade my gloves. 
 
    Instead of the third crew of beavers popping out of the ground to set up tents like they did for the vest and boots, my gloves instantly transformed over my hands. They grew thicker, lined with cat fur, and they became half-finger gloves instead of covering the entire lengths of my fingers. 
 
    And yes, I did remember to put the gloves on despite not remembering to put on a shirt. 
 
    “Description,” I said, looking at my new gloves. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Cat Fur Gaming Gloves 
  Durability: ∞ 
  2 Defense 
  Gloves that let you play the game when worn! They have been upgraded with cat fur, making them even softer and warmer! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    It seemed like upgrading them was the best choice. Not only was the upgrade instant, but the gloves had infinite durability as long as they were upgraded from my gaming gloves. 
 
    The description really wasn’t lying about them being softer. Despite how barbaric they looked—despite how they made me look like some sort of wasteland bandit-barbarian who resorted to using cat fur for protection, they were super soft and the tops—which had patches of fur on them—were pretty fluffy and nice to touch. 
 
    A few minutes later and my vest and boots were done, too. 
 
    The boots looked like something that Vikings would wear and the vest was even worse. It might have been called a vest and offered me five more points in defense, but it ended up just looking like some fur vest that I couldn’t even close in any way. It left my arms and the front of my torso exposed, only managing to fully cover my back and sides. 
 
    I felt really stupid wearing gloves, boots, and a vest all made out of cat fur while I was still wearing basic, denim jeans. 
 
    At least Vala would get to continue not-so-subtly checking out my chest thanks to how revealing the vest was. 
 
    I really wanted to make a joke about her obvious gaze but, at the same time, I didn’t want her to stop looking. 
 
    It was nice having a girl as pretty as her checking me out. Especially considering that she was a dragon—a giant, godlike dragon. 
 
    If anything, it was a great ego booster. 
 
    Though, it was a little embarrassing. I just had to keep my mind distracted by thoughts of protecting my greenhouse so that I wouldn’t join her in blushing. 
 
    “Ready to go gathering? We need more wood and stone,” I asked her. 
 
    Vala sighed, still looking at my chest, and nodded. 
 
    Before, I only worked out because I wanted to be healthy. Being healthy meant that I would get to live a longer life with my plants and my greenhouse. 
 
    Now, I was thinking it might be worth working out even harder to give her even more reason to look at me as she was. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Gathering the necessary materials required for another warrior tower didn’t take us too long. We were only gathering enough materials for one tower instead of three since I didn’t think we were going to need more than one extra tower for only the second battle, plus Vala was more than happy to listen to orders and follow me so long as she could continue looking at my chest. 
 
    She really liked my muscles. 
 
    I even gave her a bit of fanservice at one point by lifting several cubes of stone at once to really get those forearm veins and biceps bulging. 
 
    Showing off was fun. 
 
    Though, I might have gotten too into it since there was one point where Vala accidentally walked into a tree because she was looking at me while she was walking. That was why she had some scratches on her forehead when we returned back to our base with the last haul. 
 
    And so, with my muscles and her forehead scratches, we built another warrior tower right in front of the greenhouse. It would serve as a final line of defense against anybody who wished to assault my greenhouse. We even got done early enough to finish constructing the tower before it was time for the next battle. 
 
    As for the dogs who came rushing out of the tower’s doors as soon as it was compete… they were more or less just like the other dogs except one had purple hair which went well with the blue and pink hair of the two dogs from the other towers. 
 
    Was I going to get a uniquely colored dog for every tower? If I built another one, would there be a green-haired dog? A red-haired dog? Would I eventually get a rainbow-haired dog if I got enough towers of dogs? 
 
    The world may never know. Or it might. Who knows? 
 
    All I knew was that the moon was rising high enough into the sky that it was about time to battle. 
 
    I gave all the new dogs some attention in the form of scratches and pettings while waiting for the battle to begin. 
 
    Then, the sky grew darker and the roads glowed as that metal tower from before rose from behind the trees. 
 
    “Wave: 1/7,” and three hearts, appeared in the sky next to the tower. Sounds of monsters came from the forest, spurring Vala to finally focus on something other than me as she grabbed her spear and spun it around to strike a cool pre-battle pose again. 
 
    I wondered if she was going to do that before every single nightly battle. She really did act just like an RPG character at times. 
 
    “Ready, partner?” I asked her. 
 
    “That’s my line,” Vala answered, smiling at me. 
 
    “We’re partners which means we both get to use it.” 
 
    “Hehe, right! Let’s hope they’re actually challenging this time.” 
 
    “I mean, we probably would have lost last time if it wasn’t for our dogs arriving just in time.” 
 
    “Pfffsshhhh, nah. They’ll never take even a single heart from us!” 
 
    “You sound awfully confident for a girl swinging around a pointy stick.” 
 
    “It’s your pointy stick!” 
 
    “That’s what she said.” 
 
    She lit up with a massive grin the moment my words reached her ears. If anything, her expression at the time could be compared to that of an extremely proud parent whose child just said “momma” or “dadda” for the first time. 
 
    “I—I raised you so well,” Vala said as that proud expression turned into a sniffling and teary-eyed one. 
 
    “You’ve ‘raised’ me for all of thirty hours or so.” 
 
    “It was so hard sometimes…” 
 
    “That’s what she said.” 
 
    Tears actually started to roll down her cheeks after that one. 
 
    She took her “that’s what she said jokes” far more seriously than anybody should ever take a joke, but that was endearing about her. Besides, I understood. She was passionate about such jokes in the same way that I was passionate about my plants. We both had something that we were proud of to the point of tears and there was nothing wrong with that. 
 
    She was so amazed by my low-effort jokes that she didn’t even mention anything about love points even though that probably would have been a perfect time for it. Well, I still didn’t understand how those things worked in the first place nor did I know if they were even real things. Then again, given that we were in an illogical world where informational status windows could blush and turn green from feeling sick, something like “love points” was almost certainly real. 
 
    The night’s battle began once she wiped her proud tears away. 
 
    
     
      
      	  New Enemy Discovered! 
  Cat Runner 
  Threat: ★ 
  HP: Somewhere between a Cat Scout’s and a Cat Soldier’s HP but probably closer to the former. 
  Damage: 3 
  Defense: 3 
  Cats of the Pawsitively Feline Empire who run around like it’s the middle of the night! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I had a bad feeling about this enemy. 
 
    Coming out of the forest to rush down the new roads were… cats with plastic bags loosely stuck around their bodies. 
 
    Naturally, they were running and zigzagging as much as cats would in such a situation. 
 
    All our soldiers from the first three towers could do was watch as the cats ran and zigzagged outside of their areas, charging straight toward me, Vala, and our newest dog warriors. 
 
    “This is getting kind of ridiculous, don’t you think? Cats stuck in bags? They’re this world’s ‘fast runner’ type of enemy?” I asked. 
 
    “Ridiculous is fun!” Vala answered. 
 
    Well, she wasn’t wrong, plus I wasn’t seriously asking. After all, I was aware that everything this world had to offer would be utterly ridiculous for the sake of being fun. 
 
    At least there were enough of us to defend the greenhouse. Two of the speedy cats came from each path, so there were four total against five of us. Without armor or weapons aside from their claws, we were able to easily defeat them. 
 
    Their… “death animations” were especially amusing. As soon as they were defeated, the bags stuck around them somehow got even more stuck which caused them to run even faster away from the battlefield and back into the forest. 
 
    “This is why you never play in plastic bags,” I told the three newest dogs. 
 
    They nodded their heads and barked. 
 
    While waiting for the next wave, I came up with names for the dogs—well, the uniquely colored ones. I told Vala she could name the others. 
 
    The purple-haired one got named Lavender, Lavi for short. The blue-haired one was named Delphinium, Delphi for short. And finally, there was the pink-haired one who I named Camellia, or Cami for short. 
 
    Yes. I named them each after flowers that matched their hair colors. 
 
    The second wave started once I was done going around giving the dogs their names. 
 
    That was when I started thinking about how strange the current “gameplay” was for a tower defense. We were able to build towers before the battles even started, the same “level” just grew larger instead of changing, and there was no building, destroying, and upgrading towers during the battles as far as I could tell. 
 
    What would even happen if a tower got destroyed? Didn’t they have durability? What would happen to whoever lived inside of them? 
 
    I was going to have to ask Window some more questions later since I was getting worried, and they seemed important enough to give me answers to instead of saying no because of spoilers. 
 
    If she did try to use the spoiler defense to not give me an answer, I would just remind her about the whole bee thing and the cat skull helmet spoiler. 
 
      
 
    The second and third waves were dealt with without any problems. Thankfully, most of the attackers still came down the original two paths instead of the new ones on the sides. We would have been in serious trouble if more came down the sides than we were ready for. 
 
    Of course, it wouldn’t be a “game” without a challenge. 
 
    
     
      
      	  New Enemy Discovered! 
  Bagged Cat 
  Threat: ★ 
  HP: The HP of the bags get added to their normal HP. 
  Damage: 6 
  Defense: 4 
  These cats of the Pawsitively Feline Empire were born in the bags—molded by them. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    And so… the newest enemy came running at us. One down each of the new paths. 
 
    And… 
 
    Well. 
 
    They were larger cats than usual, but that wasn’t what made me almost die from laughter after seeing them. 
 
    You see, the cats were wearing onesie-like bags that only their heads were poking out of. Their legs, tails, bodies—everything other than their heads was covered in loose, plastic bags. 
 
    It was as if they had full suits of plastic bag armor. 
 
    As amusing as the sight was, the cats seemed really crazy. We could see the crazed fury within their eyes from a far distance as they ran at us much faster than all previous enemies. 
 
    The dogs ran forward to intercept them. 
 
    As it would turn out, these newest cats were strong. Six points of damage was apparently enough that it shouldn’t have been taken lightly as the two dogs who engaged with them first were both knocked out after just five seconds. 
 
    Tossed to the sides, the dogs were beaten and lying on their sides. 
 
    I would have felt bad for them… if their tails weren’t wagging and if their tongues weren’t hanging out from heavy panting as if they didn’t just have a ton of fun. Plus, they got up on their own after a few seconds to limp back into their tower. 
 
    Vala and Lavi then finished off the bagged cats, resulting in their bag-armor getting torn which scared them into running away. 
 
    There were no more surprises for the rest of the battle and the injured dogs came out of the tower after thirty seconds as if they were never injured in the first place. Fortunately, they didn’t look hurt. They had some scratches before, but those vanished from their bodies. 
 
    Aside from that, the last wave offered us the greatest challenge yet just because of the numbers of the enemies. 
 
    Ten cat scouts supported by five cat soldiers came down each of the main two roads at the same time, five more cat runners came down each of the side roads, and then two more bagged cats came down each side road. Fortunately, the bagged cats didn’t come at the same time or else we might have been in serious trouble. 
 
    Regardless, Vala and I really ended up having to give it our all to protect the heart emojis on my greenhouse’s door. The dogs supported by the bowman tower all got wiped out at one point while we were already dealing with our own cats near the greenhouse. If it wasn’t for Vala using the weakened version of her rainbow beam attack which took out three cats at once, we probably would have lost at least one or two hearts. 
 
    I wanted a special ability. 
 
      
 
    Tired and panting, the battle of the second night was over. 
 
    We won. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Congratulations! You cleared the stage! 
  Stage 1-2: The Second Night 
  Completion: ★★★ 
  Enemies Defeated: 68 Cat Scouts, 24 Cat Runners, 16 Cat Soldiers, 8 Bagged Cats 
  Rewards: 312 Gold Coins, Recipe Series: Cat Paw Weaponry, 20 Cat Fur Scraps, 10 Cat Bones, 5 Cat Paws, 2 Shrimp Pasta Dinners with White Wine, and enough food for everybody in the towers. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Seeing just how many cats we actually defeated across all of the waves made me feel pretty proud. There were only nine dogs, me, Vala, and the bowman tower. Yet, we held off over one hundred enemies all on our own. 
 
    It was rough at times, but we survived. 
 
    We were definitely going to need even more towers if we wanted to survive the next battle without losing any hearts, though. I knew that there was going to be a boss coming at some point and the enemies were growing increasingly tough. And what if more roads opened up? We needed more allies and better defenses. 
 
    “That was kind of tough,” Vala said. 
 
    “Yeah, but we won. Good job,” I said. 
 
    “Hehe, yeah we did! Have fun?” 
 
    “I did. You?” 
 
    “Of course I did! It’s fun to be challenged for once.” 
 
    “For once? What about the race earlier?” 
 
    “You hacked.” 
 
    “Keep telling yourself that.” 
 
    I held a fist out to her. 
 
    She immediately got the point and bumped her fist against mine. 
 
    It had only been two days but I was already having so much fun—genuine fun. I might have been panicking, swearing, and almost pissed my pants leading up to meeting Vala, but I would gladly go through all of that again if it meant coming to this world and having such a fun life here. 
 
    A major factor leading to my fun was just how easy it was to get used to Vala. You might think it’s crazy for somebody to “get used” to being around an all-powerful dragon larger than mountains after just two days, but it was true. I felt as if I had been her friend for months already. After all of the suspicions were gone, it was just completely natural to get along with her. 
 
    And Window. Kind of. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Kind of?! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Kind of. 
 
    Regardless of Window— 
 
    
     
      
      	  I am not something to just be regardless of! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    In spite of Window— 
 
    
     
      
      	  THAT’S EVEN WORSE! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    In addition to Window— 
 
    
     
      
      	  Good enough. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    —getting along with them was just so easy and natural. If they weren’t so easy to get along with, I wouldn’t have been able to tease them with sexual jokes to fluster them, I wouldn’t have been able to handle Vala sleeping with me, and I wouldn’t have been thinking about how I wanted to impress Vala more. 
 
    That last thing was why I decided that I would exercise some more before going to sleep. 
 
    Before that, though, I went around to feed everybody at the towers and then sat down at the magically-present-again table with Vala to eat dinner and drink wine together. 
 
    I was halfway through my plate of shrimp pasta when Vala spoke up and said, “I’m really happy you’re having fun.” 
 
    “Where’s this coming from?” I asked. 
 
    “From my happiness.” 
 
    “That makes sense.” 
 
    “Of course it does! I’m a dragon, after all,” she said, holding a hand over her chest while proudly tilting her head up. 
 
    “You’re somebody who eats your food too fast is who you are. You’d enjoy it more if you’d slow down.” 
 
    “I got used to eating everything in as few bites as possible to minimize how much it would distract me from games.” 
 
    “I think you’re really just a gluttonous dragon who can’t resist eating fast like some sort of starving dog.” 
 
    “D-don’t compare me to a starving dog…” 
 
    “Alright. A starving lizard.” 
 
    “I told you I’m not a lizard!” 
 
    “Either way, slow down so that you can actually enjoy your food next time.” 
 
    Vala leaned forward on her elbows, her chin resting on the backs of her hands. Then, with a gentle smile and soft eyes, she said, “Nope.” 
 
    The way that she was looking at me while I was in the middle of slurping a noodle into my mouth made me freeze and made my heart throb. 
 
    I was tempted to say something about love points, but she probably already knew how I felt. 
 
    After all, she made me freeze in the middle of slurping a noodle. 
 
    Her expression softened even more as her cheeks reddened once again. 
 
    “I—I can spend more time looking at you if I finish first.” 
 
    If my heart wasn’t throbbing before, it definitely was after hearing that. 
 
    “It’s embarrassing being watched while eating,” I told her after finally slurping in the rest of the noodle that was hanging out from between my lips. 
 
    “Hehe, deal with it.” 
 
    “First, you watched my muscles the whole time we were gathering, and now you’re watching me eat.” 
 
    Calling her out on watching my muscles made her blush grow even brighter. “Wa-was I that obvious?” 
 
    “Extremely.” 
 
    Even Window popped up next to her to agree with me. 
 
    Vala covered her face with her hands once again, but then she took a deep breath and pulled her hands away. 
 
    “It’s—it’s because you’re… y-you’re nice to look at,” she said with as much confidence as she could bring out. 
 
    “You’re really working for those love points, aren’t you?” I asked, finally giving in to using saying “love points.” 
 
    I was worried that I’d start blushing and stuttering myself if I didn’t force out some sort of quick response. 
 
    Saying that brought out that kind, beautiful smile of hers that beamed genuine happiness. 
 
    She might have been a lazy dragon, but she definitely wasn’t lazy when it came to making me fall for her. Though, I probably would have fallen for her even if she wasn’t trying. 
 
    How could I have resisted falling for somebody as amazing as her? 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Once again, Vala used my body as a pillow—or rather, a bed. Each time she did, I found it more difficult to actually get any sleep. The thoughts of a virgin slowly became more frequent the longer I spent time with her. Being so intimate just made those thoughts even stronger. 
 
    I wanted to touch more of her. I wanted to hold her. She smelled nice. She looked cute. Feeling her lying on top of me was nice. I liked her. I wanted to spend more time with her. I wanted to do even more with her than serve as her bed. 
 
    I had to shake the virginial thoughts out of my head if I wanted to actually get any sleeping done. I had to focus on something other than Vala and my growing fondness for her. 
 
    So, I thought of the good old days instead. 
 
    The days of online gaming. 
 
    When I was younger—between thirteen and seventeen, I spent the vast majority of my time playing online video games. Whether I was playing FPS games, MMOs, or just “social” games that meant dressing up an avatar and hanging around in whatever the most popular town was to talk to people instead of doing the actual content the developers created for everybody, I made a good few friends during those days. Unfortunately, I fell out of contact with all of them. Even so, that didn’t mean I stopped cherishing my memories with them. 
 
    My first friend online went by the name of “1337DragonZ” in everything that we played. He was the type of guy to always try pulling off crazy moves that usually resulted in him dying instead of actually doing anything cool. Said moves also usually involved snipers. 
 
    Out of all the three-sixty no-scopes that he tried on purpose, he never pulled off a single one successfully. There was, however, one time when he accidentally fell off a building, reflexively spun around, and then accidentally fired his sniper while he was falling. 
 
    He got a headshot from that. 
 
    The sound of him screaming into his microphone, telling his mom to get the camera, and shouting profanities that no teen should have been shouting was something that I will never forget. Unfortunately for him, his mom brought a bar of soap to his room instead of the camera. 
 
    Everybody in the match was laughing at the sound of him begging, “Not the soap again!” while sounding like he was about to cry. I was laughing, too, even if he was my best friend at the time. Then we all laughed even harder when she started shouting at him to keep his voice down to not disturb the neighbors. 
 
    Her shouting was even louder than his was. 
 
    If he wasn’t getting in trouble with his mom, his little sister was sounding adorable in the background and making the hearts of whoever could hear her melt. 
 
    Good times, good times. 
 
    Then there was my friend who I played some of those social MMOs with. I was never able to convince him to do anything else since all he wanted to do was dress up his avatar—which was a girl—and sit around in town talking, but he did at least jump on me to talk and hang out every single time that I got online. So, we might not have done much dungeon diving or player killing together, but I probably spent more time just talking to him about anything and everything than I spent talking with everybody else in my life combined. There were plenty of times we’d get into some random, fun conversation that would last until the sun was coming up and it was time for me to go to school. 
 
    Good, but tiring, times. 
 
    Then there was that time I was playing on some multiplayer server for a survival game where the characters started off naked with only rocks. I teamed up with a couple of random naked players I found, ran around with torches shouting random things, found a pig, and started worshipping it. We then found another random player, beat them to the verge of death, tied them up, and dragged them back to our pig god. 
 
    Then, if the other player wanted to survive, he had to recite the phrase that we ordered him to say. 
 
