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Chapter One

	 

	Life was strange ever since I discovered that there was more to it than the pursuit of fluff. For example, I actually actively participated in doing perverse things with my girlfriends. Especially with their breasts and my hands. If their breasts were within my sight, then they were getting groped. I just couldn’t resist it any longer.

	Because of that, I became quite the master at using my hands. I was even able to move beyond groping breasts to groping thighs. My hands became so talented, even when their target was my girlfriends’ thighs, that they could still exhaust my girlfriends and leave them on the verge of passing out.

	And then there was holding hands.

	One would normally not consider handholding to be a perverse act, but I managed to turn it into one. Especially with Vala. The interlocking of our fingers would become so intense and passionate that she would often drop to her knees in a state of exhausted pleasure while drooling and barely able to acknowledge her surroundings.

	I had no idea that my hands had such a hidden power locked away within them, but said power had fully awoken.

	And now?

	There was no stopping my hands. I could even caress Window’s window while in her informational status window form in a way that would make her turn a bright shade of red while all the text on her became incomprehensible gibberish.

	My hands were too strong for any mortal being, and even immortal beings, to handle.

	And that led to something else that was part of why my life felt so strange.

	Ever since I started using my hands on an almost constant basis on my girlfriends… my life became a lot calmer. I would have thought that basically having sex a dozen times a day would have made my life even more hectic, because doesn’t it sound like it would? The person who goes from having sex every now and then to having sex a dozen times a day, minimum, would surely have the crazier and busier life.

	Right?

	Wrong.

	By pleasuring my girlfriends over, and over, and over, and over, and over again, with the speed and efficiency that my hands were capable of, what ended up happening was…

	They were all too tired to be crazy like usual.

	Even the dog sisters, Delphi, Cami, and Lavi, who were almost always full of energy and running around playing with either each other or Luca, were always left exhausted by me.

	It was like everybody else just had so much less energy ever since my hands had awoken.

	Because of that, they weren’t as distracting. And because they weren’t as distracting, I got to finish everything I wanted to do sooner than it would usually take me. And because I got everything done sooner than usual, I ran out of things to do.

	I ended up having plenty of free time where I could simply relax with Valkyria or go on walks with Luca. I even had time to go fishing with Lake every now and then.

	My life became so peaceful and relaxed all because I started having sex a dozen times a day.

	Was that the secret to successful relationships? Sexually pleasuring my girlfriends to the point where they were so exhausted that they never had energy for anything else?

	Who would have thought that having so much sex would have such an impact?

	Life was peaceful. My girlfriends were happier than ever before. My hands became stronger and more dexterous. I could garden in peace more often and spend more free time alone with my daughter. I got to go fishing with a friend and enjoy the peace and quiet with Valkyria.

	My body felt lighter, my mind felt healthier, and everything was perfect.

	That was the power of having copious amounts of sex.

	In other words.

	Being horny granted me far more power than fluff ever had.

	What if… what if I became even hornier?

	What if we started having sex twice as much as we already were? What if I used another part of my body that wasn’t just my hands? I already used the other parts, too, but not as often as just using my hands.

	I could potentially reach even higher heights. I could ascend to an ever greater reality of peace and quiet through even more intense sex using the rest of my body.

	Then again, if I did that, my girlfriends would practically have nothing to live for except for sex. I already got them to the point where they would wake up, experience my hands, pass out, and repeat. They hardly got to do anything else. If things became even more intense, they might pass out for days or even weeks at a time and more or less sleep their lives away all due to overwhelming sexual pleasure.

	What a cruel fate that would be.

	At the same time, if that happened, it meant I would have an absurd amount of peaceful free time for myself. Though, I would have to spare Window so that Luca could still grow up with a mother who wasn’t just in an eternal state of sleeping due to sexual exhaustion.

	That was something I could consider later.

	For the time being, I stood up and stretched before looking down at the sight curled up on the grass below me.

	Clawdia.

	Even though I hadn’t used my hands on her for the last twenty minutes since she passed out, giving me a chance to stare up at the clear sky while thinking about what to do next, she was still twitching. Her body, ears, tail—every part of her still twitched every now and then from residual pleasure.

	And apparently, she got jealous about me spending a week in Mariet’s haunted mansion castle when I never did the same for her, so she’d been extra demanding of my attention.

	Or maybe she was just extra demanding since all it took was some light touching and she would already be on her knees. She did become much less bratty ever since I returned, too.

	“Nya… Drake… you can’t… in front of everybody… your hands will make me… nya…”

	Clawdia couldn’t escape my hands even in her sleep.

	Now, if there were other people around who we didn’t know, or bugs in the grass that might mess with her, then I would carry her to somewhere safer to sleep.

	But because we were in Vala’s personal pocket universe where nothing bad could ever happen, I had no problem leaving Clawdia in the grass so that I could go spend some quality time fluffing my fluffs. And be fluffing my fluffs, I mean petting and cuddling with all the various fluff wielders who were not my girlfriends.

	That was something else my awakened hands were good for.

	Petting.

	My hands were capable of sexually exhausting my girlfriends to the point of passing out, and they were also good for… pettingly exhausting all the various animals around the place who had fluff for me to play with.

	There was not a single animal I could not put to sleep with my petting.

	I could even put the bees to sleep with my petting.

	And while on the topic of bees, something I managed to do with all of my new free time was gather resources. We were supposed to be playing a survival game as well as a tower defense game, but pretty much all we ever did had to do with the tower defense side of things.

	To be fair, the survival side wasn’t exactly fleshed out and only really existed to serve the tower defense.

	But the point is that I actually went out gathering with my free time. I managed to get us a large stockpile of wood, stone, and I even found enough beehives to build another bee tower. Our bees were starting to struggle against the advanced aerial units of the zombie maid queen, so we needed more bees to stand a chance against them.

	What I really needed, though, was a “ram lance.” A ram lance was the only other item required to build the charger tower. The charger tower was going to be home to rams who could roam all around the battlefield to ram into enemies, so that was something I really wanted. I figured they would be incredible at chasing down any stragglers who might make it past the front lines now that the bees had the sky to worry about.

	Now, all of that aside, there was one massive problem that came with me embracing the newfound power within my hands.

	Everybody was always too exhausted to fight in the battles.

	The whole reason I began training my hands and raising them to the ultimate level was so that I could overwhelm Mariet and Claire with them upon finishing up their zone’s battles. But… as a result of all my training, nobody was ever willing to fight. Even Window, who would normally harass me about sticking to the “plot” and progressing via participating in the tower defense battles, was too tired to ever bring it up. She was even too tired to play her gacha games.

	So, because of that, no battles had been fought despite the improved power of my hands.

	Perhaps it was time for an intervention.

	I needed to sit down and have a talk with myself and my hands about our future.

	Yeah. That sounded like the right thing to do.

	It was time for me to give myself an intervention about exploiting the awe-inspiring skill of my hands.

	But rather than sit, I walked over to Valkyria and decided to pace around her while doing it so that I had some company. She was the only one around who was mature enough and willing to listen to me talk about my problems. What I needed to talk about was inappropriate for Luca to listen to, so I sent her to go have a fishing day with Lake.

	And since Valkyria couldn’t quite talk on her own yet, I was on my own.

	“Alright, Drake,” I said. “You need to admit that you have a problem.”

	“I know,” I replied to myself. “Using the power of my hands has been great, but we might be taking things too far.”

	“Yeah. I know it’s going to be rough, but we have to do this. We can’t run away or hide behind it.”

	“To be fair, it’s not like we are. We just have a bunch of girlfriends whose stamina can’t outlast our hands.”

	“That’s true. Plus it’s nice to watch them not be able to last. It’s good for our ego.”

	I nodded. “You’re right. This has been great for our free time, productivity, and ego.”

	“Really, there’s almost nothing wrong with it aside from the fact that we’re not doing the tower defense battles.”

	“Yeah. Honestly, I would rather keep using the power of our hands as much as we want.”