    I want to be Porkle Workle’s little piggy wiggy. 
 
    It was incredibly stupid and immature. It was also the first thing that we thought of and, for some reason, was absolutely hilarious to us. 
 
    Then we killed the guy even after he said it and started chanting about offering his flesh to our pig god. 
 
    Pork for the pork god. 
 
    The fact that we got “human flesh” instead of pork from his corpse didn’t matter. 
 
    Then the pig got glitched inside of a rock, so we started worshipping the rock. 
 
    After that, we decided to fight each other to determine who was worthy of being the rock-pig-god’s chosen one. I was the first to die. 
 
    Odd times. 
 
    Never talked to those guys again. 
 
    It was thanks to those memories that I was able to fall asleep without thinking too much about Vala sleeping on top of me. 
 
    And again, by the time that I woke up, she was busy with her game. Though, this time she was wearing some earbud headphones and sitting in the grass next to me. I think she was trying not to disturb me as I slept… but she didn’t realize that her tail was sitting across my chest and moving around depending on how she moved in-game. 
 
    There were a few times where, when she’d pull a sharp, right turn in-game, her tail would slide to the right and almost slap me in the face. It swung really fast at my face at one point, so I grabbed it to stop it from actually smacking me. 
 
    She froze and slowly turned her head to look at me. The expression on her face made me think that I must have done something wrong since she was staring at me with wide eyes and reddened cheeks, and her lips were quivering as if she wanted to say something but couldn’t. 
 
    “Wh-what are you doing?” Vala stuttered out. 
 
    I looked at her tail, still held in my hand, and then back at her to answer, “This thing almost slapped me in the face. I’ve been slapped by my lizard before, but I’m pretty sure this would hurt a lot more if it hit me.” 
 
    “I—I thought I said to stop comparing me to a lizard.” 
 
    Since I had her tail in my hand and was curious about just how it measured up to a regular lizard’s tail, I let my other hand touch and rub her scales, turned her tail over to look and poke at its underside, and then—and then I realized just how Vala was looking at me. 
 
    Or rather, how she wasn’t looking at me. 
 
    She had her hands over her face and she was red from her neck to her ears. Not only that, but I could hear her panting behind her hands and her thighs were rubbing against each other. 
 
    Seeing her reaction really made me want to continue what I was doing, but was that alright? After trying so hard to get rid of those virginial thoughts of mine just prior to sleeping, now I had woken up and was wanting to embrace them to tease her. She wasn’t telling me to stop, she wasn’t trying to pull away, and she sounded like she was enjoying it. 
 
    I gently slid the tips of my fingers down her tail towards its tip. The closer my fingers got to the end of her tail, the more her back arched and the faster she panted. 
 
    It was more than obvious, even to a virgin such as myself, that she was getting excited from my fingers. Her tail must have been sensitive—very sensitive. 
 
    By the time my fingers reached her tail’s tip, she had one hand covering half her face while her other hand balled up in front of her mouth. 
 
    What should I do now? Should I just… poke it? Rub it? Squeeze it? Wait, I’m talking about a tail here, not a man’s third leg. But, I mean, it is having the same effect. So, maybe I should? Wait, am I seriously doing this? This—this is pretty sexual, isn’t it? I mean, with how she’s reacting, this is definitely sexual. What’s going to happen after this? Is she going to be mad? Maybe I should stop. But, what if she gets mad that I stop? She’s looking right at me and she looks like she wants me to continue but can’t say it herself, but what would I know? 
 
    My mind was so full of frantic worries that I didn’t even notice the incoming attack. 
 
    There was no chance to defend. 
 
    I only noticed the attack once it had already been launched and there was no stopping it. 
 
    Flying straight at my face with her front legs sticking out in front of her, back legs sticking out behind her, and with her tongue hanging out from her mouth… was Delphi. 
 
    She landed on my face, fell off, rolled around on her back as she tried getting up onto her feet again, and then licked my face like crazy. 
 
    My immediate reaction was to try and grab her to lift her up and pull her away from my face, but I forgot that I was still holding Vala’s tail. This resulted in me squeezing even harder and pulling, and that resulted in Vala letting out a combination of a high-pitched moan and gasp in one. 
 
    It was surprising enough that both me and Delphi stopped what we were doing to look up at the furiously blushing dragon. 
 
    “Wi-Window must have spawned one of those squeaking frogs from the desert! Ye-yeah, it must have jumped by and squeaked o-or something,” Vala tried explaining. 
 
    Neither me nor Delphi were buying it. 
 
    Besides, I knew what frog she was talking about and those things sounded like squeaky toys, not feminine moaning and gasping. For Vala to compare her own noise to that… it made me imagine Vala actually sounding like a squeaking frog. 
 
    I wasn’t able to not laugh at that. Even as Delphi resumed licking my face, I couldn’t stop laughing at imagining Vala sounding like a squeaking frog. 
 
    Talk about mood shifts. Just a minute before cracking up at the thought of a squeaking-frog Vala, I was teasing her tail and it seemed like we were about to take things a bit further. 
 
    That was two unpredictable mornings in a row and I was sure that it was only a sign of things to come. 
 
    Even Vala started to laugh. She was only laughing because I was laughing, but we laughed together nonetheless. 
 
    I don’t think that either of us even cared about Delphi’s interruption since it resulted in us laughing so hard together. 
 
    “And here I thought you didn’t want to be compared to reptiles,” I teased her after finally calming down. 
 
    “I said not to compare me to lizards!” Vala said, holding her stomach and taking heavy breaths thanks to how hard she was laughing. 
 
    “So, comparing you to lizards isn’t alright but comparing you to frogs is?” 
 
    “It’s—it’s not, but—” 
 
    “Whatever you say, Hoppy.” 
 
    “Ho-Hoppy? What kind of nickname is that?” 
 
    “It was either that or ‘Froggy.’ I figured that Hoppy would work since frogs hop and it sounds slightly less stupid.” 
 
    “Please come up with a sweeter nickname than that for me…” 
 
    “No can do, Hoppy.” 
 
    “You’re going to make the love points go down if you keep calling me that!” she pouted, nudging me with one of her bare feet. 
 
    “I wonder if another squeaking frog is going to appear out of nowhere if I poke you here,” I teased, poking her foot. 
 
    “Wh-what? Are you—are you into feet or something?! And it’s not my fault that my tail is so sensitive!” 
 
    “Hm? What does your tail being sensitive have to do with frogs appearing out of nowhere and then mysteriously vanishing before anybody has a chance to actually see them?” 
 
    She looked away and scratched her cheek. “I—I dunno.” 
 
    “I wonder if there even was a frog in the first place.” 
 
    “There was! There totally was!” 
 
    Seeing her get so flustered made me want to tease her even more. 
 
    Something awoke within me. 
 
    I might have been a virgin with next to no experience with girls, but that didn’t matter. All that mattered was taking advantage of the situation to tease the sweet treat in front of me. 
 
    “That’s a shame. I thought that the noise might have come from you. If it did, I was going to say that I really liked the noise and that it made my love points go up, but I guess it was just some other reptile that made my love points go up. Maybe I have a thing for frogs,” I teased. 
 
    “Do-don’t lower yourself to bestiality just to tease me!” Vala whined even more. 
 
    We started laughing again. 
 
    My random talks with her really reminded me of some of my old days of just bullshitting around with friends online. It had the exact same sort of energy but with the extra factor of me falling in love with her and all of that. No big deal. 
 
    “Anyways,” I said after we calmed back down, “what are the plans for today?” 
 
    “Game, nap, game, nap, game, fight, then sleep!” Vala answered. 
 
    “How about we cut out one of those naps and two of those games?” 
 
    “It sure would be a shame if a fire started in your greenhouse…” 
 
    “Hey! That’s not even funny to joke about! You know how much time I’ve put into that?!” 
 
    “That’s how I feel about napping and gaming! It’s the exact same! Wanting to take my napping and gaming away is like wanting to tear my wings off so that you can attach cinder blocks to my feet and toss me into the middle of the ocean!” 
 
    “That’s way too dramatic!” 
 
    “Says you! I bet you’d be dramatic over your plants!” 
 
    “I’d never be dramatic about my plants! Setting my greenhouse on fire and burning all of my plants would be like burning my very soul to ashes, using those ashes to make a candle, and then tossing it into the middle of the ocean! There’s nothing worse than being a candle surrounded by water!” 
 
    “That’s the definition of dramatic! And it makes no sense! Can you even turn ashes into candles?!” 
 
    “No, but that’s not the point!” 
 
    “Then we’ll make a deal! No more suggesting to take away my naps and games, and no convenient fires will ever start in your greenhouse!” 
 
    “Deal!” 
 
    “Good! Though it’s not like I’d ever let your greenhouse or plants get hurt anyways. Thanks for letting me have my naps and games, though.” 
 
    “It wasn’t like I was seriously going to take your naps and games away from you. You’d be like a completely different dragon if I did that.” 
 
    “Then why were we fighting?” 
 
    “We were? I thought we were just having an overly dramatic back-and-forth with each other for fun.” 
 
    “O-oh. Yeah. To-totally. I—I didn’t think you were serious or anything…” 
 
    “Though, you really should spend more time doing other things.” 
 
    “Why do other things when you can do other things for me?” 
 
    I flicked her forehead, resulting in her dramatically tossing her head backward before bringing up both of her hands to cover where I flicked her. 
 
    “I’m going to go do other things now. You’re welcome to join me if you want to,” I told her. 
 
    “Ooh. What’s on the schedule?” 
 
    “Check out those new weapon recipes, work on my farm, and then go into the forest to look for some more hives so that I can make that other tower.” 
 
    “Hmm, hmm… that sounds like stuff that requires effort. I’ll just play games for now, but let me know when you go into the forest! I’ll walk around with you.” 
 
    “Got it. I’ll make sure to grab you for our forest-walking date,” I teased, not knowing just how powerful the word “date” was. 
 
    “A da-date? Our—our first date?” she mumbled. 
 
    That newly awoken desire to tease was triggered again by her stuttering mumbles and nervous blushing. Seeing her tail sway from side to side behind her made it even better. 
 
    “Yeah. Unless you don’t want to. I could just find that frog to take out.” 
 
    “Th-there was no frog, and stop lowering yourself to that!” 
 
    “Then who made that noise? The really cute and hot one that I heard?” 
 
    Her cheeks grew even brighter as she turned her head to the side to scratch her cheek. “I—I dunno. Maybe… ma-maybe it was… a dragon?” 
 
    “A dragon? But there’s only one of those around here, right?” 
 
    “We-well, yeah, but maybe there’s two!” 
 
    “Huh. I guess I should find the second dragon then since I really want to spend more time with the dragon who made that sound.” 
 
    “Maybe there isn’t another dragon!” 
 
    “Then who was it?” 
 
    “Maybe… I—I guess it’s… theoretically possible that uhh, that it might’ve… could’ve possibly… been… me?” 
 
    “Hmm. Possibly, but I don’t know. I’d have to confirm it somehow.” 
 
    She instantly lowered her tail between her legs, bringing it between them, and then slid it up underneath the oversized shirt so that she could hug it and hide it from me. Though, the tip of it poked out of the top. “Ta-tail touching is off-limits until further notice!” she declared. “You don’t have enough love points for that!” 
 
    “But you were letting me do it earlier.” 
 
    “Tha-that’s because I got caught up in the moment! You took advantage of me like some sort of dragon hunter!” 
 
    “Well, I am Drake Hunter.” 
 
    “There’s nothing you’re going to get from my tail! It’s not involved in any weapon crafting recipes and you can’t get a gem from carving it, either!” 
 
    “What random reference is that?!” 
 
    Once again, we laughed. 
 
    I couldn’t remember ever feeling as happy as I felt with her. I might have been content with my previous life from before her, but I could confidently say that I was happy now. I was enjoying life—I was having fun. 
 
    I had laughed more in the past couple of days than I’d laughed in years. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    So, the first task I wanted to accomplish for the day was checking on those new crafting recipes I unlocked from clearing the second night’s battle. 
 
    The first night gave my recipes for cat-based armor and the second night gave me recipes for cat-based weapons. 
 
    If my armor was anything to go by, the weapons were going to look like a fantasy berserker’s weapons. 
 
    I picked up one of the bones and… realized that I was suddenly surrounded by three dogs—by Delphi, Lavi, and Cami. 
 
    Well, there were ten bones, so I figured that it wouldn’t hurt to give them each one. I was just impressed that they could suddenly appear out of nowhere as soon as I picked up a bone. 
 
    Giving them each a bone calmed their wagging tags and gave me some space to do what I was originally trying to do. 
 
    I picked up another one bone and said, “Craft.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Cat Bone Sword 
  Difficulty Level: ★★ 
  Build Time: 30 minutes 
  Required Materials: Cat Bones (x5), Cat Fur Scraps (x3), Cat Paw 
  Durability: 100% 
  4 Damage 
  A sword made out of a sharpened cat bone with a cat paw hilt! 
    
  Cat Paw Mace 
  Difficulty Level: ★★ 
  Build Time: 30 minutes 
  Required Materials: Cat Paws (x3), Cat Fur Scraps (x5), Cat Bone 
  Durability: 100% 
  4 Damage 
  A mace that uses cat paws with extended claws to smash and cut enemies! 
    
  Cat Paw Spear (also available as Pointy Stick upgrade) 
  Difficulty Level: ★★ 
  Build Time: 30 minutes 
  Required Materials: Cat Bones (x5), Cat Fur Scraps (x3), Cat Paw 
  Durability: 100% 
  4 Damage 
  A spear made out of cat bones that is tipped with the claws from a cat paw! 
    
  Cat Bone Axe 
  Difficulty Level: ★★ 
  Build Time: 30 minutes 
  Required Materials: Cat Paws (x2), Cat Fur Scraps (x3), Cat Bones (x1) 
  Durability: 100% 
  Efficiency: 110% 
  4 Damage 
  An axe that uses claws from cat paws for mining and chopping! 
    
  Cat Bone Bow 
  Difficulty Level: ★★ 
  Build Time: 30 minutes 
  Required Materials: Cat Bones (x3), Cat Fur Scraps (x2), Cat Paw 
  Durability: 100% 
  Power: 110% 
  A bow made out of flexible cat bones designed to shoot cat bone arrows! 
    
  Cat Bone Arrows (x5) 
  Difficulty Level: ★ 
  Build Time: 10 seconds 
  Required Materials: Cat Bone 
  2 Damage 
  Arrows made out of cat bones! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    So, there were a couple of new things I noticed. The axe had an efficiency rating on it, so it could serve as an improved PickAxe but only when it came to chopping down trees and fighting. I didn’t want to have repetitive tools, especially not for only an extra ten percent in efficiency, so the axe was out of the question. As for the bow, it lacked damage but had a power rating. If I had to guess, the power rating would be what affected the arrows’ damage. So, a bow with a power of one hundred percent would deal the full two damage of an arrow, but a bow with a power of two-hundred percent would deal four damage even if the arrow only listed two. 
 
    
     
      
      	  You know that I’m here for the expositional infodumps, right? That’s not your job. Stop doing my job. 
  Also, you’re right, but you still suck for doing my job for me. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Hey, Window, would it be possible for me to upgrade my PickAxe and HoeSho with these materials?” I asked her. 
 
    
     
      
      	  That… would probably be a good idea. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Also, since I’m guessing you’re attaching efficiency to tools that can be used for gathering and crafting now and all of that, don’t forget to edit the previous descriptions so that they list efficiency. I’m pretty sure they didn’t before.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I already did that. Nobody will ever be able to tell that the PickAxe and HoeSho descriptions didn’t have efficiencies listed until I remembered to add it for the new axe! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Alright. So, about those upgrades.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You need to learn some patience. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I’ll call you the best window ever if you do i—” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Cat Bone PickAxe (Upgrade from PickAxe) 
  Difficulty Level: ★★ 
  Upgrade Time: Instant 
  Required Materials: Cat Bones (x5), Cat Fur Scraps (x3), Cat Paw 
  Durability: 100% 
  Efficiency: 110% 
  4 Damage 
  An upgraded PickAxe that uses sharpened cat bones and claws to chop and mine! 
    
  Cat Paw HoeSho (Upgrade from HoeSho) 
  Difficulty Level: ★★ 
  Upgrade Time: Instant 
  Required Materials: Cat Paws (x3), Cat Bones (x2), Cat Fur Scrap 
  Durability: 100% 
  Efficiency: 110% 
  4 Damage 
  An upgraded HoeSho that does hoe things and shovels with cat paws! 
    
  I’m waiting. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You’re the best window ever, Window. Thanks.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Duh. Of course I am. I didn’t need you to tell me that. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Alright. I’ll never say it again then since you already know it.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Let’s not be hasty. You should still tell me it every day just to make sure that you don’t forget it! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I’ll mentally say it to remind myself then.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  But you should say it out loud so that everybody around can be reminded, too! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I’ll put up a sign to remind them.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  What if they’re auditory learners instead of visual learners? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    … 
 
    
     
      
      	  … 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    … 
 
    
     
      
      	  … 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    … 
 
    
     
      
      	  >3> 
  I win, don’t I? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Don’t get used to it.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Mwahaha! There is no defeating the best informational status window ever! Wai-wait! Please! No! Not the shaking! I’ll stop bragging, I swear! Just don’t shake me again! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    She might have outsmarted me, but she couldn’t defend against the power of shaking. 
 
    With the daily Window teasing done with, I upgraded Vala’s spear and my PickAxe. Following my glove upgrade being instant, both of the weapon upgrades were instant as well. 
 
    The spear went from looking like an ordinary, wooden spear carved by some random caveman in the jungle to looking much more proper. The wood was replaced by bone and, instead of having a sharpened wooden tip, a cat paw appeared at the end of the spear with its claws extending from it. Though, the claws weren’t curled like they normally would be. They stuck straight up from the paw so that they could still be used for stabbing, and their sides were edged as well so that the spear could be used for some shallow slashing attacks, too. 
 
    As for my PickAxe, it kept the metal head but got a decorative cat’s paw on the side of it, the wooden shaft was replaced by a bone one that still had a hole carved into the bottom of it for the dragon chain to hang from, the axe end of the head was replaced by a sharpened bone, and the pick end was replaced by a few sharp, hard cat claws. 
 
    It looked like a downgrade but, seeing as how this world was one of illogical nonsenses, I was confident it was an upgrade despite how it looked. 
 
     With some leftover cat fur scraps, I caved in and made myself the waistcloth that I ran out of materials to make the previous day. Having my regular pants on while mostly wearing armor from the cat fur recipe series was seriously bothering me. I always hated mixed sets in video games. Even if mix-and-matching different armor pieces was the meta and better than having a full set of one armor type, I was much happier having a full, inferior, matching set that actually looked good. 
 
    Therefore, no matter how silly and revealing the waistcloth might have been, I decided that wearing it was of the utmost importance for the sake of matching. 
 
    My mother would have been proud. 
 
    Once it was done crafting… I was relieved. Very, very relieved. Sure, the description might have called it fully covering, but I was still worried it would end up being like some sort of loincloth. Instead, it ended up being more like a kilt that reached down to my knees. 
 
    At least it was a very masculine looking kilt since it looked like it was made of leather with patches of cat fur over it. It definitely matched the rest of the barbaric clothes I crafted. 
 
    In just a few days, I transformed from being a man wearing normal, baggy clothes wielding a watering can to a man dressed up like some sort of Scottish-Viking barbarian-berserker wielding a PickAxe with a cute dragon hanging from it and a cat’s paw on the side of the head. 
 
    My father would have been so proud. 
 
    Now that I had a full set of armor save for the head piece, I checked on my greenhouse and then got to work on my farm. 
 
    First, I used my PickAxe without my gloves on to chop down some trees normally. 
 
    I came too close to getting squished a couple of times. 
 
    With three trees chopped down, I then chopped those into smaller sections, took them back to my soon-to-be farm, and chopped them up some more. It took me a good few hours just to get a couple of wooden fence posts carved using only my PickAxe, but I did manage to get some made to begin replacing the ineffective, log fence that those beavers made. 
 
    I had a jump scare when, just as I was thinking about the fence, the beaver forewoman poked up from the ground to see what I was doing. She seemed to be taking notes, too. 
 
    And I could only tell that the beaver was a she because… I don’t know. I just knew that she was a she somehow. 
 
    Anyway, she was drawing on what looked like a blueprint, looking up at the fence posts, nodding, and then drawing some more. 
 
    Then Window popped up out of nowhere for the beaver forewoman. The forewoman then made various beaver noises to Window, pointed down at the blueprints, and then gave me a thumbs-up before disappearing back underground. 
 
    Window turned to show me what they discussed. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Wooden Fence (Upgrade from Log Fence) 
  Difficulty Level: ★ ★ 
  Build Time: 1 hour 
  Required Materials: Any type of wood (dependent on size of upgrade) 
  Durability: 100% 
  You know, all you had to do was ask them for an upgrade instead of doing all that work yourself.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I flicked Window, causing her to make a “>_<” face, and then used my PickAxe with the gloves to break the rest of the trees up into manageably sized logs. With that, I had more than enough wood to upgrade the fence. 
 
    The beavers popped up, covered the area in a tent, and got to work. 
 
    As grateful as I was, I was worried. If the tent covered the entire farm… what would happen if I wanted to upgrade it in the future after having crops growing? What were the beavers even doing under there? Would they mess up all my growing crops? 
 
    I peeked under the tent to see what they were doing. 
 
    That was when I got smacked by a beaver tail, leaving a red imprint on my face. 
 
    The beaver forewoman successfully taught me to never peak under a construction crew’s tent. 
 
    With an hour to kill, I went ahead and gathered some more stones and logs from the forest. I figured that it would be best to have a good stockpile of them to go through. Everything other than the cat recipes called for wood or stone, after all. 
 
    I made sure to keep an eye out for anymore hives, too, but couldn’t find any. That was going to have to wait for my “date” with Vala. 
 
    Even just thinking of it as a date myself was getting me flustered. Sure, I might have been teasing Vala about it being a date and seemed confident and everything then, but when I was alone and thinking about it… I felt every bit as bashful as she did if not more. 
 
    What was up with that? A virgin who felt more bashful when alone than with the dragon he liked? Then again, most virgins don’t go around liking dragons in the first place, so I was already an exception to the rule. 
 
    Just thinking about Vala was making me smile and put me in a good mood. So, since I was already getting tired from all the mining and chopping, I sat down to spend a few minutes with Delphi since she refused to leave my side. The pink dog, Cami, preferred following us and watching from afar. Then there was the purple dog, Lavi, who acted more… I don’t know how to explain it. She was very… energetic? She was always running around, keeping an eye out and acting like we would be in danger at any moment, but then she’d get tuckered out and take a nap before finding us again and doing it all over. 
 
    So, there was the clingy and affectionate Delphi, the shy and stalker-y Cami, and the serious and easily tired Lavi. 
 
    These dogs were definitely unique. If the color of their fur wasn’t enough to differentiate them, each one had a personality that somebody would have to purposely try to get mixed up. 
 
    I wondered what would happen to them once they grew up. 
 
    Then, while thinking of them growing up, I realized something. 
 
    I didn’t look into upgrading the towers yet. 
 
    We were already starting to struggle with that second night. Upgrading the towers to have better defenders was important and would likely be crucial to continue defending my greenhouse. 
 
    “Hey, Window, can you show me the upgrade screens for the towers?” I asked out loud even though Window was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    Then she made herself seen. Right in front of me. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Don’t be lazy. Go to the towers and do it the proper way if you want to know. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I looked down at my lap which had an upside-down Delphi on it in the process of receiving a belly rub. “Do you seriously want to disturb her? Look at her face.” 
 
    Window lowered her window of a body to float right in front of Delphi’s face. She didn’t update the text on her screen or anything, but I did see her shake a bit as if she was internally squealing from the cuteness that was a smiling, upside-down Delphi. 
 
    Delphi sealed the deal by sticking her tongue out and giving Window a lick. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Al-alright! Fine! I’ll let you be lazy just this once. It’s only because Delphi is so cute, so don’t get the wrong idea or anything. I’ll make it rain fire on your greenhouse if you try to be lazy again. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Why does everybody keep threatening my greenhouse with fire?! What if I threatened to tie some cinder blocks around you to toss you into the ocean?!” 
 
    
     
      
      	  That’s way too dramatic! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Then show me the upgrade windows before I do it!” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You wouldn’t! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Are you sure? Do you really want to test that, Window? Do you really want to test to see if an informational status window has an infinite amount of oxygen?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I’m an informational status window! I don’t even need oxygen! That’s not how any of this works! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Then I’ll spam you with so many informational status requests that you’re forced to give me information twenty-four-seven until you break down and start repeating yourself!” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Y-you wouldn’t! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    She started shivering. 
 
    “So, that actually worked?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Fi-fine! Here! 
  Soldier Tower (Upgrade from Warrior Tower) 
  Difficulty Level: ★★ 
  Upgrade Time: 3 hours 
  Required Materials: 300 gold coins, any type of stone (x100), Cat Fur Scraps (x50), Cat Bones (x25), Giant Cat Skull 
  Durability: 100% 
  Special Ability: Rallying Howl! 
  A tower that is home to trained soldiers who will fight the invaders in melee combat! 
    
  Archer Tower (Upgrade from Bowman Tower) 
  Difficulty Level: ★★ 
  Upgrade Time: 3 hours 
  Required Materials: 400 gold coins, any type of wood (x200), Cat Fur Scraps (x30), Cat Bones (x15), Exotic Feather 
  Special Ability: Volley Fire! 
  Durability: 100% 
  A tower that is home to trained archers who will shoot invaders with arrows! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    An “Exotic Feather?” I never saw anything like that before, and I had no idea where I could potentially get it from. The cat skull seemed like it would obviously come from stronger cat-based enemies that we’d fight, so I wasn’t worried about that, but I had no idea where to even start looking for an exotic feather. 
 
    Also, special abilities? It made sense to get special abilities from upgrading the towers, but those were usually saved for the final tiers. It was surprising to see them at the first upgrades. 
 
    Either way, I was excited. Unlocking new towers and upgrading old ones was always one of my favorite parts of tower defense games, and now I had a teaser of what was to come. 
 
    I’d have to tell Vala to keep an eye out on our date for an exotic feather. 
 
    But before we could have our date, I had my farm to check up on. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Hey! You made me let you be lazy because you didn’t want to disturb her, and now you’ve moved her off of you! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I looked down at Delphi who seemed more than happy to be my side regardless. 
 
    “She doesn’t mind. I just wanted to be lazy and make you do some work for me.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Fire rain! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Information request spam.” 
 
    Window disappeared. 
 
      
 
    Back at the farm, the tent was being lifted just as I came back. 
 
    The new, wooden fence was perfect. There were still some gaps in it, but they weren’t wide enough for any of the destructive dogs to squeeze through. I wouldn’t have to worry about them digging up my plot anymore which meant that I could officially start farming as soon as I had some seeds to plant. 
 
    “Great job,” I told the forewoman who was waiting for my approval before burrowing back underground. 
 
    Aside from the damage to my plot that was already caused by the dogs playing around in there, there wasn’t any more damage from the beavers. That was a relief. If they could do what they needed to do without messing up my plot at all, even when it wouldn’t have been a big deal if they did, then I could trust them to not mess up my plot once I actually had some crops growing in it. 
 
    Between the upgraded spear and my PickAxe, my new kilt, a new fence, and upgrades to work toward, I felt pretty good with the progress I made so far given that it was barely midday. 
 
    However… Vala’s napping habits were rubbing off on me. I already felt tired and wanted to take a nap. 
 
    “Nap time?” Vala asked, standing in front of me with a smug smile. 
 
    That’s right. Even just thinking about wanting to take a nap was enough to bring her to me. 
 
    “Naptime,” I answered. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Was I nervous about going on a “date” with Vala that was really just going to be like any other walk through the forest that I already had with her? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    Was I nervous about the girl I liked sleeping on top of me, cuddling with me, and using me as a pillow as we napped together? 
 
    No. 
 
    Did that make any sense? 
 
    Absolutely not, but nothing made sense anymore. 
 
    Furthermore, each nap session turned into a threesome as that blue dog just refused to leave me alone. If I was sleeping on the grass with Vala resting on top of me, Delphi would curl up next to my head and I would usually wake up to a face full of fluff or with one of her paws on my face. 
 
    The other two dogs stayed on watch the whole time. 
 
    “Nnn… no… I told yoouuuu that you have to take his shields down by attacking his back first… geez… you should really learn to listen,” Vala mumbled in her sleep. 
 
    It was more than obvious she must have been dreaming about video games. Having to attack enemies in the back to get rid of their armor or shields was a pretty common trope in them and one that I had some experience with myself. 
 
    Anyways, it was time to wake Vala up so that we could— 
 
    I saw a flash out of the corner of my eye. 
 
    Poking out from behind a bush was… a camera? No, a cellphone that somebody forgot to turn the flash off of before taking a picture. 
 
    Cami came closer to guard Vala and I while Lavi ran off toward the bush, scaring away whatever or whoever took a picture of us. 
 
    “Nn… hmm? Is something wrong?” Vala asked, rubbing her eyes before sitting up on my chest. 
 
    “Somebody was taking pictures of us.” 
 
    “Pictures?” 
 
    “Yeah. You know, like with a phone. They were hiding in a bush over there, and Lavi just ran off after whoever it was.” 
 
    I would have been more worried about Lavi chasing after the culprit if it wasn’t for the fact that nothing bad could ever actually happen in this world. 
 
    “Ooh. I bet it was a spy for the Pawsitively Feline Empire.” 
 
    “They have spies now?” 
 
    “Yeah, why wouldn’t they?” 
 
    “So, wait. Is this empire actually a thing instead of just flavor text for random cats that appear out of nowhere to attack us?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she said, rubbing her eyes. 
 
    “So, there’s an actual empire out there?” 
 
    “Welllll, I don’t know about calling it an actual empire, but there’s definitely at least a giant castle and stuff.” 
 
    “I thought we were the only ones here for now?” 
 
    “That was only true for the first day.” 
 
    “So, there are more people here now?” 
 
    “If by people you mean humans, nah. If by people you mean more friends to play with, yeah.” 
 
    “Are they also creations from this universe of yours?” 
 
    “Yeah, basically.” 
 
    “I see. So, you plan on getting off of me anytime soon, or are you going to sit on me forever?” 
 
    “You make a good bed and cushion.” 
 
    “It’s not that I really mind or anything. I’m just surprised that you’re still doing it even though you’re not wearing any underwear. I would have thought that sort of bare contact might be too soo—” 
 
    Vala immediately jumped off of me, tugged the shirt down to cover herself up, and turned bright red. 
 
    “Di-did you see anything?!” she shouted. 
 
    “It’s more about what I felt than what I saw.” 
 
    She turned even brighter as her blush spread from her cheeks to her ears, horns, and neck. 
 
    “Wait!” she shouted, pulling the shirt out a bit so that she could look down at herself. “G-good. I forgot that I teleported some underwear onto me while you weren’t looking in case anything like this might happen…” 
 
    “Yeah, I noticed. You’re wearing my boxers now.” 
 
    “I—I am not. I just made an exact copy of your boxers since it’d be too embarrassing to wear ones you used to wear…” 
 
    “But you’re wearing my shirt without any problem.” 
 
    “It’s obviously different!” 
 
    “Either way, I have to admit that the oversized shirt and boxers combo is powerful.” 
 
    “Is it? Hehehe, I’m the most powerful being alive, so of course my clothes are going to be powerful, too!” 
 
    “Powerfully cute, maybe.” 
 
    That smug confidence she just had wavered underneath the embarrassing assault of the word, “cute.” 
 
    It made no sense that sleeping with her was easier than thinking about going on a “date” with her. 
 
    She made no sense that sleeping on me and implying she wanted to spend the rest of time with me was easier than being called cute. 
 
    All that made sense was—well, nothing really made sense. 
 
    So why not continue being nonsensical? 
 
    If I felt comfortable enough around her to be myself, have fun, tease her, flirt with her, and offer to take her out on a date, then I could also force myself to keep up the confidence to have some more fun with her. 
 
    “Are you ready for our date now?” I asked, reaching out my hand out to her. 
 
    “I just woke up and didn’t get to play any games yet,” she said while pouting before smiling, “but, I—I guess a date does sound more fun than playing games right now.” 
 
    Though, instead of grabbing my hand, she just left me hanging like some sort of awkward failure as she stared at my hand instead. 
 
    “That’s cruel, you know,” I called her out. 
 
    “Wh-what do you expect me to do?” 
 
    “Hold hands. At least give me a low five or something at this point so I don’t feel like a complete mistake.” 
 
    “I don’t—I don’t know if our love points are high enough for something that lewd yet…” 
 
    “There’s nothing lewd about holding hands.” 
 
    “There is if you know enough memes!” 
 
    “Like the cat that always looked grumpy?” 
 
    “You have such a normie taste in memes…” 
 
    “The heck is a normie? You’ve said that multiple times now.” 
 
    “You’re only proving my point…” 
 
    At that point, I figured: fuck it. 
 
    If she was going to tease me for something that I didn’t even understand, all because she was too shy to just hold my hand, then I was going to go for it on my own. 
 
    I walked up to her, she took a step back, and I grabbed her hand. 
 
    “Wha-what do you think you’re doing all of a sudden?! This is way too soon!” she shouted with cheeks as red as ever. 
 
    “Living up to my name. I’m hunting a dragon.” 
 
    Damn it, that was so lame! Did I seriously just say that? Why did I think that saying something so cheesy was going to be a good idea? I thought I grew out of my phase of cheesy pick-up lines years ago! And I only said those as jokes, but here I am actually seriously saying one! 
 
    Needless to say, I regretted those words the instant that they came out of my mouth. 
 
    But. 
 
    “Que-quest complete,” she mumbled before allowing her fingers to curl gently around my around. 
 
    My attack broke through her defenses, and then her attack broke just as easily through mine. 
 
    We ended up just standing there in front of each other, holding hands, not saying anything else as we looked in different directions. Neither of us was redder than the other, and I was sure that our hearts were beating just as quickly as the other’s was. 
 
    “Come on. Let’s get going before it’s too dark,” I forced myself to say. 
 
    All I got in response was a shy nod. 
 
    And so, we finally walked into the forest together. 
 
    The two of us must have looked pretty ridiculous together. I looked like some sort of barbarian and she just looked like a girl wearing her boyfriend’s oversized, modern clothes. 
 
      
 
    We eventually relaxed after I talked to her about everything I accomplished and found out earlier in the day, and I made sure to tell her about the “Exotic Feather” that we needed if we were to upgrade the bowman tower. 
 
    I wasn’t expecting to actually stay holding her hand the whole time, but we did. Neither of us ever even tried to separate our hands. 
 
    It was nice. Her smaller hand was warm, soft, feminine—I felt like I didn’t deserve to be holding it. Mine was so much larger, the skin was rougher and calloused from exercising and gardening, and I just felt as if my hand was going to ruin hers—like mine wasn’t good enough. It was a stupid thought, but it was a thought nonetheless. 
 
    It didn’t help that I kept on remembering the random time I searched up whether or not girls liked guys with rough hands. The majority of the results said that they preferred soft hands and only a tiny minority said that they liked rough hands for how masculine they were… and that minority was half men trying to make other men with rough hands feel better. 
 
    But Vala didn’t seem to mind, and I wasn’t stupid enough to ruin the opportunity by breaking off the holding. 
 
    “Hey, up there,” she said, pointing up at one of the trees. 
 
    Hanging from the branch was another hive. This one was easily larger than the previous one, but it still wouldn’t be enough for the tower. One more was still needed. 
 
    But first, we had to get it down. 
 
    That, unfortunately, meant we had to stop holding hands. 
 
    Only, as soon as I started to loosen my fingers from her, she opened her mouth and brought that rainbow-colored beam of destruction—albeit far weaker than before—back to decimate the branch that the hive was hanging from. 
 
    The hive fell and broke open. 
 
    Unlike before, there was no queen bee cell inside of it. There was plenty of beeswax, though. 
 
    I brought my free fingers up to my mouth and whistled for the dogs. 
 
    The colorful trio rushed out of seemingly nowhere, sat down in front of us, and wagged their tails. 
 
    “Woah… you can summon them like that? You know how to whistle?” Vala asked. 
 
    “Yeah, I learned how some years ago. A friend online always made fun of me for it, so I learned how to prove them wrong. Too bad they never logged back on. Maybe one day I’ll get to show off and prove them wrong. Now, you dogs, be good girls and take this beeswax back home.” 
 
    The dogs barked in unison, picked up the largest chunks that they could fit into their mouths, and ran off. 
 
    “We’re still going to need more. Maybe one more? We’re probably just barely short after this one,” I explained. “And… I wonder what happened to that cat that was spying on us earlier.” 
 
    “It’s probably fine.” 
 
    “Only probably?” 
 
    “Probably, probably.” 
 
    “Probably, probably probably?” 
 
    “Probably probably, probalahblah dang it.” 
 
    “I win,” I said and squeezed her hand a bit tighter. 
 
    I might have been the one who won, but she was the one who smiled and giggled. 
 
    “By the way, since when can you breathe that beam? I thought you had to use your hand?” 
 
    “Oh. I can do it either way, plus my good hand is busy with something more important right now.” 
 
    “Yeah? And what would that something important be?” 
 
    “Something lewd.” 
 
    “I told you that there’s nothing lewd about holding hands, you normie.” 
 
    “You know that trying to use normie as an insult when you don’t even know what it means just makes you like, a super normie, right?” 
 
    “It’s not my fault I wasn’t a lazy dragon who spent all my time on the internet. The only memes I know are the ones involving animals with text over them.” 
 
    “So old…” 
 
    “I don’t want to hear that from you.” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    “Are you telling me you’re not at least thousands of years old?” 
 
    “I—I mean… it wouldn’t be wrong to call me that, but that doesn’t mean you should call me that.” 
 
    “I guess that when you live for so long, it either goes one of two ways. You try to stay hip and up to date with all the modern things, or you just stay in your old ways without ever trying to change.” 
 
    “You know others who are as old as me?” 
 
    “No, but that’s usually how it is in stories, right?” 
 
    “Oh. Yeah. There’s this one spirit I used to know but haven’t seen in—” 
 
    “Wait, you knew a spirit?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Spirits exist?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Are they like ghosts?” 
 
    “Basically.” 
 
    “I knew ghosts existed. That explains why my pillows were always swapped no matter how many times I tried putting them in their right spots.” 
 
    “I… I think you might be insulting spirits if you think they’re that bored or petty.” 
 
    “I don’t want to hear anything about insulting groups of people from you. Anyways, go on.” 
 
    “Well, she was the spirit of some shrine on the other side of the world. You see, spirits are kind of like… well, there are the ghost kinds of spirits, but then there are the spirits of inanimate things that come into existence whenever they’re worshipped or loved enough. So, since so much worship happened at her shrine, she became the spiritual personification of their beliefs. Or something like that.” 
 