	“Same. But if we do that, we’re never going to reach Mariet and Claire. And don’t you want to overwhelm them, too, with our ascended hands?”

	“I do. I really do.”

	“If only there was another way. A way that would involve us still using our hands on our girlfriends while also getting Mariet and Claire.”

	“But the only way to get Mariet and Claire is to withhold our hands from the others. Did you see what happened to Window earlier? She started twitching just from us touching her shoulder. She starts drooling the moment we put a finger on her at this point. And look, she’s so exhausted that she’s not even able to randomly pop up in front of us to lie and say that’s not true.”

	“You’re right. It really does seem like the only way we can get to Mariet and Claire at this point is to never touch our girlfriends with our hands again until we get them.”

	“What if we try gloves?”

	I had an excellent point. “That might just work.”

	Thankfully, I was a very agreeable person to myself. “If we wear gloves, that might limit our hands’ powers.”

	“It’s definitely worth looking into.”

	“I have one other idea that might work.”

	“What?”

	“We could send the bees. The bees could search for the haunted mansion castle and send a message telling Claire and Mariet to come back over here. I mean, they can easily fly here, so we can just tell them to… wait.”

	“If they can easily fly here whenever they want, how come they haven’t yet?”

	I had a realization that I didn’t like.

	The realization of: if they wanted to be with me, why weren’t they here? Claire could transform into her fluffy bat form and fly Mariet over to us whenever they wanted. So, why didn’t they?

	“Maybe,” I said, “they’re testing us. They’re waiting for us to get back to them.”

	“Could be,” I replied. “Or maybe Window or Vala put up a barrier or something to stop them from reaching us since we got to spend time with them earlier than we were supposed to.”

	“Regardless of whichever it is, if they wanted to and could be here, they would be.”

	“I agree.”

	“So if they won’t come to us, we have to go to them.”

	“We’re going to have to find some gloves then.”

	“Find a lot of them. Window and Clawdia might try stealing them to hide them. They’ve gotten too addicted to our hands.”

	“Good idea. Alright. Operation: Gloves, is now starting.”

	I would have shaken my own hand if I could. Instead, I looked at Valkyria, who was following my pacing with her barrel that whole time, and patted her on her side before heading back to the house to find some gloves.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	Operation: Gloves… was a resounding failure.

	One pair of gloves over my hands had no effect. Two pairs had no effect. Five pairs started to make a difference, but only because I could barely move my fingers at that point.

	I ended up with ten pairs of gloves over my hands just to protect my girlfriends from myself. Even then…

	I was walking by Window and accidentally grazed my glove-covered hand against her arm.

	That sent her to her knees twitching and moaning.

	All I could do was look down at my hands and contemplate whether the power I gained was truly worth it. Was mastering the ability of my hands to the point where I could no longer casually touch my girlfriends without sending them to the tallest peaks of pleasure truly worth it?

	On one hand, yes.

	On the other hand, yes.

	My hands were in unanimous agreement that it was worth it. As was most of the rest of my body, including everything below my neck. The only part of me that wasn’t so sure it was worth it was my brain.

	Unfortunately, I did believe in listening to my brain. And my brain demanded that I find a solution to the issue at hand.

	Given how neither Window nor Vala were able to help me, there was only one other person with their sort of godly power who I could depend on, and that was my own daughter.

	“Luca,” I said, standing before her while she used her human form.

	“Yeah, Papa?” Luca asked in response, as adorable as ever. She also started wearing overalls which made her extra cute.

	“I need you to cut my hands off.”

	“Okay! Wait. Nobody else is around to play the straight man.” Luca cleared her throat. “Don’t—don’t you think that’s way too extreme of a measure to jump to?!” she shouted before giggling. The straight man was not a very appropriate role for her seeing as how she would happily go along with anything. It was probably a good thing that there were no vans driving around offering free candy because there was a chance she would fall for them. “Papa… I can still read your narration even if I’m in this form.” She took after her mother in that regard. “Ehehe.”

	“Alright, maybe cutting my hands off is a bad idea. Instead, I need you to… seal their power.”

	“Seal their power? What kind of power?”

	“You don’t need to know that part.”

	“Is it adult stuff?”

	“Yes.”

	“Hmm. Okay. What if I make bracelets you can wear that limit the power of your hands? Then you can take the bracelets off whenever you want to go full power mode!”

	“That’s good enough.”

	“Okay!” One snap of her fingers later and a pair of simple, leather bracelets popped into existence around my wrists. “There! Try petting my head.”

	I reached my hand forward to pet my daughter’s head.

	“Hmm… it feels the same as before. But maybe the others will notice a difference? We need to experiment!”

	“Good point. Alright, summon your mother here.”

	Luca nodded and snapped her fingers once more, causing Window, also in her human form, to pop out of the air and land on the ground in front of us.

	“I—I finally thought I would get some rest… and now you’ve brought me back to him,” Window said, looking up at me with eyes that almost looked afraid. And excited.

	“Sorry, Mama, but this is for the greater good,” Luca said.

	Before I could try out my sealed hands on Window, I looked at Luca and said, “Blind and deafen yourself until I touch your shoulder, alright?”

	Luca nodded and spawned a blindfold and headphones for herself, leaving me to do whatever I wanted with Window.

	“Don’t worry, Window. Luca made me these bracelets that should seal my powers.”

	That fear and excitement in Window’s eyes disappeared as soon as she heard that. “Oh.”

	“Don’t sound so disappointed!”

	“Why wouldn’t I be disappointed?! You’ve kept me in a state of sexual bliss for weeks now! I haven’t had to think about anything other than your hands and pleasure! Life is amazing now! And I’m saving so much money from being too tired to whale on my gacha games! For once, it’s all of us women getting to live the dream instead of just you!”

	I shook my head and sighed. “I’m sorry, Window. I’ve let you fall too deep into the endless pits of pleasure.”

	“That’s a good thing! Don’t take it away from us now!”

	“Window, nothing is getting done.”

	“That’s fine! The volume ended! We don’t have to be doing anything but indulging in carnal pleasures right now!”

	Luca raised her hand and said, “Mama, it’s a new volume now. This is the second chapter.”

	I narrowed my eyes at Luca. “I thought you couldn’t hear anything?”

	“I can if it’s appropriate enough for me to hear! Okay, I won’t be able to hear again now!”

	Back to Window, she was finally starting to sweat. “Wai-wait… this is a new volume? You mean everybody can see—they can all see what’s going on? Have… have you narrated about me… you know… reacting to your hands?”

	“I’ve thought about it, if that answers your question.”

	“Then… then you have. Everybody… everybody knows my shameful reactions…”

	“Anyways, I’m going to touch you now.”

	“Wait! No! It’s—it’s too dangerous! What if you make me—you know, in front of everybody!”

	“Nobody else is here.”

	“The readers! Think of the readers!”

	“Don’t worry about it. Luca sealed my hands with these bracelets, so you probably won’t even feel anything, remember?”

	“Oh. Right.” She went back to looking and sounding borderline depressed.

	So, I reached down and poked her nose.

	Window slammed her thighs shut against each other as her eyes widened with sparks of electricity firing off of her, her face turning pure red as she rolled over onto her side in a fit of spasming twitches and breathy moans with one hand over her chest and her other over her mouth.

	That made no sense at all.

	How was it that my hands still had such an effect on her even with my power sealed? Not to mention that it should have been impossible for my hands to have that sort of effect on a woman just by touching her nose in the first place.

	Furthermore, petting Luca’s head felt just like normal to her, and I didn’t notice any extraordinary reactions from Valkyria whenever I touched her, either.

	I needed somebody else to test my hands on. Somebody who was an adult woman with a soft, physical body.

	That was why I left Window quivering on the ground to go over to Lake’s house with Luca.

	It was as beautiful as ever at her place. The old-style house sitting in front of a beautiful, shining lake with vast mountains in the background—it looked like the kind of place I would want to spend the entire rest of my life at. All that was really missing was a huge garden to take care of. Then again, all the land around her house could easily be converted into that.