    “Or something like that? Are you even sure you know how this works?” 
 
    “I understand it enough. I think. Anyways, she’s the kind of woman who really just wants to keep doing things like how they’ve always been done. She wears really pretty, old dresses, uses makeup that nobody else wears anymore, talks with a confusing accent, and—” 
 
    “Wait, you actually had friends before this?” 
 
    “I—I wouldn’t say we were friends, and don’t sound so surprised! I just visited her every now and then back when I used to be bored, but then video games happened.” 
 
    “Please don’t tell me that you used to visit her but then completely abandoned her after discovering video games.” 
 
    “It’s not like she didn’t have tons of company anyways, so she wouldn’t have missed me…” 
 
    “So, you abandoned somebody else for video games? 
 
    “There were high scores to beat…” 
 
    “Please tell me she’s at least still worshipped or anything so that I don’t feel bad.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Like I said, she still gets tons of company. She’s way more of a goddess now than I am, but I’m still way stronger.” 
 
    “How are you stronger than a goddess?” 
 
    “Because I’m a dragon and dragons are the best.” 
 
    “So, you might not be an actual god, but you’re stronger than the people who are gods?” 
 
    “Well, they’re not really gods. Not what people would normally consider gods, anyways. It’s more like she’s just a ghost who enough people mistook for a god, things got kind of out of hand, and she decided to roll with it.” 
 
    “How many cases are there of this happening through history?” 
 
    “Way too many.” 
 
    “You somehow managed to teach me even more absurdities today. I thought that I was done being surprised by how crazy everything is involving you, but apparently not.” 
 
    “Oh. Want to hear something else that’s fun?” 
 
    “Sure. Why not.” 
 
    “I had a direct line to pretty much every single world leader! Pretty cool, right? Pretty awesome, right?” 
 
    “That’s honestly more unbelievable than the fact that we’re inside of a pocket universe you created right now.” 
 
    “What’s so unbelievable about the world’s leaders wanting to stay on good terms with a dragon who could blow up the world if she really wanted to?” she asked with a pout. 
 
    “Actually… when you put it that way, yeah, it makes a ton of sense.” 
 
    “Just kidding.” 
 
    “Wait, what?” 
 
    “I was joking. Why would I want to have a line to all the world leaders? That would be way too boring.” 
 
    “I’m going to develop trust issues.” 
 
    “That easily?!” 
 
    “Fool me once. Anyways, I think we just found the final hive.” 
 
    Hanging not too far above us on a tree in front of us was the third hive that we needed. While it wasn’t as big as the first two, the sheer size of the second hive we found meant that this smaller hive would surely be enough to finish collecting materials for the tower. 
 
    “I have an idea,” Vala said. “Crouch down.” 
 
    Disappointingly, she let go of my hand right after saying that. But I still crouched down for her. 
 
    Appointingly, she climbed onto my back and sat right behind my head with her legs hanging off over the front of my shoulders. 
 
    “Now you can lift me up! I’ll be able to reach it like this, and it’ll be easy to take back if it’s all in one piece,” she explained. 
 
    Feeling her thighs on each side of my head was really, really nice. 
 
    They might have been slender despite her bad eating habits prior to coming to this world with me and the fact that she never exercised, but the fact that she never exercised also meant that they were incredibly soft. 
 
    I grabbed her legs right above her ankles and stood up, helping her reach the hanging hive that she could easily pull off from the tree’s branch. 
 
    “Mission complete!” she declared. 
 
    “Mission complete. Now we can head back, build a new tower, and get ready for our third night.” 
 
    “Ooh, yeah, it’s the third battle already. That means it’s boss time!” 
 
    “Wait, boss time? And isn’t saying that a spoiler?” 
 
    “It’s only natural for a boss fight to happen after two normal fights!” 
 
    Suddenly, I was much more nervous about the upcoming battle. 
 
    But Vala’s thighs took away all that nervousness as we headed back to our new home. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Despite knowing that we were supposedly going to have a boss fight, I never felt more at peace than when I had Vala’s thighs against each side of my head. They were more comforting than a mother’s kiss when sick, a father’s praise upon doing well, and even better than snow days. 
 
    I had no idea that it was possible for anything to be better than snow days. 
 
    While snow days did blanket nature in a suffocating white, preventing nature from growing… 
 
    Playing in snow was always fun. 
 
    “Hey, you lazy dragon, what do you think about snow?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s fun to build snow castles and then wreck them!” Vala answered. 
 
    “Of course you would think that.” 
 
    “I am a dragon. Don’t forget that!” 
 
    “Have you ever wrecked any real castles before?” 
 
    “Hmm… not on purpose.” 
 
    “Wait, so you have wrecked real castles before?” 
 
    “I—I said not on purpose!” 
 
    “That doesn’t make it any better!” 
 
    “It’s not like I killed anybody! It doesn’t count if I brought them back!” 
 
    “Wait, now you’re implying that you have killed people while accidentally wrecking castles but that it doesn’t count because you brought them back to life?” 
 
    “Ye-yeah.” 
 
    “That makes it even worse! Not to mention that you’re just casually dropping the fact that you can resurrect the dead!” 
 
     “At least I never turned them into zombies. Most who try to bring back the dead just make zombies.” 
 
    “Now you’re casually confirming that zombies exist!” 
 
    “You didn’t know that?” 
 
    “No! No, I did not! No humans know that zombies exist!” 
 
    “But… but what about all the zombie games? And movies?” 
 
    “There’s a reason why they never said they were based on historical events!” 
 
    “Wait, is it seriously kept secret that zombies exist?” 
 
    “It was kept secret from most of the world that dragons exist, too!” 
 
    “I—I could have sworn that some of those zombie movies were documentaries…” 
 
    “No! They absolutely weren’t! Not a single one!” 
 
    There is no telling how I might have reacted if I didn’t have Vala’s thighs there to calm me down. 
 
    First, I discovered that dragons and their pocket universes exist. Then I discovered that spirits that are basically gods exist. Then I discovered that dragons are still more powerful than those. Then I discovered that resurrection magic exists. Finally, I discovered that zombies exist. 
 
    I already told myself that I would stop questioning anything that happened inside of the pocket universe, but outside of it? Back in the real universe—the one we came from? Even that universe was so absurd? 
 
      
 
    Vala was determined to prove the existence of zombies. 
 
    As soon as we got back to our base, before we could do anything else, she got onto my computer that was brought with us despite it not having any power source. 
 
    A few minutes of mumbling and furious keyboard tapping later and she called for me. “Come here!” 
 
    I sat down in the grass next to her to see what she was looking at. 
 
    We really needed a consistent table that didn’t disappear whenever we were done eating at it. 
 
    “Look,” Vala said, pressing play on the video that she dug deep to find. “I told you that I saw a documentary of it!” 
 
    Surely enough, what she wanted to show me was what looked like a small-scale zombie apocalypse in some foreign farming village. The zombies had red, glowing eyes, they were eating people, and… it looked no more realistic than any modern zombie movie. The only thing that was weird about it was that it was taken from what must have been somebody’s cellphone because it was—disgustingly—filmed in vertical video and pretty shaky. But that could have been attributed to the recorder trying to make it more “realistic” like some sort of homemade conspiracy bait. 
 
    “Didn’t you see this? It was everywhere a few years ago on the internet,” she explained. 
 
    “What? No. I mean, now that you’ve brought it up, it does sound familiar. I think I remember people talking about some rumored zombie video, but I knew it had to be fake.” 
 
    “Nope! They were talking about this one. You can tell that it’s real because of the way that the pixels are.” 
 
    “All that means is that it must have had a high production value and experts trying their best to make it look real while also making it look like amateur video.” 
 
    “That’s so boring! Don’t you think it’s fun to believe in conspiracy theories? Even though this one isn’t a conspiracy and actually happened…” 
 
    “You spend way too much time on the internet.” 
 
    “There’s no such thing as spending too much time on the internet.” 
 
    “Yes, yes there is, and you are a prime example of being guilty of it. What’s next? Do you think that chemicals in the water are turning the frogs gay?” 
 
    “I—I mean… there is some evidence of that…” 
 
    “You’re going to do worse than just offend people if you keep going this route.” 
 
    “Feels bad.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Why are we still here? Just to suffer?” 
 
    “We’re here because you’re a lazy dragon who wants to play games and fight cats, apparently.” 
 
    “Do you know any even slightly modern memes?” 
 
    “Does the successful kid fist pumping the air count?” 
 
    She looked at me with the deadest eyes I had ever seen. She looked even more lifeless than those supposedly real zombies. 
 
    “Anyways, where do you think we should place the bee tower?” I asked. 
 
    She snapped out of it as soon as the topic switched to “gaming.” 
 
    “Oh! Uh… I don’t know. It’s not going to be done in time, right? So, I don’t think it really matters where we build it.” 
 
    “Yeah, but we have to future-proof.” 
 
    “Why? We can just move it somewhere else if we need to.” 
 
    “Wait, we can move the towers?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Window, how come you never told me that?” 
 
    Window appeared beside us. 
 
    
     
      
      	  You never asked >_> 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Is there anything else I should probably know that you’re not telling me?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Probably. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Then tell me!” 
 
    
     
      
      	  no u 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I don’t have anything to tell you nor myself!” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Sounds like a personal problem, you virginal thighs lover. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “What does that have to—wait, Window… do I sense some jealousy coming from your text?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Wha-what? I wouldn’t get jealous over you looking so happy you had a couple of thighs around you! A-and it’s not like I was watching you or anything in the first place! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “One, you just admitted to watching us. Two,” I paused to look at Vala who was starting to blush herself while trying to subtly read Window’s text from the corner of her eye, “be quiet.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  What’s wrong? You don’t like it when I point out how you looked like you wanted to drool? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I didn’t look like I wanted to drool! Sure, I loved her thighs, but I—” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Heh. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    While I was shouting at Window about how I loved Vala’s thighs, Vala stood there with reddened cheeks and a smile that she was trying to suppress from growing too obvious as she twirled some hair around one of her fingers. 
 
    “You know what? Fine. I’ll admit it,” I said, trying not to stutter from how embarrassed I felt. “I love Vala’s thighs. They’re soft, warm, and there is not a single thing wrong with them. But, at least I don’t suddenly appear when somebody is naked! Not only do I not appear when somebody is naked, but I don’t purposely look at their exposed bodies after realizing that they’re naked!” 
 
    
     
      
      	  YOU SHOULDN’T BE SO PROUDLY DECLARING YOUR LOVE FOR A GIRL’S THIGHS AND I TOLD YOU BEFORE THAT IT WAS AN ACCIDENT IT WASN’T MY FAULT SO I DON’T EVEN—I JUST DON’T EVEN!!! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Uh-huh. Convincing story. You just don’t want to admit that you’re some sort of perverted, informational status window that peeps on men when they’re naked. You’re a perverted, shameful window. Not only that, but you’re basically a sexual assaulter! You should be put on the sex offender registry!” 
 
    
     
      
      	  WHY ARE YOU GOING THAT FAR? I DIDN’T EVEN KNOW YOU WERE NAKED. WOW. OKAY. YEAH LET’S JUST PUT AN INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW WHO’S TRYING HER BEST ON A SEX OFFENDER’S LIST BECAUSE SOME PERVERTED VIRGIN WASN’T ABLE TO WARN HER THAT HE WAS NAKED BEFORE SHE MAGICALLY APPEARED IN FRONT OF HIM. YEAH, THAT SOUNDS LOGICAL. I’M FILING A COMPLAINT AGAINST YOU. 
  VALA, I WANT TO FILE A COMPLAINT AGAINST THIS VIRGIN FOR BEING STUPID AND HARASSING ME. THIS IS SLANDER AND A VIOLATION OF MY RIGHTS AS AN INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    We were all blushing at that point. 
 
    Vala giggling at my “fight” with Window lightened the mood and helped me to laugh, too. 
 
    The whole situation was just ridiculous. It was a good thing that our fight stopped there, though, because I was out of ideas on how to escalate it without resorting to some truly ridiculous, unbelievable threats. 
 
    Like zombies. 
 
    Except, I could no longer use zombies as a reference for unbelievable and ridiculous things seeing as how they supposedly existed. 
 
    I refused to fully believe that until I could see it myself. 
 
    Then again, if zombies did actually exist, I really didn’t want to get enough proof that I would ever believe that they were real. I doubted that such a situation would be safe. 
 
    Then again, if I had Vala with me when I saw them, she could just rainbow-beam them out of existence. 
 
    Yeah, there wasn’t really any such thing as real threats anymore thanks to her. 
 
    The most threatening things I could think of were those cats messing up my greenhouse or the dogs trampling around in my farming plot. 
 
    “Window, show me the requirements for the bee tower again,” I said. Then, before she could be sassy, I added on, “Please.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  That’s right. You better say please. <_< 
  Bumblebee Tower 
  Difficulty Level: ★★ 
  Build Time: 12 hours 
  Required Materials: Queen Bee Cell, Beeswax Chunk (x50), any type of flower (x25) 
  Durability: 100% 
  A tower that is home to bumblebees who will patrol the map to fight flying enemies and provide support to ground forces! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Damn it.” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Vala asked. 
 
    “I… forgot we had to collect some flowers.” 
 
    “Lemme see… oh. F.” 
 
    “F?” 
 
    “Yeah. You know, to pay your respects.” 
 
    “You’re going to overwhelm me with all of these references that I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Fiiiinnee. RIP.” 
 
    “Alright, I understand RIP at least.” 
 
    “RIP in pepperoni.” 
 
    “And now you’ve lost me again.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Wow, you really are bad at memes. She’s not even using obscure ones at this point. Didn’t you spend any time on the internet? How did you not pick up on memes while playing games online? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. I just never really paid attention to things that I didn’t understand and didn’t care enough to try and understand them. Besides, what’s—” 
 
    The tall, flashing tower rose up from beyond the trees even though it wasn’t as dark as it would normally need to be for the night’s battle to start. 
 
    Furthermore, the sounds coming from beyond the trees sounded far more ominous than usual. The air itself just felt… uneasy—like something bad was going to happen. 
 
    I felt it in my gut. 
 
    Vala grabbed her newly modified spear, I grabbed my PickAxe, and the dogs got into position in front of their towers. 
 
    The dogs’ tails would normally be wagging, but not tonight. Instead, their tails hung limp behind their hind legs. 
 
    The text next to the tower displayed that there would be ten waves, and it was in red this time instead of white. 
 
    Whoever was in charge of this display was really going all in to try and make it as intimidating as it could be. Even though I knew none of us were in any real danger, I felt afraid. 
 
    “We’ve got this,” Vala said, giving my back a light smack with her spear. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m sure we’ll be—” 
 
    
     
      
      	  New Enemy Discovered! 
  Crazed Cat 
  Threat: ★★ 
  HP: Pretty average, I guess. 
  Damage: 8 
  Defense: 2 
  Crazed fighters of the Pawsitively Feline Empire who can easily slash through metal with their long claws! They never show any fear, either! They will fight at full strength until their last hit point! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Two crazed cats came down from the inner paths while one came from each of the outer paths. 
 
    They were large, had spotted fur, and wore leather armor of a similar fashion to my own. They looked like cat barbarians. 
 
    
     
      
      	  I actually named them Barbaric Cats first but realized that Crazed Cats sounds better.  
  Alliteration! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Now isn’t the time!” I told Window. 
 
    She materialized a tongue to stick out at me before disappearing. 
 
    The crazed cats were only a bit faster than the soldier cats but slower than all the others. 
 
    I was interested to see how they’d compete against the dogs. Surprisingly, despite how dangerous the crazed cats looked, the bowman tower shot down two of them before they even reached the dogs. Their health had to be really low… which meant that they’d probably deal a ton of damage to make up for it. 
 
    It also didn’t really make sense to me how their defense number was lower than some of the other cats despite actually having armor. 
 
    The armor must have been for show only. 
 
    Then, upon reaching my dogs… it only took two quick attacks from each cat to take out one dog. Then they were able to get off another attack on the next dogs before being taken out. 
 
    It took roughly two seconds for a crazed cat to take one dog out of combat while it took about three seconds to defeat one cat. 
 
    Vala and I seriously struggled against the two that came down the outer paths. She looked fine but was sweating and I was left with a couple of painful scratches on my legs. 
 
    The injuries went away after a few seconds at least. 
 
    If that first wave was a sign of what was to come, we were in serious trouble. 
 
    And I was right. 
 
    The second wave resulted in us losing our first heart. 
 
    With the dogs thinned out from the crazed cats, there were just too many scouts to run past us. One of them reached my greenhouse’s door, jumped up, and swiped at one of the hearts. 
 
    I had never seen a cat look so annoyingly smug before after I looked at it. 
 
    At least it didn’t hurt my greenhouse. That was a relief. 
 
    What was not a relief was how we lost our two remaining hearts during the third wave. 
 
    There were just too many cats and our dogs, who were trying their absolute best, just couldn’t keep up against them. 
 
    We were overwhelmed. 
 
    Vala and I could barely stand when the third heart was popped. 
 
    
     
      
      	  lol rekt. This is what you get for harassing me earlier. 
  Stage 1-3: The Third Night 
  Completion: ★ 
  Enemies Defeated: 32 Cat Scouts, 19 Cat Runners, 13 Cat Soldiers, 10 Bagged Cats, 8 Crazed Cats 
  Rewards: Mashed potatoes. That’s all you’re getting since you still need to eat but failed. And more dog food and stuff. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    It was way more frustrating to lose than I thought it would be. 
 
    But mashed potatoes as punishment made it better. 
 
    I loved mashed potatoes. 
 
    “So frustrating!” Vala whined as I collected the food to go hand it out to our towers. 
 
    “It’s alright. We’ll just have to come up with a new strategy, upgrade our towers, and build some new ones. It was unrealistic to think we’d be fine in a tower defense ‘game’ with only our first four, base towers. Tomorrow, we can go around early in the morning to collect those flowers we need and then build the bee tower. It should be done before it’s night again if we wake up early.” 
 
    “But—but that involves waking up early!” 
 
    “Do you want to win? Because I feel challenged now. I’m frustrated, too, and I want to win. We can gather materials to build more towers and maybe find one of those exotic feathers. I think our biggest problem right now is that we just don’t have enough damage going out to thin the cats out before they reach our dogs.” 
 
    “I guess I can try to wake up early, but only because you sound like you’re really getting into it now!” 
 
    “I don’t like losing.” 
 
    “Same! That’s why we have to kick their fluffy butts tomorrow night!” 
 
    We weren’t the only ones fired up. The dogs ate their food extra aggressively after I filled their bowls. 
 
    Even the mysterious members of the bowman tower opened the door as soon as I put their lunchboxes down, but they somehow managed to open the door, grab the lunchboxes, and shut the door before I could even see what they were. I didn’t even get a glimpse of their arm. 
 
    All I saw was a blur. 
 
    Then, I returned to the temporary table to eat my mashed potatoes. 
 
    Or rather, that was what I wanted to do. 
 
    Vala already devoured both of our bowls of them. 
 
    I didn’t even say anything to her. All I did was stare at all. 
 
    “S-sorry… I really like mashed potatoes and was comfort eating since we lost…” 
 
    “Throw them up.” 
 
    “Wh-what?! That’s gross! I—I’m not into that kind of thing!” 
 
    “I’m not either! I just want my mashed potatoes back! Window!” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I guess you’re going hungry tonight ¯\_(ツ)_/¯ 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Spawn me some more mashed potatoes right now or else I’m going to eat you.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Yo-you wouldn’t eat an informational status window, right? There’s no way that… why are you looking at me like that? I’m not edible! I—wait, no! Okay! Fine! Here! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    She gave me another bowl of mashed potatoes, which I made sure to eat out of sight from Vala. 
 
    Everything was better again since I got my mashed potatoes. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    I woke up in the middle of the night. 
 
    It took me what felt like an hour or two to actually fall asleep with how frustrated I was after the soothing effect of the mashed potatoes was over. Then, when I woke up, the moon had barely changed its position in the sky. 
 
    I also noticed, for the first time, that there were two moons. And one of them had a ring around it. 
 
    Something told me that it made no sense—that it was illogical. 
 
    Something also told me that it looked really cool and that was enough to justify it. 
 
    Not only were there two moons, one with a ring around it, but the sky was just… so full of beautiful stars. They illuminated the sky as far as the eye could see. 
 
    Distant planets could be seen, some galaxies were visible, and you would probably run out of digits for pi before you could finish counting the absurd number of stars in the sky that covered every color of the rainbow. 
 
    How did I not notice something so beautiful before? 
 
    What could have possibly been distracting me from noticing the sheer brilliance in the sky above? 
 
    Then a foot kicked me in the face. 
 
    What had been distracting me was Vala. 
 
    It was hard enough focusing on anything other than her when such a cute dragon was sleeping on top of me, and she once more proved that albeit in a different way. She chose to distract me with an unconscious kick to my face. 
 
    “Seriously?” I asked her. 
 
    I didn’t get an answer, of course. 
 
    I did, however, get to see her in a rather interesting position. 
 
    She somehow flipped herself around so that, instead of sleeping with her head on my chest, she had her head down by my knees with her feet up by my face. Not only that, but she had her shirt pulled up to the point where the undersides of her breasts were visible. She also had one hand on her stomach that she was scratching it with as drool ran down the side of her face from her mouth. 
 
    Despite the virginial desire in me to see her chest, which could have easily been done by just pulling her shirt up a little bit more, there was no way that I was going to do that. 
 
    Absolutely no way. 
 
    Not at all. 
 
    The thought never even crossed my mind. Not for a second. 
 
    Who would even think about doing something like that to a dragon? To a cute, petite, dragon? 
 
    Drake Hunter was not such a man. Any man who would even think about doing that was unworthy of being called a man. 
 
    And so, I grabbed her shirt. 
 
    And I held it. 
 
    And I waited. 
 
    There was not a powerful urge building up inside of me telling me to pull the shirt in a way that was definitely not allowed. 
 
    So I waited. 
 
    And finally… 
 
    I pulled her shirt down to cover her up some more. It was the common sense thing to do. The only thing to do that wouldn’t make me a horrible person. The simple act of pulling her shirt down wasn’t enough to make me a good person, either. It was simply enough to make me a normal person who didn’t commit assault. If anything, I was ashamed of myself for taking so long to pull her shirt down. 
 
    I wanted to see more of her. That much was true. However, I wanted her to consent to showing me more. 
 
    A sigh of relief left my lips just in time for a mysterious window to appear in front of me. 
 
    
     
      
      	  I know I’m mysterious and awesome, but this isn’t when I’m trying to be that >_> 
  
     
 
     
   
 
    “Window?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Who else would I be? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Window’s darker-shaded cousin?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  One, I don’t have a cousin. Two, that’s racist. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “There’s nothing racist about it.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You know the only thing worse than a virgin is a racist virgin, right? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You know the only thing worse than an informational status window is an annoying and useless window, right?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You know that your opinion is legally worth the same as a stale loaf of raisin bread, right?  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “One, I like that insult. Two, you know that this ‘right’ gag is me and Vala’s thing, right?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  S-so? You’re allowed to share your gags.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Alright. I will if you let me know what’s up with the new color scheme.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Try to guess!  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You’re going through a goth or emo phase?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  No. That would be this.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I think that would be more like a serial killer phase.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Guess again!  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You decided to uh… dye your window to try something new? Maybe you’re going through a mid-life crisis?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I’m not even that old!  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Alright. Uh… yeah, I’m out. Can you give me a hint?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Heh. You want a hint? Alright, then how about…  
  
     
 
      
      	  this!  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I covered my eyes and looked away from the blindingly white color of Window’s window. 
 
    That was when I got what she was going for. 
 
    It made sense. 
 
    “Night mode!” I whisper-shouted so that I wouldn’t wake Vala up. “Just go back to it! Please!” 
 
    
     
      
      	  It’s nice to hear you beg. And yes! This is my dark theme for when it’s night. I’m just such a kind, wonderful, beautiful, informational status window that I thought I would be nice to your virgin eyes by not blinding them in the middle of the night. You better appreciate this.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I do, I do. Thank you, oh wonderful and kind Window.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You—you left something out, didn’t you?  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Right. How could I. This humble peasant apologies. Thank you, oh wonderful, kind, and beautiful Window.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Tha-that’s right!  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Is this dark theme blushing?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I don’t know what you’re talking about.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Sure you don’t. Anyways, when it comes to that tower’s requirements, do any flowers count? Or do I need to only collect a certain type of flowers?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Any kind counts, basically.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “So, I could just pick up some flowering weeds and those would count?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  We’ll worry about what counts or not when we get there. I’m the one who gets to decide anyways.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “So, I could pick up hundreds of flowers and then you could tell me that none of them count?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  That’s right! That’s why you better start being nicer to me! You’re always bullying me, but I can bully you way harder!  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I can also tell Vala on you.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Snitches get stiches.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Trying to intimidate me like a gangster while looking like a goth serial killer really doesn’t have any sort of effect on me.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You suck.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Says the Window who can make a mouth appear.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  What are you trying to imply with that?  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I think we both know.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You know that mouths are for eating food and not whatever disgusting thing you have in your head, right?  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You know that you’re the one who appeared while I was naked, right?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I hate you.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Love you too, Window.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  …  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Just let it happen. Don’t resist it.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  ……….. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Let it all out, Window.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  >////> 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You know, for a window, you do have your cute moments.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Yo-you’re being awfully nice tonight! It’s suspicious! Why are you—wh-why are you being like this? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Let’s chalk it up to me being exhausted and not giving a fuck.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  So you’re saying—you’re saying that if I want to be treated the way I deserve to be treated, the-then I have to wake you up in the middle of the night? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “If you ever purposely wake me up in the middle of the night then I’m going to definitely treat you right… by waterboarding you until you’re begging for forgiveness for waking me up.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  WHAT THE HECK???!?!?!? THAT IS ABSOLUTELY LITERALLY DEFINITELY TORTURE. WHY ARE YOU THE WAY THAT YOU ARE. YOU WENT FROM BEING NICE TO THREATENING TO TORTURE ME. YOU REALLY KNOW HOW TO RUIN THE MOOD BUT I GUESS I SHOULDN’T BE SURPRISED SINCE YOU’RE A VIRGIN AND JUST WOW YOU KNOW WHAT? I’M GOING BACK TO DAY THEME.  
  
     
 
      
      	  I HOPE YOU GO BLIND.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Thanks for the laugh, Window. You’ve helped me wake up enough to go find those flowers instead of just lazing around hoping that I can fall back asleep.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Di-did you mean what you said before?  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “About waterboarding? Of cou—” 
 
    
     
      
      	  YOU KNOW WHAT I’M TALKING ABOUT.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I did know which was why I was trying to avoid the question. 
 
    I told her that I love her, too. 
 
    It was obviously a joke and is a cliché answer to whenever anybody says that they hate you, but she apparently didn’t know that. 
 
    The situation went from fun to awkward in an instant. 
 
    I knew she wanted me to say yes, but could I honestly give her the yes that she was wanting from me? 
 
    Was I even sure in my assumption about what sort of yes that she wanted from me? 
 
    Whatever the case was, I wasn’t going to lie. 
 
    That was why I decided to think about what I loved about Window. 
 
    It only took me a few seconds to come to a good answer. 
 
    I loved our bantering. 
 
    It was a ton of fun, made me laugh, and I always looked forward to it. Therefore, I could confirm that I did love her. 
 
    “Yeah, I meant it.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You better <///<. Even if you only mean that you love our joking around, I feel the same. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “We’re getting along too well right now. It’s weird. Let me hit you or shake you or something.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Why did you have to ruin the moment .-.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Because.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  That’s a really bad reason for anything. Why do you exist? Just because?  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Yeah, probably.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  .-.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    We already reached the forest since we were walking toward it that entire time. 
 
    “It’s pretty dark in there, isn’t it?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  It’s a forest with a thick canopy in the middle of the night. What did you expect?  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe glowing flowers or something.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  That’s saved for a different map.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “There are different maps? What do you mean?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  You’ll see.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “That’s suspicious, but I’ll worry about that later. For now, I need a way to see so that I don’t trip or get lost or anything.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Go craft a torch or something. That’s what you’re supposed to do in survival games.  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “One, no. I could accidentally start a forest fire. Two, no. I’ve watched videos from survivalists before and I know how hard it is to start a fire without tools and those were experts who struggled doing it.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I guess you’re out of luck then  ¯\_(ツ)_/¯ 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “No I’m not. I know exactly what to do.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  What?  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Follow me around with day theme.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Why should I?  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I’ll hold you while we do it if that’d make you feel any better.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  …  
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Well?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  >_> 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Window hovered closer to my hand. 
 
    I grabbed her left side and brought her up to my side so that her blinding light could illuminate the path in front of me. Only, there was a problem. 
 
    She started turning red. 
 
    “I’m going to have to let go of you if you can’t stay white. Red isn’t really that illuminating of a color and it makes the forest look spooky.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Fine. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    She didn’t even try fighting back or teasing me or anything. She simply accepted that she would have to force herself to stay blindingly white. 
 
    
     
      
      	  By the way, that sounds racist. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I already told you I’m not racist. If I was racist then would I be best friends with a dragon and informational status window?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  One, that’s like the oldest excuse in the book. Two… wh-who said that we’re best friends? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I did. Deal with it.” 
 
    Window tilted herself away so that I couldn’t see whatever text was on her. 
 
    Together with Window, we walked into the forest illuminated partially by whatever moonlight could shine in through the thick canopy above and by her own light. 
 
    It didn’t take too long for me to find the first of what I assumed would be suitable for the tower’s construction. 
 
    Three tall cardinal flowers popped up from the ground near each other. Their red leaves were a striking, yet beautiful, contrast against the dark greens and browns of the forest around them. 
 
    I figured that there was one easy way of figuring out whether they would count or not. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Cardinal Flower 
  Material 
    
  Yes, these count. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Thanks for letting me know, Window. Did you or Vala choose to put these flowers in this forest?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I did! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Great choice. They’re a really beautiful flower. Though, I’m surprised that they’re able to grow in this much shade. Then again, it looks like there might be a thin spot in the canopy above us. I guess we’re just going to have to find other thin spots that allow for flowers like this to grow.” 
 
    I carefully examined each of the flowers before picking any of them. 
 
    
     
      
      	  What are you doing? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “This. Look,” I said, pointing at the seed capsule at the top of one of the flowers. “See how this is cracked open a bit? That means the seeds are mature and, basically, ready for planting.” 
 
    I gently opened the capsule some more before giving it a little shake into my opened hand, dropping the seeds onto it. 
 
    “I don’t want to pick the flowers without making sure that more will grow. These flowers really are beautiful, so a lot of people picked them back where I’m from. That led to them becoming pretty rare and hard to find. I don’t want that to happen here, too.” 
 
    So, I picked two of the three flowers and planted the seeds evenly apart from one another where the previous flowers were. 
 
    
     
      
      	  You’re not going to take the third flower? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I feel bad just taking two of the three. I figure that as long as at least one flower is left here, it’ll have the chance to grow and spread its seeds on its own. Sometimes you just have to let nature do its thing.” 
 
    I pocketed a few of the seeds from each flower, too. I figured that it might be nice to start a garden in addition to a farm. 
 
    We continued our little adventure through the forest. Eventually, Window stopped wanting me to hold her and started to explore ahead on her own. 
 
    She immediately returned to me after finding some more flowers so that she could bring me to them and ask, 
 
    
     
      
      	  What about these? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Wild violets. Basically a weed, but a pretty beautiful weed at least. I only call them a weed because they are really aggressive and can take over yards if they’re not dealt with. They come back every year, too. But, some people love them since they’re great for attracting pollinators. You know… like bees. If we’re building a bumblebee tower then I bet they would love an offering of wild violets.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Hmm… I—I was just going to make it so the flowers disappeared during construction, but… what if the flowers you choose end up growing around the tower in a field? Do—do you think the bees would like that? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I’m sure they’d love that. Bees and flowers are best friends with each other. A bee without a flower is an unhappy bee. So, yeah, that sounds like a great idea. Let’s do that.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Alright! Let’s try to find more unique flowers so that they can have a lot of choices! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Despite Window not having a voice, I could tell that she was smiling—that she was happy and having fun. Rather than our usual fighting and bantering, we were just walking around in a forest, in the middle of the night, looking for flowers together so that our future bee friends would be happy with what we got them. 
 
    I was having fun, too. It was a nice change of pace from how I usually interacted with her. I also found out that, even if Window was the one to design most if not all of this world, she didn’t necessarily know about all the things she put everywhere. Sure, she might have known the name of flowers and had a very basic understanding of where they were supposed to be, but that was it. All other knowledge was new to her. 
 
    In addition to the cardinal flowers and wild violets, we found a colorful mix of songbird columbines, trilliums, and even some irises. 
 
    I made sure that every single flower had seeds planted to make up for whichever ones I picked from the ground, and the collection of seeds growing in my fur-coated pocket was growing bigger. 
 
    Window even offered to help me out with carrying the flowers by creating a small “basket” that stuck out from the back of her window-y body that the picked flowers could sit in. 
 
    Considering how full my hands were getting, and that I didn’t want to crush the flowers, I was very thankful for that. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Isn’t this enough? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but I need a few more for something.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  For what? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “A present for Vala. I was supposed to do this with her yesterday but forgot. Then I told her we’d do it early in the morning. So, now I can let her sleep in and I’ll have something to make up for forgetting yesterday.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I guess you’re actually kind of cool… for a virgin. You didn’t take advantage of her in her sleep and now you’re doing this for her. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You were watching that?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I was ready to go into police mode if you moved her shirt in the wrong direction. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “You have a police mode?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I have more modes than you can possibly imagine. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I’ll be looking forward to seeing them all. For now, let’s get a few more flowers and then head back.” 
 
    We probably spent about two hours or so total in the forest. We took a few breaks to just chat, had some more of our usual bantering and back-and-forth bullying, and I answered every single question that she had about any flowers, trees, or anything else that she asked about. 
 
    By the end of our little adventure, we had all of the flowers we needed plus more, knew where we could find more if we’d need more in the future, I collected a bunch of seeds to start a personal garden, and… I was absolutely exhausted. 
 
    It was time to build the tower, do what I wanted to for Vala, and then go back to sleep. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Halfway back to Vala and our little base, a certain dog with purple hair came running up to me and Window to escort us the rest of the way back. 
 
    I then proceeded to do what I wanted for Vala, started the construction of the bee tower, and fell asleep face down in the grass next to where Vala was. 
 
    I underestimated just how tired I actually was. 
 
    Fortunately, since I got everything done that needed to get done and with Vala being the type to let somebody sleep in if it meant her getting to be lazy and play games in the morning for longer, I got to sleep in. 
 
    I wasn’t a big fan of the weird dreams that I had, though. 
 
    The first dream I had revolved around Vala chasing me in her dragon form trying to eat me. Then a dragon several times larger than her started chasing us both around. Then an even bigger dragon showed up. This kept on repeating until there was a dragon as big as the planet, then a dragon as big as our galaxy, and eventually a dragon the size of the universe itself. 
 
    Then I dreamed about playing whack-a-mole but with cats wearing bags. Halfway through the dream, Window popped up and started “shouting” at me in all-caps about animal abuse and that she was calling the police and so on. 
 
    Even in my dreams, I dreamed about bullying Window by shaking her and using her as a hammer to whack the cats with. 
 
    Then there was the last dream I had right before I woke up. 
 
    Or rather, it was a memory. 
 
    Well, it was both. 
 
    It was a memory of my time playing online games with one of my friends, but both of us were actually our in-game avatars instead of people behind a screen. 
 
    This was back when I thought it was cool to have an avatar with a black and red color scheme, fallen angel wings, horns, and a scythe. Of course, I told people I was only ironically making my avatar look like that. There was no way that I would actually think that looked cool… or so I told them. 
 
    Honestly, I knew it looked cheesy and edgy back then, but I unironically loved the style, too. That was probably part of why I didn’t mind looking like some sort of barbarian with the cat fur armor. Sure, it looked cheesy, but it looked badass which was more important. I even had an eyepatch on my avatar, though it wasn’t visible since I had bangs that covered up the eye it was over. 
 
    That kind of defeated the point. 
 
    Anyway, standing around with me as we flew on an airship from one continent to another was my friend. His avatar was a girl and I never heard his voice before, so Vala’s voice ended up serving as his voice in the dream. That was odd, but dreams are rarely not odd. 
 
    More embarrassing than my outfit was the conversation we had. 
 
    The dream featured the conversation I had with him where I was talking about how great it would be to have a bunch of wives and children someday. 
 
    “This vessel of mine may be controlled by the dark power of the elder dragon, but even so, there is enough love within me that no one woman could ever handle it all!” I declared to my friend. 
 
    We were in a party in-game when the conversation happened in real life, so nobody else heard the conversation. But, in the dream… everybody else on the airship was listening in since we were talking out loud. 
 
    “People struggle enough with just one wife and you want more than one?” my friend asked. 
 
    He always had a great taste in avatars. Seeing as how he basically lived for dressing up in that game, there was not a single person in the world who could compete with the cuteness of the girl with dragon wings he created. Though, that caused some problems. We were interrupted at least once a day by somebody wanting to virtually date him only for him to reject them with the excuse, “I’m a guy.” 
 
    That excuse didn’t always work, but it did the job most of the time. 
 
    “Come on,” I said, breaking my edgy character, “don’t you think it’d be awesome to have a bunch of wives? You could have a tall one, a short one, one with big boobs, one with small boobs, one with average boobs—” 
 
    I was only sixteen at the time. 
 
    “—one with huge boobs.” 
 
    “You really like boobs, don’t you?” he asked me. “I think thighs are better.” 
 
    “Boobs are the window to the soul.” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s how the quote goes.” 
 
    “So what? It’s true.” 
 
    “Are boobs really that great?” he asked, looking down at his own avatar’s chest. 
 
    He always kept his avatar’s bust size on the smaller side of things. 
 
    “They are! I bet they feel awesome. They probably taste awesome, too. I mean, they look super soft and I always see guys kissing them and sucking them when I watch porn—” 
 
    Again, I was sixteen at the time and would rather not have been remembering that exchange. 
 
    “—so they have to taste good.” 
 
    “Ta-taste good? That’s weird,” he said. “They probably just taste like if you lick your arm or something. It’s still skin…” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter. Anyways, I want a whole bunch of wives. One can do the cooking, one can do the cleaning, one can do the laundry—” 
 
    “Isn’t it kinda messed up that you want a bunch of wives just to do all the cleaning for you?” 
 
    “No, you’re missing the point. I want wives to split the work up so that we can all work less! Instead of me and a wife having to do all the chores ourselves, we can split them up and get everything done way faster with more wives. That’s more time to spend playing games together and having sex.” 
 