	But that was beside the point.

	The point was trying to figure out what was with my hands. I needed to know if every single adult woman with an actual, humanoid body was weak against my hands. So, while Lake was in the middle of fishing with her back turned to us, I walked right up to her and placed a hand on her shoulder.

	Lake jumped… but not out of pleasure. Instead, she jumped from surprise and shouted, “What do you think you’re doing?! You can’t just sneak up on a sword like that! I’m old! It’s bad for my heart!”

	“I see,” I replied, placing my hand on her shoulder again to rub it some more. “This doesn’t do anything to you?”

	“It puts me in the mood for a shoulder rub but that’s it. So, why’d you come out here? Just to do weird things to my shoulder?”

	“I’m testing out the power of my hands.”

	“The… power of your hands?”

	“The cause of all the noises you’ve been hearing.”

	“Oh.”

	“Sorry about those, by the way. Anyways.” I slipped the bracelets off and then touched her shoulder again. “What about now?”

	“Nothing. But it feels weird when you touch my shoulder so sensually. Could you stop?”

	I nodded and pulled my hand away. “Huh. So, it has no effect on you even though I just put a lot more effort into touching your shoulder than I did with Window’s nose. How come everybody but you and Luca are immune to the effects of my hands?”

	Lake sighed and shook her head. “I see what’s going on. Are you truly that blind, Drake Hunter?”

	“Apparently.”

	Lake put her hand on my cheek and looked straight into my eyes. “This does nothing for you, right?”

	“Right.”

	Lake then leaned forward and placed her face right in front of my own, our lips almost touching. “And what about this?”

	“Nothing at all.”

	“Exactly. That’s because we’re not a thing. However we touch each other doesn’t matter, just like how you only grope your girlfriends and not me. It’s not about your hands or anything like that. It’s about who you are.”

	It suddenly made sense.

	My eyes were opened to the truth.

	For weeks, I believed that I was able to pleasure my girlfriends because my hands were simply that incredible. I thought my hands were so full of raw, sexual energy that I could knock them to their knees simply by touching them.

	But that wasn’t the case at all.

	Instead, it was love.

	Love.

	My hands were simply a vehicle for my love.

	Somebody with hands a million times more talented than mine could have touched their shoulders and they never would have reacted the same way. Instead, they reacted that way due to a combination of my love and their own expectations.

	In other words, my hands were psychological warfare against my girlfriends.

	It wasn’t me making them fall to their knees unable to remain conscious. It was themselves and their love and expectations for me.

	That was why all I had to do was poke Window’s nose and she went down, totally defeated and unable to even say anything. My hands became the triggers to the guns of pleasure within their minds.

	In other words…

	I conditioned them to experience explosive pleasure whenever I touched them.

	“You understand now?” Lake asked.

	“I do,” I answered. “I now understand… that they are all incredibly easy to train.”

	“It’s because they love you so much.”

	“Any idea how to reverse the conditioning?”

	“Have you tried touching them until they get burned out on it?”

	“Yeah. All that does is make them… break, over and over again until I eventually let go.”

	“Their love for you might be even more severe than I thought.”

	“You say that like it’s a deadly medical condition.”

	“It’s on the same level as one. Hmm. If desensitizing them to it doesn’t work… all that’s needed is an intervention. We need to limit your exposure to them. They can stay with me for a week and are only allowed to see you with supervision where we can make sure that you don’t touch any of them.”

	That made me feel a bit sad. I mean, who would want to not be allowed to touch their girlfriends for a week?

	But if it was what needed to be done in order to break them of their hyper touching addiction… it needed to be done.

	I even had a name in mind for the plan.

	Operation: Separation.

	I needed to go a whole week without touching my girlfriends at all. But at the same time, I wanted to progress in the battles. We were supposed to have a battle a day.

	That meant I needed to recruit somebody else.

	Luca could easily handle starting the actual battles, but I needed somebody else to fight with me in them since I only counted as one “hero.”

	And that was when I had an idea.

	Those giant, magnificent, fluffy cats who previously fought me as bosses had nothing better to be doing over in the cat village.

	That meant it was time to fight alongside the fluff rather than against it. Meanwhile, Lake could gather up all my girlfriends to begin their week-long intervention with them to break their obsession with my hands.

	Though, there was one problem bothering me.

	The problem that I realized my hands weren’t actually all that incredible and it was it my girlfriends’ self-inflicted psychological warfare pleasuring them so greatly.

	It made me want to actually get hands that powerful.

	Maybe I could convince Window or Vala to give me such hands somehow, but that could wait until after they recovered from their conditions.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	Conan the Catarian and Catrir the Pillager both stood before me, the former with his morning star and the latter with his Viking sword.

	“We’ve come a long way, haven’t we?” I asked them.

	They both looked down at me and nodded.

	Once upon a time, we were enemies. They were at my throat and I was at their fluff. Even after fluffing them into submission and beating them through other means multiple times, I was still at their fluff.

	But now?

	Now we were friends.

	Allies.

	Companions.

	And I could tell that they were both staring at my hands, waiting for me to fluff them. After all, similar to how I trained my girlfriends, I trained these two giant, muscular cats to love the sensation of my hands fluffing their fur. The main difference was that, unlike my girlfriends, they didn’t enjoy it on a sexual level. They simply enjoyed it in a platonic way. A very heavily platonic way.

	“Sorry, but my hands are on a break from touching anybody other than those who they do nothing for,” I told them, causing each of the oversized cat warriors to lower their ears and tails. “But, if you do good, I’ll reward you with some fluffing.” That perked both of them right back up. “Now, I have a mission for you. We’re on the third battle of the second stage in the spooky forest place. That means it’s time to go up against the boss there, and all of my girlfriends are out of commission right now. Don’t ask why. And yes, even Clawdia. But don’t worry, they’re safe and happy.”

	The two cats looked at each other, slightly concerned, but then looked at me again and nodded.

	“Now, I figure that there’s nobody to send in a battle against a boss than two former bosses even if they’ve been nerfed to no longer be as strong as they used to be. Well, I only really need one of you to fight in the battle with me. The other one is going to get sent on the exploration mission with Luca. So, which one of you is going to fight in the battle with me, and which one of you is going to be her bodyguard during an exploration?”

	The two cats looked at each other and began meowling to one another. I had no idea what they were saying, but they were clearly having a conversation with their incredibly deep meows.

	Conan then raised his hand.

	“Volunteering for the battle?” I asked.

	Conan nodded.

	“Alright. Then Catrir, you’ll go with Luca?”

	Catrir nodded.

	“Then that’s settled. Luca will manage the battle itself and also go on the exploration. She’s done it before, so it shouldn’t be an issue. All we need is her to actually start things for us.”

	Luca appeared right in front of me in her informational status window form before transforming to her humanoid form. “I’m here, Papa! Ready for the battle?”

	“We are. And—”

	“Don’t worry, I already know who’s all doing what. You don’t need to repeat it since all that will do is inflate the word count of this chapter with information that the readers just read a few paragraphs ago. But… I guess I’m also inflating the word count right now. Okay! I’ll be a good informational status daughter and get things going instead of letting you get distracted!” Luca raised her right hand into the air and snapped her fingers, teleporting all of us to the haunted amusement park once again. “Oh, I just remembered something.”

	“What?”

	“We never went over the battle results from the second battle here since it finished while you were gone.”

	“You can show it to me after this one. Just show the last result and this one at the same time.”

	“Okay, Papa! Ready to start?”

	I looked at Catrir. “I’ll shave you naked if even a single hair on her head is hurt.”

	Catrir gulped and, despite being covered in fur, was somehow visibly sweating from the threat. Even so, he nodded.

	“Luca, let Catrir do all the work while you have fun.”

	Luca nodded with a bright smile. “Okay, Papa! I’m gonna start the battle now!” She returned to her informational status window form… and then cloned herself to make another human version. A second later and the human clone disappeared with Catrir to go on the exploration mission, leaving Luca’s informational status window form behind to manage battle-related things while me and Conan were teleported over onto the lane in front of the greenhouse.