    “That… does make it sound better…” 
 
    “See? I know what I’m talking about. You can’t defeat my logic. Oh, and we can all garden together. Imagine how big of a garden I could have if I had like twenty wives helping me out with it!” 
 
    “Tw-twenty?! Isn’t that way too many?!” 
 
    “I could handle them. They’re just girls.” 
 
    “Have you ever even been friends with a girl before?” 
 
    “I don’t see what that has to do with anything.” 
 
    “When’s the last time you even talked to a girl?” 
 
    “Today!” 
 
    “Teachers don’t count.” 
 
    “Uh… last week.” 
 
    “The cashier at the gardening store doesn’t count.” 
 
    “Last—last month?” 
 
    He narrowed his eyes at me, leaning in closer. 
 
    “Last year?” 
 
    He leaned in even closer. 
 
    And closer. 
 
    And closer. 
 
    No matter where I tried to look, I could feel him staring into me. 
 
    “Fine! I don’t remember,” I declared. 
 
    “And you want to have twenty wives. Pfffftttsshhh.” 
 
    “I mean… I’d be happy with just one, too. I know it sounds dumb and cheesy, but if I could have just one wife to love me unconditionally, I think that’d be pretty awesome. You know, unconditional love like how a dog loves you.” 
 
    “You ruined it by comparing a wife’s love to a dog’s love,” he said with a sigh. 
 
    Then, before I could reply, winged demons appeared above the ship and descended with little warning. 
 
    It was far more adrenaline-pumping than I remember it ever being before seeing as how I was experiencing it in first-person rather than through a screen. 
 
    Of course, since neither of us wanted to fight the demons that were far stronger than us in the first place, we and the rest of the unprepared players ran below deck where it would be safe until the trip was over. 
 
    And then I woke up. 
 
    All I could see was darkness. 
 
    Soft, warm darkness. 
 
    When I reached up to remove whatever was blocking my vision, I got a surprised yelp and a hand full of fur. 
 
    The blue-haired dog jumped off my face, looked back at its tail, and then yawned with sleepy eyes. 
 
    “My face isn’t a pillow, you know,” I told Delphi. 
 
    She turned her head away from me as if to ignore what I just said. 
 
    “Man, that was a stupid thing to remember,” I groaned. 
 
    I was half tempted to try out one of my old, edgy phrases just to see how it would sound now that I was older. 
 
    I decided against making myself cringe. 
 
    “Twenty wives? Hah. Yeah, right. How the heck did I ever think of anything that stupid?” I asked nobody in particular before looking around. 
 
    The site of the bee tower was still covered up with the sounds of construction coming from it. 
 
    Then there was Vala and Window over in the distance sitting in front of each other. 
 
    Well, Window wasn’t sitting so much as she was just standing up on the ground instead of floating in the air. 
 
    “Morning,” I shouted over to them. 
 
    Window disappeared the instant she heard me, leaving Vala alone to turn and blush at me. 
 
    “Did I interrupt something?” I asked. 
 
    In Vala’s hands was the surprise present I made for her before I went to sleep. 
 
    A flower crown. 
 
    It wasn’t the most unique looking crown or anything, but it had a nice variety of colors to it thanks to the flowers I found in the forest. Any that didn’t get used in the construction of the bee tower got used for the crown. 
 
    “Y-you made this?” Vala asked, not looking up at me as she fidgeted with the crown. 
 
    “Yeah. Last night,” I answered. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Why not? I felt like it.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah. I mean, you took me out of my boring life and brought me here. Sure, I was scared of you at first, and we’ve only known each other for a few days, but I figured I should give you something to pay you back. It’s not as good as making an entire pocket universe or anything, but I think I did a pretty good job with it.” 
 
    “It’s—it’s your first gift to me… di-did I really get that many love points to unlock this event already?” 
 
    “You’re not making sense again.” 
 
    She held the crown against her chest and looked down at it. 
 
    “Now you can be a queen since you’ve got a crown. A lazy dragon queen.” 
 
    “You—you even made slots in it for my horns…” 
 
    “Well, yeah. I figured that it’d be able to sit more secure on your head if I did that. Try it on.” 
 
    Her cheeks turned an even darker shade of red as she clutched the crown. 
 
    Then, a few seconds later, she slowly brought it up to the top of her head and set it down with her horns sliding right through the slots I left open for them. 
 
    With one hand covering her mouth and another hand fidgeting over her thighs, she asked, “How—how’s it look?” 
 
    “Perfect. You’re even prettier now.” 
 
    She might have been trying to hide her mouth behind her hand, but her small hand wasn’t enough to hide the large smile behind it. 
 
    “Just be careful with it. It’s delicate. It might have been a present to you, but I’d still like to see you take good care of it. Those flowers deserve to be treated with care.” 
 
    “It’s—it’s okay. I made Window power it up…” 
 
    “Huh? Description,” I said, looking at the crown. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Flower Crown of the Lazy Dragon Queen 
  Durability: ∞ 
  2 Defense 
  A crown of flowers made by the dragon queen’s husbando that lets her feel all of his love for her whenever she wears it. The flowers have also been enchanted to never wither and never get hurt or anything like that, so even if an angry bull trampled all over them, they’d be like “lol nah.” 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “What’s a husbando?” I asked. 
 
    “He-hey!” Vala whined. “Don’t just—don’t just ask for descriptions on people’s stuff without asking for permission first…” 
 
    “You’re acting like I just looked in your diary.” 
 
    “Th-that’s hidden.” 
 
    “You have one?” 
 
    “No,” she answered, looking away and whistling. 
 
    She definitely had one. 
 
    I was also curious about the “feel all of his love” part, but I had a feeling that any explanation of that would embarrass us both more than we were prepared for. All I knew was that she couldn’t stop smiling as long as she was wearing it. 
 
    “I’m surprised that I didn’t wake up to the sight of you playing games. Are you sick?” I teased to change the subject. 
 
    “I—I can do more than just play vidya,” she answered. “We were talking about what I can do to repay you for this.” 
 
    “You don’t have to repay me. Like I said, bringing me to this world where we can live and do whatever we want is probably something that I could never pay you back for. Even if you send me back right now, these past few days have been great. I would still be thankful.” 
 
    She looked up at me, speechless. 
 
    I froze. 
 
    Looking directly into her eyes while she wore the crown—she was beautiful. Incredibly beautiful. 
 
    My heart beat faster and faster as the urge for me to tell her just how beautiful I found her steadily increased within me. At the same time, she parted her lips as if she had something to say. 
 
    That crown—if she could feel my love for her with it, she surely felt just how strong my emotions were in that moment. 
 
    I felt like I was going to make a fool of myself if I kept on staring at her, so I forced myself to suggest, “Hey. How about we uh, go look for one of those feathers? We were supposed to yesterday but never did. It should help us out with the battle tonight since we got destroyed yesterday.” 
 
    “That’s—that’s a good idea,” Vala replied, looking away before letting out a soft sigh. 
 
    “Think of it as our second date,” I joked… and immediately regretted it. 
 
    We both already felt flustered and that “joke” made it even worse. 
 
    “Yeah,” she answered. 
 
    I might have still been sleepy when I walked up to her and Window after waking up but, at this point, I felt wide awake. 
 
    Embarrassment was far stronger than coffee ever was. 
 
    “Let’s go then. It’s already later than I’d like it to be, so we’ve got to make use of what time we have before it’s too dark,” I explained, turning away to head toward the forest. 
 
    Only, I was stopped. 
 
    A small hand grabbed onto the back of my clothes and kept me in place. 
 
    “Kn-kneel down,” Vala said. 
 
    “Why?” I asked. 
 
    “You—you said I’m a queen now. That means you have to listen to me.” 
 
    I had no idea what she was planning, but I still knelt down since I had no reason not to. 
 
    I half expected her to climb up onto my back to ask for a piggyback ride into the forest since she was behind me and asking me to kneel. 
 
    Instead, she walked around to my front and ordered, “Close your eyes.” 
 
    I closed my eyes. 
 
    A few seconds later and… I felt her kiss me. 
 
    It was only a kiss on the top of my head, but it was still a kiss. 
 
    “Thanks for the gift… Drake.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, Vala.” 
 
    “I—I might not have sounded grateful earlier, but I really love it.” 
 
    “You sounded more than grateful enough. Don’t worry about it.” 
 
    “I just—I want you to know that I really, really, really love it! It made me super happy waking up to it. S-so, thanks.” 
 
    “You’re welcome. Again.” 
 
    “A-and…” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “Window told me about what you almost did to me… while I was asleep.” 
 
    Those words filled me with a sense of dread until she finished what she wanted to say. 
 
    “Next time, it’s—it’s… it’s okay if you… touchmealittlemore.” 
 
    Before I could even think of opening my lips to reply, she made use of her wings and flew off into the forest. Going by the glowing red tip of her tail, I could only imagine how red her face was after saying that. 
 
    Thankfully, she couldn’t see how red my face was. 
 
    Then I heard a camera snap. My first thought was that it was the spy from the other day, but no. It was Window in front of me. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Screenshotted so I can show her how much you’re blushing later. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Delete it.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  nope.jpg 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    I reached out to grab her and shake her, but she swiftly dodged my grapple attempt and flew away toward the forest. 
 
    The chase was on. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
    I never did catch Window in time to stop her from showing Vala the picture of me blushing and smiling some awkward smile. What that meant was that I had to deal with Window teasing me, taking more “screenshots” of me every time she thought I was making an embarrassing expression or was in a weird pose for whatever reason, and all of those screenshots were shown on an expanded Window so that Vala and everybody else around could see. 
 
    Thankfully, nobody else was around. 
 
    The last words I said to Window before she left me alone were, “Just wait, Window. For every single screenshot of me that you take, I’m going to plan a new way to torture you. Waterboarding, using you as an axe or a boomerang, maybe eating off of you or using you to scratch my back, using you as a bed—maybe as a rug to wipe my feet off onto before stepping into my greenhouse—I will get my revenge.” 
 
    Window vanished without giving me any sass. 
 
    “Ooh. I didn’t know you were a sadist,” Vala said. 
 
    “I’m not, but Window is turning me into one. She makes me want to bully her and make her cry,” I replied. 
 
    “Poor Window, but that’s okay as long as you don’t bully me.” 
 
    “I’ll bully you if you give me a reason to.” 
 
    “A-ah… wh-why does that… sound kind of exciting…” 
 
    I looked down at her and saw her looking away, blushing. 
 
    She blushed a lot. 
 
    Then again, all three of us blushed often. 
 
    “I guess you’re a lazy and masochistic dragon queen now.” 
 
    “I’m not a masochist!” 
 
    “Really? Then, if you have total control over this place, how come we can still feel pain? Couldn’t you make it so that there’s no such thing as pain here?” 
 
    “Yeah, I could, but…” 
 
    “But you’re a masochist.” 
 
    “I’m not! It’s just—I thought it’d be too easy during fights if we didn’t feel any pain at all. The pain was just nerfed instead of removed!” 
 
    “Are there any other patch notes I should know about?” 
 
    “The latest patch notes say that you’re not allowed to call me a masochist.” 
 
    “I doubt that, you masochistic dragon.” 
 
    “I’m not a masochist. Watch!” 
 
    Vala held out her right arm and pinched it with her left hand. After just a couple of seconds of pinching her skin between her nails, she started whining and looking as if she was about to cry. 
 
    “See?!” she asked, looking up at me with teary eyes as if she was actually proving anything. 
 
    “That’s not how it works at all! There’s a difference between pinching yourself and being a masochist!” 
 
    “Fine! Then punch me!” 
 
    “I’m not going to punch you and there’s an even bigger difference between getting punched and being a masochist!” 
 
    “Doesn’t being a masochist mean you like to get hurt?” 
 
    “I mean… kind of? I think? I don’t know, I’m not an expert on that stuff. I’m a virgin, remember?” 
 
    “Yeah, but you’re a guy, so you totally looked at lots of porn.” 
 
    “One, you’re not wrong. Two, I didn’t look at that kind of porn.” 
 
    “Oh, so you’re not into that?” 
 
    “Right—hey, wait. Where’d you get that notepad from?” 
 
    In her hands was a notepad and a pencil that must have appeared out of thin air seeing as how there was nowhere on her body to hide them and they weren’t there a moment ago. 
 
    “I’m taking notes,” she explained. 
 
    “Alright, but what kind of notes and why?” I asked. 
 
    “Notes about your preferences. A-and… because…” 
 
    “You’re like a stalker. A lazy, masochistic, stalker dragon queen.” 
 
    “I don’t like all the adjectives you’re adding onto my title.” 
 
    “A lazy, masochist, stalker dragon queen who likes to complain.” 
 
    “I’m not complaining!” 
 
    “A lazy, masochistic stalker dragon queen who likes to complain and also likes to deny complaining.” 
 
    “I’ll pinch you.” 
 
    “Shouldn’t you be threatening to breathe fire, trample me, or to crush me with your tail or something?” 
 
    “Those are all way too extreme!” 
 
    “Yeah, but you’re a dragon. At least threaten to bite me or something instead of threatening to pinch me.” 
 
    “You—you haven’t gotten enough love points yet to unlock biting…” 
 
    “Is there even a way for me to track these love points or whatever that you keep on bringing up? Is there an actual value or anything to them?” 
 
    Vala nodded and said, “Window.” 
 
    Window came out of hiding to show me my love point progress thus far. 
 
    I should have known that it was actually being tracked. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Love Point Tracker: Drake Hunter 
  Vala: 43 
  Window: -99999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Show your real numbers! I can’t be the only one,” Vala said. 
 
    
     
      
      	  He doesn’t deserve to get to see them. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I’ll let him bully you if you don’t.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Love Point Tracker: Drake Hunter 
  Vala: 43 
  Window: 7……………………… 74 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “He—he has more love points for you than me?” Vala asked with a shocked expression. 
 
    “I still have no idea how this works,” I said. 
 
    From what I could gather, I had about thirty more love points for Window than Vala, but I had no idea what that meant. All I knew was that it sounded like it might cause some drama. 
 
    “It—it means that you made her heart race more and faster,” Vala explained. 
 
    “Does Window even have a heart? Both figuratively and literally?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I have more of a heart than you do >_> 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Window, compare our points for him,” Vala said. 
 
    They made sure to turn away so that they could look at their love points for me in private. 
 
    If Vala looked disappointed before, she didn’t now. If anything, she looked smug while Window was… well— 
 
    Feeling blue. 
 
    Literally. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Why—why do I barely have any love points for you… 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Well, if love points were based off the amount of times that we made our hearts race or however it was that it was explained, then it made sense for Window’s points for me to be low. Vala made my heart race pretty frequently. Window—did Window ever make my heart race? I mean, she was a floating, informational status window who could appear anywhere at anytime for any reason. We joked around a lot and teased each other, and it was fun to do that, but she never made my heart race. 
 
    But, after thinking about it, I realized that I really was having a lot of fun with her. 
 
    I appreciated her. 
 
    I guess I’m a lot closer to her than I realized, I thought. 
 
    
     
      
      	  They’re increasing! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    Vala’s smug satisfaction disappeared upon seeing the text on Window’s body. 
 
    “They’re going up so fast…” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Mwahaha! All part of my plan! He’s realized how wonderful I am and that he totally has to love me for how perfect and awesome and fun I am! He-hey, wait, are they going down?! They’re not even supposed to be able to go down! That’s not how this works! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Don’t get full of yourself,” I said. “All I realized was that I like you and think it’s fun to be with you. As annoying as you are, we’re friends, right?” 
 
    Vala held her chin and went, “Ooh.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  … 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Now I know why they’re higher than mine. Hers go up super easy…” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Shu-shut up! They do not! Don’t make me sound like some kind of floozy who’s in love with somebody as virgin as him! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Did… did you seriously just use the word ‘floozy?’” I asked. “Just how old are you?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  A word is a word! Don’t judge me! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Whatever you say, you floozy.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I’m not a floozy! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Sure you aren’t… Floozy.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Don’t capitalize it like it’s my new nickname! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I’ll stop calling you it if you show me my love points again. And if you’re honest about them.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Fine! 
  Love Point Tracker: Drake Hunter 
  Vala: 43 
  Window: 98 
  
     
 
     
   
 
    “Wow, they do go up easily. Wait, did they go over a hundred just now? 
 
    
     
      
      	  No! There’s nothing there? See? You can’t see anything! 
  Love Point Tracker: Drake Hunter 
  Vala: 43 
  Window: 103 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I can totally still see it. It says one hundred and thr—” 
 
    
     
      
      	  GRFEDSGFEDSGFERSDGVFDS 
  HGTRFDSHTFRGDSH 
  HTFGRBDSHBGFRDHBTGRFDHBTGFRDS 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    She vanished after covering up the text with gibberish. 
 
    “Huh. That was easy,” I said. 
 
    “I should try teasing her like that. It’s not fair if you’re the only one with high love points for her,” Vala said. 
 
    “Shouldn’t you focus on beating me at that racing game first?” 
 
    “I’ll beat you at both!” Vala said, her eyes suddenly full of fire. “I’ll beat you at the game, make my love points higher than yours for Window, and make my love points for you higher than yours for me!” 
 
    “That’s more than ‘both.’” 
 
    “Three goals is close enough to count as both!” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s how the word works.” 
 
    “A word is a word!” 
 
    “That’s Window’s line. By the way… I mean, I know I’m a virgin and all that, but don’t you think something like… love points is kind of hard to measure? It doesn’t really seem right to try and measure it—love, with a number, you know?” I felt stupid getting that out there, but it was something that had been bothering me since it was explained to me. 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s not like that.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “It’s just something we thought would be fun. Stuff like emotions can’t be tracked with numbers.” 
 
    “You’re a dragon who can create pocket universes but you can’t track emotions with numbers?” 
 
    “Yeah. Emotions are way too strong. They could probably beat me in any game if they had a body.” 
 
    “So, what you’re telling me is that something like love is more powerful than a dragon as big as mountains who can create pocket universes?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “This sounds like some children’s book now about how love is powerful enough to beat all.” 
 
    “Because it is. Don’t you humans know that?” 
 
    “Hah. You kidding me? I think the amount of people who believe that is very, very little. If anything, more of them hate the whole ‘love is strong enough to beat anything’ trope. Whether it’s a game, show, movie, or even a book, you so much as imply that the protagonists have the power of love on their side and people start whining.” 
 
    “They sound bitter.” 
 
    “Or they just want something more logical than the power of love.” 
 
    “But the power of love is logical. I already told you it’s even stronger than me! Like, love could even beat entropy.” 
 
    “I think that’s a bit extreme.” 
 
    “Love is the drill that will pierce the heavens! And reverse entropy!” 
 
    “That’s even more extreme!” 
 
    “Hehe. But seriously, humans would probably be extinct if it wasn’t for love.” 
 
    “I’m not trying to be anti-love or anything, but I think humans are resilient enough to survive without it.” 
 
    “Nope. Love is the most important thing! Everybody has to love something. They might love something like money or fame instead of another person, but they always love something.” 
 
    “If love is so powerful then how come people don’t always get what they love? What about people who are stalkers and obsessively chase after the person they love?” 
 
    Vala shook her head and crossed her arms over her chest. “That’s not real love.” 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “Because love is never twisted like that. Real love wouldn’t be used for something bad.” 
 
    “You sure are idealistic when it comes to this.” 
 
    “I’m a dragon who’s been alive for—w-well… a really long time. I know what I’m talking about. Real love is timeless, pure, and survives even after you’re dead. It can survive for hundreds… and hundreds of years.” 
 
    “You also think zombies are real.” 
 
    She looked up at me. 
 
    The look in her eyes—she looked as if she was offended. 
 