	The first wave began moments later.

	With two bee towers, our bees were the first to engage in combat against the enemy forces. They quickly got to weakening the health of the incoming ground forces, mostly composed of skeleton cats and jellies, so that our archers and dogs could wipe them out once they were close enough without too much issue.

	And as I found out throughout the battle, having the extra bee tower made a massive difference for us when it came to the enemy air units. One bee tower wasn’t enough to defend against all the hostile air units on its own, but two were enough to deal with them and have enough time between more arriving to go and help the ground effort.

	But even when it came to the ground effort, we were good without the bees. Conan… was actually a lot better than I expected him to be. Honestly, he kind of put the others to shame.

	
		
				That’s for balance reasons!
Naturally, any normal guy would want to pick his waifus to use in battles. So because the big cat guys don’t have the same amount of waifu appeal as the waifus, they’re balanced by being even stronger than them.

		

	

	 

	I wasn’t sure about the ethics of that. It was basically saying that male characters in games got to be naturally stronger by default due to female characters being more popular.

	But it was benefitting me, so I wasn’t going to complain as Conan swung his morning star around to decimate all the enemies trying to make their way to the greenhouse.

	Then, about three-fourths of the way through the waves, things took a turn for the worse as a new enemy type appeared.

	
		
				New Enemy Discovered!
Flaming Ghost Rider
Threat: ★★★★★★★★
HP: Even tankier than before!
Damage: 30
Defense: 35
Flaming Ghost Riders are like normal Ghost Riders, except they’re on fire! Wowowowow! And for anybody who doesn’t remember since it’s a new volume, Ghost Riders are skeletons riding in roller coaster cars! Oh! And the fronts of their cars are covered in flaming spikes now. Oh! And I think this is the first time I’ve gotten to do an enemy description! Yay!

		

	

	 

	The flaming ghost rider wasn’t just powerful and intimidating, but fast, too. It barreled straight into our front line, shrugging off most damage done to it on the way, and took out two dogs with a single attack. That really helped to clear the way for the rest of the incoming attackers, especially seeing as how the archer tower was focused on trying to bring down the flaming ghost rider rather than the easier targets approaching.

	Our troubles didn’t end there, either, as another new enemy appeared.

	
		
				New Enemy Discovered!
Ace Bat
Threat: ★★★★★
HP: Even tankier than before!
Damage: 23
Defense: 14
Ace Bats are the most experienced and best of the flying bats! They’re faster, stronger, and more maneuverable than everybody else! A whole squadron of Escort Bats couldn’t compare to a single Ace Bat! So, be careful!

		

	

	 

	The description wasn’t an exaggeration, either, since the ace bat was more than capable of handling an entire flight of bees on its own. The jet engines that it had strapped to its wings gave it an incredible speed that our bees just weren’t capable of keeping up with, allowing the ace bat to zoom in, deal damage, and get away before the bees could even fight back. It took both flights of bees just to take down a single ace bat, and they barely had any bees left by the time their battle was over.

	Both of the new enemies were basically like mini bosses. Fortunately, we had a former boss of our own on the ground to deal with the flaming ghost rider. As powerful as our enemy might have been, it wasn’t able to resist the overwhelming power of Conan slamming his morning star directly into the front of the car. That was the finishing blow on top of all the damage it already took, and Conan was able to help clean up the rest of the enemies on the ground while I focused on defending the other lane.

	Unfortunately, we were too slow in dealing with it.

	Enough enemies made it by without me even noticing that a single skeleton cat reached the greenhouse. Our rear towers were able to take out all the others, preventing us from losing more than a single heart, but that one skeleton cat took a heart from the greenhouse which left us with only two.

	And then the boss wave began.

	Mr. Bones, the giant skeleton wearing a top hat that I originally only believed was part of the roller coaster’s decorations, rose from the ground, pulling his buried legs out from underneath him to properly stand on them. He even had a gentleman’s cane to assist him now that he was standing.

	As for his full name and title, it was Mr. Bones, Park Manager.

	“Alright, Conan,” I said. “Let’s show him what it means to really be a boss.”

	Conan looked at me, nodded, and ran straight for the boss with his morning star in hand.

	That was when Mr. Bones tipped his hat, causing a wave of energy to burst forward, knocking him and all other allies in the lane over temporarily. Even the bats within range of the blast were knocked out of the air, only able to recover just before crashing into the ground below.

	Then, once Mr. Bones reached Conan who was still knocked prone… he did a jig. Mr. Bones did a little dance directly in front of Conan to the tune of a song that sounded like it was from the 40s, his cane smacking Conan with every step that he took.

	That was how Conan got his fluff handed to him by a dancing skeleton in a top hat.

	At the same time, another flaming ghost rider appeared alongside a second ace bat.

	I quickly realized we were in a significant amount of trouble.

	I had no idea what to do. Me and Conan weren’t enough on our own to defend against the boss, the greenhouse was down to two hearts and probably about to lose more, and nothing we did seemed to have any effect against the boss. The bees, archers, and cow tower all seemingly only barely scratched the boss, and his long legs allowed him to step right over the slime tower’s slime, so he didn’t even get slowed down by it.

	Our options were rapidly running out.

	What was I supposed to do against a giant skeleton wearing a top hat who could knock us around like we were nothing? All he had to do was tip his hat or do a little jig and it immediately wiped out anybody and everything nearby.

	I never expected a skeleton to be so powerful.

	That meant…

	I needed to cheat.

	There wasn’t a single boss I defeated without cheating so far, and that, apparently, wasn’t about to change.

	And there was only one way to defeat a manager of any sort that I could think of without relying on physical violence.

	What I needed was access to the internet. Without a laptop or phone on me, I couldn’t just pull something out and get onto it. I couldn’t ask Luca to spawn me one of those, either, and I couldn’t leave the battlefield.

	But the towers were a part of the battlefield.

	And nobody said that I couldn’t go inside one of the towers during a battle.

	I set my eyes on Honey’s tower and ran through the hectic battlefield as quickly as I could, clearing a way with my PickAxe while everybody did their best to stand their ground against the impossible odds beset upon us.

	Upon reaching the door to Honey’s tower, I swung it open and rushed inside to where her computer was, sat down in front of it, and went to turn it on only to realize that it was already on.

	Of course it was. She probably never turned it off.

	Back to my plan, there was only one thing that I could do to really hurt the boss.

	And that was go to the hottest reviews website and find the amusement park.

	Businesses lived and died by their online reviews. A low average rating could destroy a business’s profits while a high average could elevate them.

	And the amusement park, still under the name of Mr. Bone’s Wild Ride, was… somehow, in a way that I wasn’t going to question, available on the website alongside all the other reviews for places from my original world. It even had pictures showing the roller coaster and its skeletal riders.

	Moving on, I went down to the review section and started typing.

	 

	Mr. Bone’s Wild Ride is the worst amusement park I have ever been to, and I have been to them all. Not a single one has ever compelled me to leave a review due to the sheer fun I had at them overwhelming my desire to do anything else. But not Mr. Bone’s Wild Ride. Mr. Bone’s Wild Ride only features a single ride, the roller coaster which shares a name with the park itself, and it will literally bore you to death with a ride time that lasts seemingly forever. Perhaps if you’re so old that you’re in the grave, you might appreciate the slow ride and find it relaxing, but anybody seeking excitement will find that the well has run dry before it ever even existed. I would sooner eat sugar free gummy bears for an exciting time than I would ever visit this park. Not only that, but there are no safety standards, it is understaffed and dirty, and you can even find animal remains scattered around the park that are not props. Rather than ever visit this place, you should call every health and safety official there is, report this business, and do everything that you can to get it shut down and declared unsafe and a danger to society. Also, the staff hurts cute dogs, does their best to destroy honeybees, and commits war crimes against giant cats. Also, it’s overpriced, there’s no restroom, no snacks or drinks, and no parking.