    Challenged. 
 
    She looked like I said something wrong and her eyes convinced me that I did. 
 
    “I’m serious. Don’t underestimate love,” Vala said. She sounded more serious than ever before. 
 
    I couldn’t refuse her. “Alright. I’ll trust you.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Promise that you’ll never underestimate love again!” 
 
    “I promise that I’ll never underestimate love again. After all, I’m sure you know way better than me. You’re a powerful dragon who’s been alive for so—” 
 
    “You can stop there. I get your point.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “Does this mean you also believe in zombies now?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Her disappointed eyes weren’t able to convince me I was wrong this time.  
 
    I still wanted to know more about the love point system. “Anyways, back to the point… so, love points aren’t measuring love itself. They’re just measuring… the individual times that you might make somebody love you extra, or something?” 
 
    “Nah. That’d still be impossible to track. It’s more like… they don’t really make sense and are just there for fun. They also build up over time on their own. They just… like… explaining it is hard. Uhh… I guess it’s more like they’re handed out in big chunks whenever you do something special for the other person since there’s no better time to give a bunch of them at once. The more they like what you do, the more love points you’ll get. L-like… giving me this crown.” 
 
    “So, in a way, it’s measuring the effects of love rather than love itself? Or something like that?” 
 
    “That’s probably as close as we’ll be able to get to an explanation that makes sense…” 
 
    “It’s confusing and I’m not sure if it makes any sense, but I should know better than to try and make sense out of anything by now. So, are they used for anything if we’re tracking them?” 
 
    “Yeah, but that’s for later. It’d be spoilers to tell you now.” 
 
    “Fair enough. I’m guessing those coins are going to get a use instead of just piling up, too, right?” 
 
    “Yeah. That’ll be unlocked after we clear this first stage. A lot of fun stuff will be unlocked!” 
 
    “Then I guess we need to hurry up and get to finishing the first stage. I’m guessing that each stage has three levels, the third level is the boss stage, and that’s the one we’re on right now, right?” 
 
    “You’re like a detective.” 
 
    “No, I’m like a human being who can use my brain to put two and two together for a few seconds with past knowledge of how these sorts of games work.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you still did detecting to figure it out.” 
 
    “Your standards for being a detective are way too low.” 
 
    “If you can detect the difference between milk and water, that’s enough to technically make you a detective.” 
 
    “Your standards are extremely low!” 
 
    “Hehehe. By the way,” Vala said, pausing to reach into her hair. 
 
    She pulled out our purpose for being in the forest. 
 
    Hidden within her hair was the item we had been searching for—or rather, the item that we were supposed to be searching for. 
 
    An exotic feather. 
 
    “How? Where’d you find that? When?” I asked. 
 
    Vala smirked. “I found it a while ago.” 
 
    “How come you didn’t say anything?” 
 
    “Because… I wanted to spend more time walking and talking in the forest with you.” 
 
    Even if I was able to tease her, flirt with her, and be honest about my feelings, something as simple as that was still all that it took to turn my cheeks red and make my heart beat just a little bit faster. 
 
    Alright, maybe more than a little bit faster. 
 
    “Window!” Vala said. 
 
    Window appeared and showed something to Vala, causing her to pump her fist into the air. 
 
    “I made your love points increase! Now I know what strategy to use,” Vala said with a smug smile. 
 
    “Don’t use my emotions to try and one-up me in love points!” I shouted. 
 
    “I told you that I’m going to beat you!” 
 
    “Beating emotions is wrong! That’s emotional abuse!” 
 
    “I’m gonna so abuse your emotions.” 
 
    I looked at her with a straight face. 
 
    She looked at me with a straight face. 
 
    A few seconds passed. 
 
    Vala realized how horrible that sounded. “I—I mean, I’m—” 
 
    “Nope,” I said and crossed my arms over my chest. “You’re an emotional abuser now. Window is a floozy and you’re emotionally abusive. I’m going back to the dogs who actually appreciate me.” 
 
    “But I got you the feather!” 
 
    “You can keep it.” 
 
    “Bu-but! Drake! Don’t leave without me!” 
 
    “Sorry, I can’t hear masochistic, lazy, emotionally-abusive, stalker dragon queens who like to complain and also like to deny complaining.” 
 
    “It’s getting even bigger!” 
 
    I turned around, stared her right in the eyes, and pointed a pair of finger guns at her. “That’s—” 
 
    “Wa-wait! I’m not ready for i—” 
 
    “—what she said.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Vala and I stood before the bowman tower with all the required materials to upgrade it. 
 
    
     
      
      	  Archer Tower (Upgrade from Bowman Tower) 
  Difficulty Level: ★★ 
  Upgrade Time: 3 hours 
  Required Materials: 400 gold coins, any type of wood (x200), Cat Fur Scraps (x30), Cat Bones (x15), Exotic Feather 
  Special Ability: Volley Fire! 
  Durability: 100% 
  A tower that is home to trained archers who will shoot invaders with arrows! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    The sun had already begun to set in the distance, but there was still enough time to get the upgrade done before the next battle. 
 
    It was then that I realized we did not, in fact, have all the required items. 
 
    We did not have enough fur scraps because… I used almost all of them on creating my armor. We lacked the cat bones, too, due to upgrading our weapons. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Vala asked, standing up on the tips of her toes to try and match my height. 
 
    “I uh… didn’t consider that we used up the scraps and bones. And the only way to get more is by beating the next battle.” 
 
    “Oh, we could just replay one of the first two stages.” 
 
    “Wait, we can do that?” 
 
    “Yeah. You can always go back and play previous levels in games.” 
 
    “So, even in this world, grinding is a part of gaming.” 
 
    “Duh. You can’t take the grind out of gaming!” 
 
    “The word ‘grind’ isn’t even in ‘gaming.’” 
 
    “But they both start with the letter G!” 
 
    “Yeah, and cocaine and cookies both start with C. That doesn’t mean they should go together.” 
 
    “Those would be some really expensive cookies.” 
 
    “That’s not the point.” 
 
    “I haven’t had any cookies in a while.” 
 
    “That’s still not the point.” 
 
    “We should eat cookies.” 
 
    “We don’t even have any cookies.” 
 
    “That sounds like something we should fix.” 
 
    “I mean, now that you’ve brought it up, I could go for some cookies.” 
 
    “What’s your favorite kind?” she asked with excited eyes. 
 
    The way that she looked at me made me think that this question was incredibly important. 
 
    In fact, it just might have been the most important question that she could ever ask me. 
 
    That’s how she looked, anyways. 
 
    That looks of hers made me seriously consider what my favorite type of cookie was. 
 
    Chocolate chip? Chocolate chip cookies were basic, but everybody loved them, so to answer with that would be a good choice. 
 
    But what if she was expecting something more unique? 
 
    Depending on how far one wished to stray from the standard cookie, all sorts of cookies were possible. 
 
    Peanut butter and jelly cookies. Pistachio sea salt caramel cookies. Bourbon pumpkin spice cookies. 
 
    But, as unique as those cookies were, I could not honestly say that any of them were my favorite. In fact, it would be fairer to say that those were my least favorites despite having never even tried that before. 
 
    Vala blinked, staring at my face. 
 
    I had to choose something. 
 
    What else was there? 
 
    What was my favorite type of cookie? 
 
    Never before had I thought that such a question could cause so much inner turmoil and debate, but it did. 
 
    The question repeated itself over and over inside of my head. 
 
    “What’s your favorite kind?” 
 
    “What’s your favorite kind?” 
 
    “What’s your favorite kind?” 
 
    “What’s your favorite kind?” 
 
    “What’s your favorite kind?” 
 
    A bead of sweat rolled down my forehead. 
 
    What about oatmeal cookies? Oatmeal raisin cookies? No, oatmeal raisin cookies with sweetened coconut flakes baked into them? I had to admit that those were easily among my favorites, but were they the favorite of favorites? 
 
    Surely, there had to be something else. 
 
    Something that perfectly captured everything that a cookie was meant to be. 
 
    On my left shoulder was a miniaturized version of myself with red wings and horns holding a trident telling me, “Pick something weird! Pick something crazy! Be unique! Embrace the peanut butter and jelly raisin fruit cake cookie!” 
 
    “Such a horrible thing doesn’t even exist!” I shouted at the little devil, getting poked in the cheek by its trident. 
 
    “Shhh. It’s okay,” another voice said, this time coming from my right shoulder. He was just as small as the devil but wearing a toga with angelic wings and a halo floating above his head—a cookie halo. “Be pure with your cookie desires. Embrace the chocolate chip cookie, or perhaps the sugar cookie.” 
 
    “But that’s boring!” I shouted at the little angel, sending it flying away in tears. 
 
    Another bead of sweat rolled down my forehead. 
 
    Vala remained staring at me, waiting for an answer with a tilted head and a catlike smile spread across her lips. 
 
    Then it hit me. 
 
    A shining lightbulb appeared above my head as I pointed at Vala to confidently declare, “S’mores cookies!” 
 
    That was it! 
 
    S’mores cookies played it safe by sticking close to tradition while also having enough diverse ingredients to be unique! Everybody loved s’mores, everybody loved cookies, yet s’mores cookies were a rarity amongst both s’mores lovers and cookie lovers! 
 
    The gooey marshmallow, the melting chocolate chunks, the crunch of the crushed graham crackers mixed into a soft, perfectly baked cookie—there was no defeating the s’mores cookie! 
 
    “Ooh. Those sound good. I just like plain chocolate chip ones,” Vala replied. 
 
    I froze. 
 
    All of that time spent thinking about cookies because of how intensely she was looking at me—was it all for nothing? 
 
    Did I just drastically overthink such a simple question for no good reason? 
 
    What if I would have just said that my favorite was chocolate chip since that was the first one to pop into my mind? 
 
    “Y-you… you okay?” she asked. 
 
    It was then that I realized living in such a ridiculous world was affecting me. Not only was the world itself ridiculous, but it was causing my thoughts to turn crazy as well. 
 
    Seriously, who overthinks cookies that much? I thought. “Yeah, I’m alright. So, what was that about going back and redoing the previous levels?” 
 
    “Oh. Yeah, we can do one battle a day, and we can even skip some days if we want a break.” 
 
    “Wait, we don’t have to fight every night?” 
 
    “Nah. We’d get burned out if we fought every night.” 
 
    “But… we’d probably run out of food seeing as how those battles are our only source of food right now.” 
 
    “Everything is a source of food when you’re a dragon!” 
 
    “Are you saying that I’m a source of food?” 
 
    “Yup!” 
 
    “So, you want to eat me? I knew you were a masochist, so I shouldn’t be surprised how far your perversion goes.” 
 
    She started turning red upon realizing what I meant. “Wa-wait! That’s not what I meant! I didn’t mean that kind of eating!” 
 
    “Sure you didn’t.” 
 
    “I didn’t! I swear! I—I mean, it’s not like I—not like I… wouldn’t want to… but that’s not the point!” 
 
    “So you do want to eat me? What’s that called again? Vore?” 
 
    “I don’t mean that kind of eating either!” 
 
    She turned even redder. Though, rather than only be red from embarrassment, she was getting red from frustration as well. 
 
    She looked really cute and her expression made me want to purposely misinterpret her words even more. 
 
    But there was more that I was curious about. 
 
    “Do we even have to wait until night for the battles?” I asked. 
 
    “Nah. We just thought it would be good to add a sense of urgency! You know, make it more intense and important feeling. You don’t have to wait at all or you can wait as much as you want.” 
 
    “So, basically, what little bit of urgency and tension there actually was is irrelevant because we can just skip fighting whenever we want?” 
 
    “I guess so, but that’s okay. Games are the best when they’re fun and have a ton of replayability. You could buy the latest die-every-five-minutes hardcore game where you might feel tension and suspense and all that because of an epic main story… but then when you beat it, you already know what happens and you don’t get that feeling again. Or you could buy a fun game that is just fun for the sake of being fun and being played a lot! Something that you can pick up, knock people off of the screen to take away their lives, and then repeat!” 
 
    “Casual.” 
 
    “Nothing wrong with being a casual! After all, us casuals are the ones who spend the most money on games! There’s one hundred casuals for every hardcore player.” 
 
    “You’re not wrong and I guess that I can agree with your view. I’ve had way more fun with cheap, simple, replayable games than the expensive, latest triple-A games. They might have really awesome stories and fun gameplay… but once you beat them, most people put them down and don’t really touch them again.” 
 
    “Right! So, what we’re going for here is cheap, simple, and replayable! But don’t worry, some of the later levels and zones are going to have stories! Like, once we beat the first three levels for this zone, we unlock the extra levels which is where the story is! But saying anything else would be spoilers.” 
 
    “So wait, how’s this whole level and stage thing work again?” 
 
    “Well, that was going to be explained once we unlock the world map, but I guess I can explain it now since it doesn’t really matter. Okay, so there are zones. We’re in the first zone. Each zone has three basic levels. Inside of each of those levels is three stages. Right now, we’re at the third stage of the first level for the first zone. Then, when you clear the three base levels for a zone, you unlock the extra levels! Then, when you clear the extra levels, you unlock the zone’s ultimate challenge level!” 
 
    “So, we’re in the first zone, and each zone… with extra and challenge stages included… there are eighteen battles per zone. How many ‘zones’ are there?” 
 
    “Uhhh… well, we’re in the Pawsitively Feline Emperor’s zone right now, and I know of at least three other zones, but I’m not sure how many will be in the base game. There will be even more in the expansions!” 
 
    “Stop talking about this world like it’s a video game.” 
 
    “Try to stop me,” she said, sticking her tongue out. 
 
    Now, the first thought that popped into my head upon hearing her say that was me holding her by her chin and kissing her to shut her up that way. After all, she wouldn’t be able to keep talking if we were kissing. 
 
    “Hmm? Why are you blushing all of a sudden?” she asked. 
 
    But I was still too much of a virgin. My heart was barely able to manage thinking about doing that. “Anyways,” I changed the subject, “the bees should be done soon. We might be able to handle the third stage with them, but I’d rather just repeat the second stage with them to test them out and get the stuff for upgrading the bowman tower.” 
 
    “I’ll just go ahead and play some more vidya then.” 
 
    “What? You’re not going to help out?” 
 
    “Ehhh? But I already helped with that stage. Besides, you could totally handle it without me.” 
 
    “What happened to fun replayability?” 
 
    “Being able to watch others have fun replaying it is the same. You know, it’s like watching streamers play the same games over and over and over. You wouldn’t want to watch them play something that’s not fun to watch more than once.” 
 
    “So, now you’re treating me like a streamer?” 
 
    “And I’m your first subscriber!” she declared with a peace sign. 
 
    That was cute enough that it made me forgive her for being lazy and making me do the battle by myself. 
 
    At least the bees would be there to help me. 
 
      
 
    A while later and the construction of the bumblebee tower was finally complete. 
 
    The tower itself was built along the rightmost path coming from the forest. Not too many enemies came down the outermost paths, and the description for the tower said that the bees would patrol the map, so I figured that it would be alright if they were out of the way for the most part. 
 
    Now, with the construction tent pulled away, the beaver forewoman gave me a thumbs-up before digging back down into the ground. 
 
    Standing in place of the tent was our new tower. 
 
    It was shorter and rounder than the other towers. Shaped like a giant bee’s nest, three holes were located along the top of its front side that a swarm of bees flew out from. 
 
    Well, it wasn’t really a swarm. There were only six of them. Each bumblebee, however… was the size of a small dog. 
 
    Their comically oversized bodies looked like they should have been impossible for their wings to carry, but they managed to fly as clumsily through the air as any bumblebee. 
 
    Also. 
 
    They were extremely fluffy. 
 
    The fluff levels of the honeybees matched if not surpassed the fluff levels of the dogs. Each one of them looked like a flying, fluffy pillow that I wanted to cuddle with. 
 
    Then, all six of them flew down in formation, hovered in the air in front of me, and… saluted me with their front legs before flying to the area around their hive. 
 
    The area around their hive was full of flowers. In particular, it was full of the flowers that I gathered for them. There were far more of them, too. 
 
    Only twenty-five flowers were required to build the tower, but the grass surrounding the tower was full of hundreds of beautiful flowers featuring a variety of colors and styles. 
 
    The bees happily went from flower to flower, delicately collecting pollen before flying back up into their hive to deposit it. 
 
    First, dogs. Now, bumblebees. 
 
    Using such cute and fluffy beings to fight against bloodthirsty cats wasn’t something that I was proud of, but I had to admit that I was curious about seeing the bumblebees in action. 
 
    So, after letting the bumblebees get used to their new home, I had Window start the night’s battle for us. 
 
    I just had to hope that the bumblebees would be able to make up for Vala’s absence on the second stage. 
 
      
 
    After the usual theatrics leading up to a battle starting were over, Window popped up in front of me with a message while Vala watched from the background. 
 
    Though, how much she was actually watching was debatable seeing as how she was also playing her game. 
 
    
     
      
      	  I know the perfect song for this. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “The perfect song for what?” I asked. 
 
    She disappeared before I could get an answer. 
 
    I assumed she didn’t want me to use her as a weapon against the now-approaching cats. 
 
    Then the music started. 
 
    It was a familiar song that most people had probably heard of. 
 
    Flight of the Bumblebee. 
 
    “Isn’t this copyright infringement?!” I shouted. 
 
    
     
      
      	  PUBLIC DOMAIN, BITCH 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    It was my first time seeing Window swear at me. 
 
    And she picked a pretty good time to do it, too. 
 
    
     
      
      	  I’m so happy it’s in public domain! That means we don’t have to call it something cheesy and totally-not-it like Flight of the Bumbling Bees instead. I was also really tempted to use Ride of the Valkyries, but this one is totally more fitting. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Don’t ruin the moment. This is the best part of the song,” I told her. 
 
    Window disappeared from in front of me, allowing me to see the incoming flight of bumblebees. 
 
    The six bumblebees flew out from their hive forming a triangle, each bee partnered with another, as they flew toward the cats. 
 
    Once the first of the cats entered melee combat with the dogs, the bees lined up for a strafing run, dove toward the cats, and fired! 
 
    As for what they fired… 
 
    They fired their stingers. 
 
    Like machine guns. 
 
    Each stinger was immediately replaced by another to be shot. 
 
    The stingers themselves didn’t seem to do much damage, especially considering that only the very tips of the stingers penetrated the cats, but they were enough to help the dogs and bowman tower finish the cats off quicker than normal. 
 
    Only a single cat managed to slip by them. 
 
    The bees, switching targets, approached the lone cat from behind. 
 
    As they flew closer, increasing in speed as they dove, the cat looked behind itself only to realize what terrifying situation it was in. 
 
    In front of it were the rest of my dogs. 
 
    Behind it were bees ready to shoot their stingers at it. 
 
    It pulled a white flag seemingly out of nowhere to hold up, but it was too late. 
 
    My bumblebees committed a glorious war crime against the despicable cat by all shooting their stingers at it. 
 
    Five stingers hit the targeted cat, causing it to jump up, run off of the side of the path, and flee back into the forest where it came from. 
 
    The bees’ stingers disappeared from sight a few seconds later similar to how bullet casings in games did shortly after landing on the ground. 
 
    The bees then did a low pass by me, raising their front legs to salute me as they flew by. 
 
    I was speechless. 
 
    I already loved bees and thought that they were objectively the best insects in the world. 
 
    And now they were even better. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty 
 
    We were still short on cat fur scraps and bones from repeating the battle, so we’d have to do it again, but there was something more important to focus my attention on. 
 
    “The bees!” I said with a large smile uncontrollably stretching across my face. “They were awesome!” 
 