	 

	I hit enter as soon as I was done.

	The sounds of battle went silent a second later.

	I went outside to see what was happening and saw the boss looking down at his cellphone, which I had no idea where it came from, and—well, he looked like he just died despite already being a giant skeleton. His bones went even more pale in color than they already were and he ran away from the battlefield while typing something on his phone.

	The moment he stepped off the lane, we won.

	All of the other enemy forces retreated without the leadership of Mr. Bones to guide them.

	Before celebrating our victory, I was suspicious of what he was typing, so I went back inside Honey’s tower to check the review page for the park. Surely enough, after a couple minutes of waiting, a response from the business owner popped up underneath my review.

	 

	Lies and slander! Defamation! I will be reporting this review to the Board of Ethical and Fair User Reviews! How dare you leave such an abundant assortment of LIES for my business?! Mr. Bones Wild Ride has been a respected, family-run business for millennia! Yet, here you are, spinning a web of treacherous deceit in an attempt to sully our reputation! I will have you know that should I find whoever is responsible for this review, which I shall ascertain, then I will be suing you for slander, defamation of character, spreading false propaganda, discrimination against skeletons, and more! You will be hearing from my lawyers unless you delete this review immediately! I would call you a good sir, but you have done nothing to deserve such respect from me!

	 

	That review really bothered the boss. But at the same time, there wasn’t really anything false in it.

	I also noticed that I had the option to reply to his comment with a comment of my own. So, that was what I did to let him know exactly how I felt.

	 

	lol. i won.

	 

	With that, I closed the review site and went back outside to where Conan was waiting. He looked pretty beat up, but he was alive and we were victorious.

	“Good job,” I said. “Want me to rub your belly for a reward?”

	Conan looked to the left, then to the right, and then nodded while the fur on his cheeks turned a light shade of red.

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	While waiting for Luca and Catrir to return from the exploration, me and Conan relaxed together by rubbing his belly. Even though all he did was stay still on his back so that I could sit on my knees next to him and rub his belly, it was relaxing for the both of us. After all, his fluff was very high-quality fluff. It was soft, thick, and it soothed my very existence just by running my fingers through it. It was fluff without a single flaw. Well, almost without a single flaw. The only real flaw there was would be that there wasn’t more of it. Because even if I did learn about the wonderful softness that was a woman’s breasts, and how it was equal if not capable of surpassing the glory of fluff, I could still never get enough of fluff. Such a thing was, and always will be, impossible.

	The belly petting went on for long enough that it actually put Conan to sleep. Luca and Catrir returned a couple of minutes later, and they were quiet enough to not wake him up. Though, as soon as I lifted my hand off of his belly, his eyes opened and he looked betrayed that I would ever stop rubbing his belly.

	Then he noticed his brother and Luca.

	Conan jumped up with a red blush coloring the fur of his cheeks before scratching the back of his head, coughing, and looking away to totally act like he wasn’t just put to sleep by me petting his belly.

	“Papa! We’re back!” Luca said.

	“Isn’t it a bit late for that? You’ve been here for like a minute already,” I replied.

	“Yeah, but I wanted to give Conan a chance in the narration to do what he wanted to do.”

	“You’re as confusing as your mother.”

	“Ehehe. Thanks.”

	“So, how’d it go?”

	“It was fun! You’ll get to read about it in the exploration report.”

	“You could just tell me how it went.”

	“Nope. Explorations have to be told in the exploration report! Their whole point is to be easy-to-write expositional narration that fluffs up the word count with cute stuff happening between varying characters to show off the relationships that people have with each other! It’s not the same if I just tell you about it!”

	“All of that went over my head.”

	“I know, Papa, but that’s okay. I still love you.”

	“Thanks. Anyways, give your old man here the battle report and everything so that we can go home.”

	“Papa, you’re not that old.”

	“I’m like an ancient fossil compared to you.”

	“Oh! That gives me an idea!”

	“What?”

	“What if you go digging for fossils and find a dinosaur girl waifu? Maybe you could have a t-rex girlfriend! Or maybe there could be an entire area dedicated to that! I’ll have to tell Mama my idea later.”

	“Luca, I’m not sure it’s appropriate for you to be trying to hook your old man up with—”

	“Oh! And there could be fossils of ancient flowers that you can bring back to life!”

	“Luca, you’re the best daughter that a father could ever ask for.”

	“Ehehe. I know, Papa. Okay, I’m gonna show you the stuff now!”

	I nodded and waited for it to pop up.

	And it did pop up.

	In front of me were two large, floating words completely on their own, and they read:

	The Stuff

	“Luca, these kinds of jokes are supposed to be my job,” I said.

	Luca stuck her tongue out at me. “Too bad, Papa. I’m going to dad joke you whether you like it or not!”

	“Hi, I’m Going To Dad Joke You Whether You Like It Or Not. I’m Papa.”

	Luca giggled even more, making me ruffle up the hair atop her head since she was too cute not to. “Okay, Papa. I’m really going to show you the stuff this time.”

	“Hi, Really Going To Show You The Stuff This Time. I’m Papa.”

	“Maybe… maybe using your own power against you was a bad idea…”

	“I’m a dad now, so I can’t let anybody out-do me when it comes to dad jokes.”

	“Hi, A Dad Now, I’m Luca!”

	I stared down into Luca’s eyes.

	She stared right back up into mine.

	The battle between us would surely be a legendary one, but I could not fail it. I was the father in our relationship. That meant I needed to be the one who stood atop the mountain of dad jokes as its ruler, not my daughter. If it were any mountain, I would do everything in my power to help her reach the highest peak of it.

	But not this one.

	“I won’t go easy on you just because you’re my daughter,” I said.

	Luca smiled a smug smile at me and said, “I won’t go easy on you just because you’re Papa, either!”

	“You can go as hard as you want and it still won’t be enough.”

	“That’s what she said.”

	My heart took serious damage from that. I even staggered backward from it. Not only did I set my daughter up for a joke like that, but she used a ‘that’s what she said’ joke on me. “You’re—you’re too young and innocent to be making a joke like that.”

	“Ehehe. There’s no such thing as too young for a ‘that’s what she said’ joke!”

	“But you have to understand how weird it is for my own daughter to say it to me.”

	“That sounds like a personal problem, Papa.”

	“Just… just show me the battle results. I can’t handle my own daughter sassing me like this.”

	“I love you, Papa.”

	“I love you too, Luca.”

	“Yay. Okay. Battle results stuff! Oh. Wait. If I do it in my normal size, it’s going to be really annoying to read since it will be a really long window and a lot of text. Umm, I’m going to widen myself so that it’s easier to read, but it’s still me, so don’t mistake me for Mama, okay?”

	“Do what you need to, Luca.”

	“Okay, Papa!”

	
		
				Remember, even though I’m Mama-sized right now, I’m still Luca!
 
Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Spooky Forest 2-2: MR BONES WILD RIDE… part 2?
Completion: I forget if any hearts were lost.
Enemies Defeated: I’m going to go ahead and remove this part since we never keep count of how many specific enemies there are anymore.
Rewards: All the same stuff from before, but now with Carrier Fluff! I think it would be fun to describe the new item. Okay, I will! Carrier Fluff is from carrier bats and it is super soft, thick, and comfy! It gives the mini fighter bats a comfy place to relax since they sleep in the fur whenever they’re not fighting. Yay, lore flavor text! I think that’s even better than just listing a bunch of random items! Oh, and you know what would be even better than the old system of giving you dinner and stuff for each battle? If every battle unlocks new ingredients to cook with at home! And you can cook special meals before battles that give bonus buffs and stuff to all the units! Okay, I’ll tell Mama to do the hard work of adding it all later while I come up with a new ingredient. Um… for this battle, you’ve unlocked the Noodle ingredient! Now you can make dishes with noodles! And the noodles can transform into whatever type of noodle they need to be for the dish. 
 
Exploration Report
Area: Haunted Graveyard
Status: Complete
Report: Delphi and Clawdia were a pretty fun combo to watch. Delphi’s super joyful and energetic personality were paired up with Clawdia’s tsundereness, and Clawdia had no idea how to react to Delphi pampering her the whole time. Delphi wanted to hold hands, she checked on Clawdia every single time she tripped even a little bit to make sure that she was okay, and just thought that Clawdia was playing whenever she bit her, so Delphi bit her back to play! But umm… Delphi bit Clawdia’s neck when that happened, and… umm… I had to pause playback of the event at that point since Clawdia made a noise that I probably shouldn’t have heard, and they looked like they were really getting excited about playing. So… that’s all!
Reward: Enhancement Crystal, Bone Guitar
 
Okay! That’s for the battle before the last one—the one that happened near the end of the last volume.

		

	

	I really wanted to see Delphi and Clawdia playing. But also, “Bone Guitar?”

	
		
				Yeah! It’s a guitar, but… made out of bones!

		

	

	 

	“Lavi would probably like that. Also, did you just invent a brand-new cooking system for us on the spot?”

	
		
				Yep!

		

	

	 

	“You’ve got your mother’s creativity.”

	
		
				Ehehe. You like it?

		

	

	 

	“I do. Good work.”

	
		
				Thanks, Papa!
Okay, now for the latest battle!

		

	

	 

	
		
				Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Spooky Forest 2-3: Revenge of MR BONES!
Completion: ★★
Rewards: All the same stuff from before (again), but now with Flaming Scrap Metal and Ace Wings! Flaming Scrap Metal is eternally burning metal that comes from a flaming ghost rider’s car! Nobody knows how it’s permanently on fire, but it is! Maybe you could make like a cool flaming sword or something with it! And Ace Wings come from ace bats! Remember that no animals were harmed in the making of these rewards. Also, they probably taste super good when fried. Oh, and they’re super aerodynamic. Moving on! You didn’t get the boss item since you didn’t 3-star the fight, but you’ve still unlocked a new ingredient! This one will be… cotton candy! Since it's like an amusement park here! You can now add cotton candy of any flavor to your dishes!
 
Exploration Report
Area: Haunted Graveyard
Status: Complete
Report: It was me and Catrir this time! Catrir did most of the work which made me feel kind of bad, but I had a lot of fun riding on his shoulder the entire time! I wish Papa’s shoulder was big enough that I can sit on just a single one for a ride. Oh, and whenever Catrir got hurt fighting the different enemies we came across, all I did was scratch behind his ears and pet his head and then that healed him and buffed him up to make him fight even harder than before! Oh, and I discovered that he really loves romcom movies. We should build a theater and play some romcoms for him!
Reward: Bat Perch Furniture Recipe
 
And all caught up!

		

	

	 

	“Good job. And… now I feel insecure about my shoulders,” I said.

	Luca returned to her human form and said, “Don’t worry, Papa. Your shoulders are still my favorite shoulders even if I can’t sit on them like a parrot!”

	“Couldn’t you just shrink yourself so that you’re small enough to fit?”

	“Oh. Yeah. I could. Catch me, Papa!”

	I had a feeling of what to expect after she suddenly told me to catch her, and that feeling turned out to be correct as she instantly shrunk herself down to the size of a parrot. Thankfully, I was able to reach out and grab her before she could fall.

	“Okay, Papa! Bring me to your shoulder!” the miniature Luca sitting in my hands said.

	Her being so small somehow made her even cuter. So, I brought her up to my shoulder where she then proceeded to climb out from my hands, onto my shoulder, and then sat down right atop it.

	“Parrot Luca Mode complete!” Luca cheered while kicking her legs back and forth.

	“If you’re a parrot now, does that mean you have to repeat everything I say?” I asked.

	“If you’re a parrot now, does that mean you have to repeat everything I say?” Luca replied.

	“My name is Drake and I have the best daughter in the whole world.”

	“My name is Drake and I have the best daughter in the whole world.”

	“My name is Luca and I have the best Papa in the whole world.”

	“My name is Luca and I have the best Papa in the whole world.”

	“Poop.”

	“Poop.”

	“Apple pie.”

	“Apple pie.”

	“Gardening is the best hobby in the entire universe.”

	“Gardening is the best hobby in the entire universe.”

	“Lorem ipsum. This is a completely random sentence with no greater meaning to it. Apple strawberry horse dog cow moo monkey money freedom house apartment jolly penguin video ferret sloth cute adorable amazing my name is Luca and I promise to eat the spiciest food in the entire universe so that my Papa can enjoy my suffering because children being in pain over relatively innocent and harmless things is hilarious funny laugh smile bird shark cat zoo butterfly.”

	“Lorem ipsum. This is a completely random sentence with no greater meaning to it. Apple strawberry horse dog cow moo monkey money freedom house apartment jolly penguin video ferret sloth cute adorable amazing my name is Luca and I promise to eat the spiciest food in the entire universe so that my Papa can enjoy my suffering because children being in pain over relatively innocent and harmless things is hilarious funny laugh smile bird shar—oh. Oh no. P-Papa… you… you wouldn’t… right? That—that was… just a joke to get me, right? I—I’m not good with spicy food…”

	“Hi, Not Good With Spicy Food, I’m Papa.”

	“Oh no.”

	“Oh yes.”

	 


Chapter Five

	 

	I don’t know why, but it suddenly hit me. Or maybe I only just suddenly realized—no, understood it.

	I already had eight girlfriends. Ten including Claire and Mariet. Eleven including Valkyria. Twelve including the woman whose face I saw when checking on the star I planted. Fifteen when counting the eventual girlfriends unlocked by upgrading the cow, slime, and bee towers. Sixteen when counting the upgraded ram tower that I still needed to build in the first place. It was entirely possible that, within a short amount of time, my number of girlfriends was going to double.

	Sixteen. Girlfriends.

	Would it even be possible to manage that many?

	And if I had kids with all of them… while also considering that some might give birth to twins or more… there would potentially be at least sixteen kids running around the place.

	And I was almost definitely going to get even more girlfriends than that. We were only in the second zone so far, and I knew there were a bunch more to come. Each one would come with at least one new girlfriend in the form of a new queen, and then there were potential henchwomen, new towers being unlocked, and more.

	And then there was still the possibility of more girlfriends just… suddenly appearing out of nowhere. Like Chloe. The good news was that I didn’t have any more childhood friends who were girls who I could think of… or remember, at least.

	But what if there was somebody else?

	What if there was some girl who I played an online game with who fell in love with me without me noticing?

	What if I accidentally seduced a cashier at some point?

	What if I randomly walked by some girl on the street who fell in love with me at first sight?

	What if a mystic saw my face in her dreams and decided she loved me?

	What if some power even higher than Vala who has always been observing the entire universe had a thing for me and decided to come out of nowhere?

	I couldn’t lower my guard. The possibility of a new girlfriend suddenly appearing out of nowhere was too high.

	Anyways, the point was that I suddenly, really realized just how many girlfriends I had. Not only that, but I realized how many I was most likely going to end up with.

	Also, if I remembered correctly, Vala said something about us all being immortal within her pocket universe, so… that meant… I might be alive for the rest of eternity, constantly gaining new girlfriends that entire time. Millions of years might pass by and I would still be acquiring new girlfriends out of seemingly nowhere.

	What if we eventually decided to turn the world into an FPS instead of a tower defense and all the guns turned into girlfriends? What if every single bullet fired became a girlfriend?!

	Alright. That was probably ridiculous. But, to be fair, I was in Vala’s pocket universe where even the most ridiculous of possibilities were valid. It was entirely fair to assume that, in such a universe, something like that happening was possible. I wouldn’t put it past her nor Window. And honestly, even just thinking about something like that happening would probably be enough to warrant it eventually happening at some point.

	I could even already imagine it.