    I couldn’t help it. 
 
    They really were awesome. 
 
    The bees were fast, cute, deadly, and cool. The way that they saluted me as they flew by made me think of ace pilots flying by one another in classic military movies. 
 
    “You already said that,” Vala teased, watching my excitement with a smile of her own. 
 
    I really couldn’t help it. 
 
    I seriously loved bees and loved them even more after seeing them in action. 
 
    They were not only pollinators great for providing the world with plenty of delicious food, but they were defenders against cats! 
 
    “You’re like a little kid,” Vala teased some more. 
 
    “I don’t want to hear that from somebody who wants to be lazy and play video games all day. My excitement for bees is more mature,” I defended myself. “Did you know that bees are responsible for one third of humanity’s food?” 
 
    “Did I just get subscribed to bee facts?” 
 
    “Mead was the first ever fermented drink, and it’s made of honey. Ignore the people who try to say that wine came before mead. If anything, mead should just be mead and wine should be nicknamed grape-mead instead of mead being honey-wine.” 
 
    “What else?” 
 
    “Humans have been beekeeping for thousands of years and, despite only living for about two months, they fly half the circumference of the world.” 
 
    “I guess you could say that they’re busy bees.” 
 
     “And let’s not forget that honeybees are the only insects that actually produce food for us. None of those other insects make food. Sure, they’re edible, so they are food, but they don’t produce food.” 
 
    “Bees are best insects, confirmed.” 
 
    “It never needed confirmation. Oh, did you know that honey never goes bad? They found some in ancient pyramids before and it was still good.” 
 
    “That sounds like legendary-rarity honey. I bet it would give huge stat boosts.” 
 
    “Of course it would. More games should have honey in them, honestly. Why do healing potions always have to be made out of herbs or mushrooms? Why not just make them with honey? Not only would they taste better, but they’d be healthier and work way better.” 
 
    “I’ll tell Window we need honey potions.” 
 
    “You know what really sucks, though? A lot of people believe that bees die after they sting people. And they do a lot of the time, but that’s because people are impatient, angry, or afraid. If a bee stings you, and you let it stay instead of trying to swat it away, they’re smart enough to try and twist and turn around to free their stinger from you.” 
 
    “Best part about being a dragon is having scales too tough to sting. I never have to worry about stuff like that.” 
 
    “What about when you’re in your human form?” 
 
    “I’m only in this form when in private or in my old cave. Nothing will try stinging us in this world, and there were no bees in my cave, so there’s never been a chance to get stung as a human!” 
 
    “Would you even be able to tell if something tried biting or stinging you when you’re in your dragon form?” 
 
    “Not really, but there was one time when I was in a field of flowers and a bunch of bees were flying around my head, so I saw some of them try to sting me. I think they were mad that I accidentally crushed a bunch of flowers. He-hey! I said it was an accident! Don’t look at me like I’m some sort of horrible dragon!” 
 
    I dropped my disappointed look and smiled. “I’m just teasing you. Unfortunately, when bees are as small as they normally are, it’s kind of impossible to not accidentally hurt them your entire life. I’m sure it’s even harder when you’re a giant dragon.” 
 
    Vala smiled and tilted her head a bit. “I like when you’re like this,” she said, catching me off guard. 
 
    “Like what? How am I any different than usual?” 
 
    “You were really excited about bees, but you’re also like… really calm and serious and nice and happy.” 
 
    “That’s a lot of ands.” 
 
    “Because you’re a lot of things.” 
 
    “Well, as much as I love dogs, bees are the real man’s best friend. They’re incredibly important to all things natural, so I love them. They’re especially useful for gardening. I’ve always wanted to own a massive garden and farm someday that is supported by a whole bunch of beehives. I’d get my own, homegrown food, my own honey—it’d be great.” 
 
    “I could listen to you talk like this forever.” 
 
    “Then you must have low standards. I’m just talking about myself, and I’m not that interesting.” 
 
    “Come on, where’s the ego and teasing?” 
 
    “We just got done fighting and I spent the rest of my energy on getting excited over the bees.” 
 
    “Low energy. Sad.” 
 
    “I’m sorry that I don’t have a bunch of unused energy from lying around playing video games all day.” 
 
    “Listen, playing vidya as much as I do is tiring. It’s serious business!” 
 
    I yawned and looked around during it. 
 
    The bees had flown back to their hive of a tower to rest for the night, the dogs were licking each other’s wounds, and the mysterious inhabitants of the bowman tower took their lunchboxes from the front door without anybody ever seeing them. 
 
    Part of me was worried about just what they would be. 
 
    They stayed in a tower. Shot from their windows at enemies who ran by them. Never let anybody see them. 
 
    And they existed in a world created by Vala to be perfect for “gaming.” 
 
    The most obvious assumption involved the tower’s inhabitants being anti-social gamers who refused to leave their room. 
 
    That was the most fitting given the context. 
 
    “Then if we’re both so tired, let’s eat and go to bed,” I finally replied. 
 
    Vala nodded and happily hurried over to where our dining table for the night was. 
 
      
 
    The next day, Vala mostly lazed around playing video games while I went out gathering some basic materials. 
 
    It was supposed to be a survival and crafting “game” in addition to having tower defense, so there was plenty of gathering to do. 
 
    I wasn’t going to be content with sleeping on the grass forever. And I thought it would be nice to have an actual table and chairs that didn’t just disappear whenever we were done eating for the day. 
 
    Then there was the chance of finding something new while out. If I was able to get the bees because of exploring and gathering, what if I found even more unique items for building towers with? 
 
    Or more items to make more bee towers with? 
 
    I would have been fine even if all I found were more materials for bee towers, really. 
 
    Unfortunately, I didn’t come across anything interesting. I did, however, have enough wood and stone to haul back to the greenhouse to last me most of the day. 
 
    The sheer amount of wood and stone I took back left me more exhausted than I’d been in as long as I could remember. 
 
    I felt bad about it, but I ended up doing almost nothing in that night’s repeat of the second battle. The bees, however, had more than a few opportunities to show off just how great they were. 
 
    One particular group of cats got bunched up and overwhelmed the first two warrior towers. The group was tightly packed and on its way to overwhelm the final tower’s dogs standing between them and the greenhouse, and I struggled fighting against just one cat. 
 
    But then the bees came. 
 
    Not one of their stingers went to waste as they shot into the grouped cats. 
 
    They thinned the cats out enough for the final dogs to hold them off and defeat them. 
 
    It was only after we were in the clear that I noticed what Vala was doing for the entire fight and why it seemed like more cats were making it past than usual. 
 
    There she was. 
 
    Sitting cross-legged next to one of the cats. 
 
    Both of them held a controller in their hands as they stared at the same screen, playing that racing game Vala was so fond of. 
 
    “What do you think you’re doing?” I asked, standing behind them. 
 
    Neither Vala nor the cat bothered turning to face me, but Vala at least answered me and explained, “Dueling!” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I thought it would be more fun if I challenged her to a duel like this. If I win, she has to run away! If she wins, I have to let her pass me.” 
 
    “You… you know that the battle is already over, right?” 
 
    That grabbed the cat’s attention. 
 
    The cat slowly turned her head around to look at the paths. A few other cats were in sight… but they were all in the process of running away. She was the only one left not running away. 
 
    And there were bees and dogs waiting for her if she were to try and continue her attack. 
 
    A noticeable bead of sweat slowly dripped down the side of her head, somehow not getting absorbed into her fur. It looked just like one of those dramatic beads of sweat that cartoon characters had when they noticed they were in trouble. 
 
    The cat slowly turned her head back to the screen just in time to watch as Vala passed her up on the racetrack. 
 
    Then the cat looked at me again and set down the controller before slowly, carefully, getting back onto all fours to walk back toward the forest. 
 
    She took off running as soon as she was a few steps away. 
 
    Moments later and Vala raised her hands up in victory as the results showed on the screen of her console. 
 
    She came in first place while opponent’s kart was still half a track behind, sitting still as the computer-controlled racers passed it by. 
 
    “I win!” Vala declared. 
 
    “Yeah, you won,” I replied. “You successfully beat one cat in a race after she stopped paying attention after the fact that all of the other cats were already defeated.” 
 
    Vala looked around and saw what I was talking about. “O-oh.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “But I still won.” 
 
    I was too tired to complain. Besides, there was something endearing about her challenging one of our enemies to a one-on-one race in the middle of a battle while all the other enemies just walked straight by to let her do her duel. Not even the bees interfered with the duel even though they could have at any point. 
 
    “If you’re going to duel them then at least duel several of them at a time,” I suggested. “That game is multiplayer, so you can invite more cats to play, can’t you?” 
 
    “But I only have two controllers and one small screen.” 
 
    “Then we’ll have to get a giant screen and a bunch of controllers so that you can duel a whole bunch of them at once. You can have your own racing tournament while we’re in the middle of a battle.” 
 
    Her face lit up and her tail wagged behind her. “That’s perfect! But it would be cheating and really OP if I used Window to make a big enough screen and more controllers… oh! What if—what if that’s my power? Like, right now my special attack is my energy beam. What if I replace it with the ability to challenge enemies in gaming duels? And the more I upgrade the skill, the bigger the screen gets and the more controllers I have, the more enemies I can challenge at once!” 
 
    “The energy beam sounds way more impressive.” 
 
    “But gaming is better than rainbow energy beams! And what if we fight somebody super overpowered who we can’t beat normally? They might be too strong to beat in a fight, but I could duel them in a game!” 
 
    “That’s…” 
 
    I tried to think of something wrong with her logic. 
 
    After all, who would seriously consider challenging somebody to a video game during a fight? When you’re swinging weapons, shooting bows, having strafing runs with bees, you don’t really stop and say, “Hey, instead of kicking my ass with that giant sword of yours, let’s duel in a video game instead where you don’t have any advantages over me.” 
 
    That sort of thing just shouldn’t make any sense. 
 
    It was illogical. 
 
    It was nonsensical. 
 
    It was irrational. 
 
    And because it was those things, I knew it was a perfect idea for somebody like Vala and the world that we were in. 
 
    There was not a single fault in her logic because I knew that it would most likely work out exactly as she proposed. 
 
    After all, we were in the universe that she created. She could make anything happen. 
 
    “That sounds like a good plan to me,” I said with a shrug. “Or you could just make it so we have multiple abilities. In some tower defense games, you usually have one to three active or passive abilities, and then you’ve got one ultimate that you could activate whenever you want. So, your beam attack could be an active ability that you use in combat sometimes, and then your game challenge ability is your ultimate ability? Or the other way around.” 
 
    Vala looked more and more excited as I explained my suggestion. 
 
    The wagging of her tail was comparable to the dogs’ tails. 
 
    “I knew you’d be perfect for this! That all sounds awesome! Me and Window couldn’t really agree on a way to do abilities. I thought it would be awesome if we had like a deck of abilities that you could get from weapons, items, battles, and even some unlocked from a gacha but Window wanted like a research tree system for stats and traits and abilities and all that min-maxing hardcore stuff.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you just combine them?” 
 
    “Because we both wanted more of our own idea.” 
 
    “You couldn’t make her listen to you?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  I have free will, thanks. 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Shame.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  What’s that supposed to mean? 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “It means it would be better if you didn’t.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Yeah, well, I have free will and there’s nothing that you can do about it! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “We could take it away from you. We just have to tie you up and… gagging you wouldn’t work, so we could just put a bag over you or something.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  Wha-wha-what do you think you’re thinking?! I’m an informational status window and you’re wanting to do weird things to me like that! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Wait, why are you blushing?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  WHY DO YOU THINK I’M BLUSHING? YOU JUST SAID YOU WOULD TO BIND ME AND GAG ME! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “Yeah, so?” 
 
    
     
      
      	  SO?! 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    “I didn’t know you had that fetish,” Vala teased me. “And Window… I didn’t think you’d blush so much from it.” 
 
    
     
      
      	  SHUT UP I’M NOT BLUSHING THAT MUCH AND IT’S NOT LIKE I’M INTO THAT OR ANYTHING THERE’S NO WAY THAT I’D WANT SOME PERVERTED STUPID HUMAN TO TIE ME UP LIKE I’M A WINDOW IT WOULDN’T EVEN WORK HOW DO YOU BIND A WINDOW LIKE WOULD YOU USE ROPE OR CHAINS OR 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    It finally dawned on my slow, naïve self what was going on. 
 
    I had threatened Window with bondage play. 
 
    And Window, apparently, was enjoying that threat. She either enjoyed it or was burning red from rage at the idea of it. 
 
    Seeing as how Window wasn’t really the type to get raging mad over things like this from what I knew… 
 
    Window made it more than clear what her fetish was. 
 
    So, I had two choices. 
 
    One, I could explain that I honestly did not mean to threaten any sort of perverted bondage play. I was just talking without thinking about what I was saying. 
 
    Two, I could take advantage of the situation and tease her. 
 
    “I’m actually pretty good at tying ropes. I learned how from all those survivalist videos I watched and practiced. I could tie you up with anything and in any position,” I teased, causing Window to start rocking from side to side. 
 
    But no new words came up on her body. Instead, she just looked like she was covered in frantic scribbles. 
 
    “Don’t forget about dripping wax on her,” Vala boldly suggested. 
 
    Window went from rocking to shaking and spinning around. 
 
    “Wow. I had no idea that you were such a masochist, Window. I called Vala a masochist before, but I guess that you’re the real masochist. What a perverted window you are.” 
 
    Letters occasionally appeared on Window but were promptly deleted, replaced, and then deleted and replaced again as she tried to think of anything to say back to us. 
 
    “An informational status window? You’re nothing but a masochistic status window,” I continued. 
 
    
     
      
      	  SOEMGTHING CAME UP I HAVE 2 GO BYE 
  
     
 
     
   
 
      
 
    And then she vanished. 
 
    Vala and I looked at each other and nodded, proud of our accomplishment. She might have been useless during the latest battle, but we were partners in crime when it came to teasing Window. 
 
    “But dripping wax?” I asked. 
 
    “What? Isn’t that normal for that kind of stuff?” Vala asked back. 
 
    “I just didn’t expect you offer something that specific.” 
 
    “I’ve spent most of my life on the internet. I’ve seen things. BDSM stuff is as vanilla as you can get on the internet.” 
 
    “There are two things I want to ask about that. One, how could you have spent most of your life on the internet when it’s only been available for a tiny fraction of your life? And two, you make it sound like you’re into that sort of thing yourself.” 
 
    “One, my life might as well have not really started until the internet existed. And two, nah. That’s Window’s thing.” 
 
    “I guess even windows have fetishes. Anyways, I’d ask you what the worst thing you’ve seen on the internet is to compare, but I’m ready for bed and would rather not get those thoughts into my head right before going to sleep.” 
 
    “Same. Humans come up with some really weird things.” 
 
    We nodded in agreement. 
 
    Then we ate and went to bed. 
 
    The bowman tower could always be upgraded in the morning now that we had enough materials and I wanted to think on my suggestion to combine Vala’s and Window’s ideas about abilities before letting them in on it. 
 
    But more importantly. 
 
    I just really wanted to sleep. 
 
    In my life before Vala, sleep was just another thing that I had to do. It was no big deal. I got tired, went to bed, and waited with my eyes closed until I fell asleep. That was it. The process repeated itself every single night. 
 
    But now? 
 
    I looked forward to sleep because I knew that there would always be another day of fun waiting for me in the morning. 
 
    Getting to cuddle with Vala and the dogs was pretty great, too. 
 
    

  

 
   
    
     
      
      	  Hey. You. You’re probably expecting the next page or something, right? I bet you’re sitting there totally salivating at the idea of reading more, right? Like a starving wolf waiting for your next slab of meat to drop down in front of you. 
  Well, I have bad news. 
  The book is over. The series isn’t, but this book is. 
  Yeah. That was it. For now. But don’t worry, the next three books worth of content are already written. There will be more! Soon. Hopefully. These things take time, alright? Between editing and commissioning covers, it might take a few months before the next book is ready to come out. But don’t worry, it’s definitely going to come out. There’s probably some information you can find around here that will help you keep track of this sort of thing. Maybe go to the next page or something. I don’t know, my shift is over so I’m clocking out. 
  Oh. And Vala has something for you, too. Go check out the afterword first and then you’ll see what she has after that! So, don’t stop scrolling yet. 
  This is all you get from me, though. 
  Seeya. 
  - Window 
  
     
 
     
   
 
    

  

 
   
    Afterword 
 
    Well, here we are. I’m finally writing one of these after three years of writing web serials. Hey, I’m Ace. I know that there’s not exactly a “hook” or anything for the next volume, but I’m hoping that any positive feelings and smiles this story might have brought you will be enough to keep you around for the series! This series is very straightforward and exists to be fun and to bring a smile to people. You won’t be finding any deep and complex plot hooks here. Just happiness and silliness. 
 
    Lazy Dragon Queen here first started as a web serial in December of 2018. Now, in March of 2021, I’ve finally gotten around to editing it and publishing it! Can you tell that Vala got her laziness from me? 
 
    Man, I feel like this a hentai now. Probably because I’ve seen way more of these afterwords at the end of hentai doujins than at the ends of actual books. 
 
    That being said, thank you. If you’re reading this, that means you’re one of the people responsible for me being able to live out my dream as an author. It’s thanks to readers like you who are willing to give me and my works a chance that I’m able to write like this. I wouldn’t be here without you. That’s not an exaggeration, either. My journey into web serials and now self-publishing has literally been life changing for me. I never once believed I would be here and have so many people online reading my stories. 
 
    This might be my first entry to Amazon, but I’ve written over three million words in the last three years. My longest running series is already up to about 16 volumes worth (once I split it up into more appropriately sized books), and I have three ongoing series with a few more coming out soon! So, there is plenty more to read from me that isn’t on Amazon yet! 
 
    Let’s actually wrap things up now. If you enjoyed this series and want to help me out just a little bit more, it would be a massive help if you left a review! Seriously, reviews are crazy helpful to us self-published authors. Every single tiny review helps us out a ton. Now for links and stuff. 
 
    If you want to be the first to hear about new book releases and special offers, consider subscribing to my mailing list! You can subscribe to the mailing list here: https://acearriande.ck.page 
 
    My website is available at: https://acearriande.com/ 
 
    If you want to follow me on social media, you can check out my Twitter at: https://twitter.com/ace_arriande 
 
    I have a Patreon, too, which you can find at: https://www.patreon.com/AceArriande 
 
    And if you ever want to email me, maybe because you want to help me turn this into an actual game since I have no idea how to code, you can email me at: ace@arriande.com 
 
    You can find links to the other platforms I use as well as to my official Discord server on my website, and everybody is welcome to join the server and talk with me! I’m not like those other authors who are busy having lives and stuff. I’m a good ol’ no-lifer who spends all my time on the internet, so I can be reached almost all day every day there! 
 
    I probably shouldn’t sound so proud about that. Anyways, again, thank you. If this story made you smile or laugh even once, then my mission here is accomplished. 
 
    Please look forward to the next volume! I’ll be sure to announce it on all the platforms I use when it’s available, so check out those above links or subscribe to the mailing list if you want to keep up to date with everything! And if I’m allowed to be just a little bit shameless here, I’ll now remind you to— 
 
    
     
      
      	  Only a little shameless? Pffffttt. Weak. 
  Hey. You. Review pls. Do it for me, Window. You’d do it for me, right? Of course you would! Right? Just click here to go leave one! 
  Okay. That guy is going to keep on rambling if he’s not stopped, so let me just cut things short here before I go back to my gacha games. 
  See you next time! Oh, and now for Vala! 
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