	Me. With a machine gun. Firing a bunch of bullets. Hundreds of them. Then the machine gun turned into a girl. Then every single bullet fired turned into a miniature clone version of the gun girl. Or maybe they looked like a different girl, but were still a bunch of tiny clones of each other. Either way, that one situation would result in me basically having hundreds of new girlfriends in an instant assuming that each clone of a bullet girl would count as a girlfriend on her own.

	
		
				With how much time you’re spending on this, the gun girl is going to have to be named Chekov.

		

	

	 

	“Hey, Window. You finally feeling better?” I asked.

	
		
				If by better you mean not constantly being overwhelmed by your hands… yes.
That being said.
CAN YOU PLEASE BE A BETTER NARRATOR? YOU OPEN UP THE CHAPTER JUST BY RANDOMLY RAMBLING ABOUT THINGS WITHOUT EVEN SETTING A SCENE WITH LIKE NO TRANSITION. EVEN NOW, ALL WE’RE DOING IS TALKING. NOBODY KNOWS WHERE WE ARE. NOBODY KNOWS WHAT TIME OF DAY IT IS. NOBODY KNOWS WHAT’S HAPPENING. WOULD YOU PLEASE EXPLAIN THINGS BETTER SO THAT THE READERS—wa-a-wait! Don’t—don’t you wiggle your hands at me all seductively like that! You can’t get out of my scolding just by—a-ah!

		

	

	 

	All it took was a single touch and Window ended up falling to the ground. Or should I say, she fell to the grassy ground since we were outside back at our usual place where almost everything happened during the middle of the day on a new day after the latest battle with a clear sky and gentle breeze while everybody was out and about doing random stuff that they always did.

	
		
				That’s… that’s better…
Geez…
Your hands are too OP… I’m so exhausted that I can’t even change my window color…

		

	

	 

	Even if the power of my hands was more or less all in their heads, that didn’t mean they weren’t still incredibly effective. Seriously, all it took was poking Window and she collapsed to the ground.

	How was I supposed to ever touch my girlfriends again if that was how they reacted to my hands?

	Sure, there was the plan to have a week-long intervention led by Lake… but Lake ended up getting drunk, forgetting all about it, and then my girlfriends all absolutely refused to do it once I explained the situation to them. Not that I could blame them. One, it meant being away from me for a week. Maybe it was narcissistic of me, but I figured that must be pretty horrible. And two, it meant that it would break their ability to instantly… reach the peak of pleasure, just by being touched by my hands.

	That would be like taking away a nerd’s brand-new gaming computer.

	Or removing a “back and shoulder massager” from a divorced woman’s bedroom.

	Or removing squeakers from dog toys.

	It was something that the affected party was absolutely in love with getting taken away from them due to their addiction.

	My hands were the drugs of my girlfriends.

	And I wasn’t sure how to break their addiction at that point.

	
		
				What if… okay, get this.
Let me preface by saying this. I understand that a lot of meta fourth wall breaking has been done lately, and it would be nice to probably tone that down for at least a chapter or two, but we need to embrace it if we want out of this situation.
Here’s my proposal.
We get to keep our addiction to your hands.
But.
For the pure purpose of plot convenience without any reason to justify it, we’re able to resist like… you know, whenever you touch us while we’re on screen. OH. OR. WE ACTUALLY DO FEEL JUST LIKE WE DO NOW FROM YOUR HANDS, BUT WE DON’T REACT TO IT. SO YOU CAN KNOW THAT EVERY TIME YOUR HAND TOUCHES US, WE’RE—YOU KNOW, LIKE CRAZY, BUT WE WON’T ACTUALLY REACT LIKE WE ARE FOR THE SAKE OF PROGRESSING THE STORY SINCE YOU’VE DUG YOURSELF INTO A HOLE WITH THIS WHOLE HANDS DEVELOPMENT THAT YOU CAN’T GET OUT OF.
I think that sounds like a fair deal. Your hands remain incredible and amazing and so… so good, but we act like normal even while you’re touching us. Then readers can use their imagination to think about everything that happens and our reactions whenever we’re not “on screen.”
Deal?

		

	

	 

	“So, let me get this straight. Whenever I touch you, you’re still going to experience the pleasure you have been, but you’re going to act normal?”

	
		
				Exactly.

		

	

	 

	“Alright, then let’s test it.”

	I reached forward and poked her again.

	
		
				Ghtrwesdfghrtfes nnnh-nh-hjntfdyhnj-fnghhghh.hhhhhhh….
CRAP
I MEAN
A-ah, yes, jolly good day to you too, sir.

		

	

	 

	“That wasn’t convincing at all.”

	
		
				LET ME TRY AGAIN
I PROMISE TO BEHAVE THIS TIME
JUST DON’T TAKE THIS AWAY FROM ME

		

	

	 

	I sighed and poked her again. Her entire, rectangular body shivered when I touched her, but she looked like she managed to resist it aside from that.

	
		
				Why, yes, I am the smartest and most incredible informational status window to ever informational status window. How could you tell?
(see? I did it. Also I still felt it. Seriously OP.)

		

	

	 

	“Alright, so then how do we apply this to everybody?”

	
		
				Like this.
Okay. It’s been applied to everybody. Try to go touch one of the others.

		

	

	 

	 Vala was in her usual hammock playing games, so I walked up to her and placed my hand on her shoulder. “How’re the games going?” I asked.

	“Good,” Vala answered, focusing too much on her game to give me a response any greater than that.

	“Feel anything?”

	“Oh yeah. Tons.”

	“I mean, did you—”

	“Yeah, trust me. But I’m in the middle of a race. I love you but hang on.”

	All I could do at that point was stand there and stare.

	Even though it was me who wanted a way to make the girls return to normal even while I touched them… suddenly, I regretted that if it meant Vala could focus on a game so easily despite what she apparently felt. It hurt my pride for her to react so nonchalantly about it. It made me want to touch her even more to the point where she wouldn’t be able to resist no matter what Window did to make the girls seemingly act normal through the pleasure.

	But.

	I resisted.

	I wasn’t about to be somebody who got my girlfriends addicted to something, tried to break their addiction, and then got upset at them no longer acting addicted. Even if they were technically still addicted but were now capable of simply not reacting whenever they were “on-screen,” whatever that meant.

	“Okay, race done. I love you,” Vala said.

	“You only love me when you’re not gaming,” I replied.

	“That’s not true! I love you all the time! It’s just… sometimes I’m able to express my love less than other times. Like when I’m gaming.”

	“I don’t know how to feel about that.”

	“The important thing is that I love you all the time. Just because I’m in the middle of a race doesn’t mean I love you less. It’s like if you’re gardening! You won’t act as lovey-dovey while you’re in the middle of gardening! Well… unless we’re wearing overalls and get dirty…”

	I placed my hand over my heart and clutched my shirt. “Don’t suddenly bring that up. You know I’m weak to that.”

	“Heh. But Drake, imagine all of us wearing overalls and getting all dirty.”

	“Vala… that’s too dangerous. Think about what you’re doing to me when you say that. You’re going to make me die an early death from how much faster it makes my heart race.”

	“But you’re immortal here.”

	“I’m not immortal against cute girlfriends in overalls with dirt on them.”

	“You’re silly. I’m gonna do another race now.”

	“Hi, gonna do another race now. I’m Drake.”

	Vala stared straight at me for a few moments before giggling and returning her attention to her game.

	Well, the good news was that the whole hands-and-pleasure problem seemed dealt with. At the very least, we did the equivalent of throwing a carpet over the issue to cover it up. Nobody would know that my girlfriends were uncontrollably feeling things whenever I touched them with my hands… except for me and everybody else. The important thing was that they could still function like normal people without literally spending days in bed recovering and never wanting to do anything.

	Life could return to normal. As normal as things ever were in Vala’s personal pocket universe, anyways.

	With that settled, there was something I wanted to check out. The latest exploration gave me the recipe for a bat perch furniture item, so I open up the crafting catalogue to check it out.

	
		
				Bat Perch
Build Time: 5 hours
Required Materials: Carrier Fluff, Wood, Skeleton Cat Bones
A perch made of wood with bones covered with fluff sticking out from it for bats to comfortably hang upside down on.

		

	

	 

	“Alright. Let’s make it,” I said. “Maybe Claire will like it.”

	
		
				This is meant for bats. Not grown women who can turn into bats.

		

	

	 

	“We’ll see.”

	As for where to build it, I figured it could just go next to the house. Why not? Besides, it could always be moved if needed.

	And just like I expected, as soon as I decided to build it, the beavers popped up from the ground to place a construction tent around the building site and got to work.

	Now, when it came to the charger tower, I still needed a “ram lance” before it unlocked. The only problem with that was that I had no idea where to get one. There was no crafting option for it, so it was either a drop or a reward from an exploration. I doubted that it was a drop from any of the current areas since it wouldn’t be thematically appropriate, but it was possible it came from an exploration. But at the same time, there weren’t any exploration areas that sounded fitting for something like that, either.

	Oh well. I would just have to wait for it to eventually pop up in one way or another. I was sure that I would eventually find it.

	Either that, or it would just magically appear in front of me if I took too long finding it. Either or worked for me.

	For now, it was time for another battle. I was still determined to reach Mariet and Claire, after all. That meant rushing through the battles to get to them and claim my new girlfriends officially.

	And they would receive no mercy from my hands.

	 


Chapter Six

	 

	I was supposed to lead us into another battle.

	But like usual when I wanted to try and focus on something, something else popped up to distract me from doing that.

	And this time, it was a mailbox.

	A mailbox right in front of our house that I never recalled seeing there before.

	“Window,” I said.

	
		
				whatchu want

		

	

	 

	“Where did this mailbox come from?”

	
		
				Oh. A game Vala loved when she was younger got a port to PC and it had a talking mailbox in it and it made her want a talking mailbox. I told her that I could add it as a crafting recipe to get unlocked and built, but she demanded that it be added right away.
So yeah. Now we have a mailbox.

		

	

	 

	“And it… can talk?”

	
		
				Yep. Try talking to her.

		

	

	 

	“Her.”

	
		
				Did you really expect a sentient object to be any other gender in this world?

		

	

	 

	Window had a point that I could not deny. So, I walked up to the mailbox, looked it—her, over, and said, “Hello?”

	“Hi!” the mailbox replied right away. The entire thing moved when she spoke. Also, the opening of the mailbox served as her mouth. The… flappy part, that could be pulled open and pushed close, moved with her words. “Nice to meet you!”

	“Nice to meet you… too. So, I guess if you just came into existence today, that makes it your birthday. Happy birthday?”

	“Thanks!”

	I turned to look at Window. “She’s going to eventually get a human form and become one of my girlfriends, isn’t she?”

	
		
				Wow, way to spoil that super-secret plot development.

		

	

	 

	“Is she… even going to be legal? I mean, she was just born today.”

	
		
				Don’t worry. She’s eighteen years of age or older and has a fully developed brain with an education and past experiences to make sure that she can’t just be taken advantage of or anything like that.

		

	

	 

	“But… but how?”

	
		
				By not questioning it. It happened. It’s canon. Anybody who says otherwise is wrong and they need to shut up and learn to have fun.

		

	

	 

	“I’ll just chalk it up as another thing to accept without thinking too much about it.”

	
		
				I really thought you were already doing that by default for everything at this point.

		

	

	 

	Window had another good point there. So, I returned my attention to the mailbox. “What’s your name?”

	“Postia!” the mailbox, Postia, answered.

	“And uh… what do you like to do? Have any… hobbies?”

	“Not yet. But I will say that I love, love, love when I have big loads shoved inside me!”

	I blinked at her a few times before asking, “What?”

	“You know. Lots of letters. Or maybe a good, thick package that can barely fit inside me and takes up every last centimeter of my space. But don’t worry. No matter how large the package might be, I’ll be able to squeeze it inside even if I start bursting at the seams!”

	“Window.”

	
		
				Yes?”

		

	

	 

	“She’s a pervert.”

	
		
				Nah. She’s just really passionate about her job.

		

	

	 

	The mailbox opened her “mouth” and said, without having to flap the entrance open and shut, “Allow me to demonstrate! Please, shove anything you want inside of me! I’ll show you that I can make it fit! After all, it is my dream in life to be the greatest mailbox to ever exist! That means being able to handle every single load imaginable! Even if I’m soaking wet, I’ll make sure to protect everything inside me! You know, like if it rains! Or even if I’m getting pounded, I’ll still make sure to protect everything inside me. You know, like by hail!”

	I sighed and asked, “You can fit anything inside you, huh?”

	“Absolutely anything! You could even fit a dragon inside me! I will be the sheath to any sword! The holster to any gun! The sock for any foot!”

	To put Postia’s claims to the test, I grabbed Window, much to her protest, and tried to shove her inside of Postia.

	Despite Window clearly being too tall to fit inside of Postia’s entrance… she managed to slide in. Postia’s entrance expanded in size to allow Window to slide into her opening, and then the rest of Postia’s metal, rectangular box conformed around Window’s body that bulged against her from within. She really looked like she was about to pop open and break at any second, yet she managed to fit all of Window inside of her and even closed her entrance. Even as Window struggled to break free from within, there was, apparently, no escape from Postia.

	Well, no escape until Postia opened up and let Window slide out.

	And now that Window was out… I noticed that she was covered in what looked like drool.

	“Window,” I said, “is that—”

	“Sorry!” Postia interrupted. “Please, accept my sincerest apologies! I just… I got so excited to be used for the very first time that I couldn’t help but to drool! I promise not to make that mistake again, and I will most certainly never drool on any packages you insert inside of me! Unless, of course, you wish for my drool for whatever reason. A pleasant experience sending and retrieving mail is what I live for! So if you demand drool, then I shall drool you an ocean! Otherwise, I’m sorry and promise not to do it again without being asked beforehand.”

	I looked at Window again. “This mailbox is the most degenerate thing, person, girlfriend, whatever, that you have ever made.”

	
		
				Drake, shut up.
I’m trying to deal with what you just forcibly awoke in me, alright? I have a lot of complicated feelings going on inside me right now and I need some space to process them.

		

	

	 

	With that, Window vanished before I could ask her to elaborate.

	I really wondered about what sort of thing could have been awoken within her.

	After all, what was there to get awoken in somebody after effectively being placed inside of somebody’s mouth and getting their entire body covered with drool?

	…

	Ah. It was probably better to drop that line of thought.

	I focused my attention on Postia once again. “I’m not sure how often we’ll get to use you. It’s not like we want to send letters often, and I don’t think there would be anybody to send us some.”

	“Oh, I have just the solution!” Postia said. “Sign up for every junk mail website that you can find! Even if it bulges me out until I’m larger than the house behind me, I will carry every single possible letter that could ever be sent to you!”

	“That would be horrible for the environment, so no. I don’t want to give those companies any more reasons to cut down trees.”

	“Aww… alright. Then… what if you order stuff from the internet every now and then? They could be delivered through me! Trust me, even if you order a TV the size of a movie theater screen, I’ll shove it inside me and hold onto it until you’re ready!”

	“We could just snap one of those into existence.”

	“Then… what if I turn myself back a little so I’m facing the sky, and you use me to collect rainwater to later drink? I assure you that I could hold endless gallons of any liquid inside of me without ever leaking a single drop!”

	“We’re not that hard pressed for survival here.”

	“You are making this very complicated, my dearest mailman.”

	“Your… dearest mailman?”

	“Well, it is only natural for me to give you a cute pet name as one of your future lovers. And what goes better with a mailbox than a mailman? Wait! No! I thought of something even more fitting!”

	“Yeah?”

	“Package! You’re my dearest package! Yes, that is perfect! From this day onward, I will be your lovely mailbox, and you will be my dearest package!”

	I had to admit, I never thought I would be called somebody’s package. But at the same time, it was… kind of cute, honestly. I didn’t mind that nickname at all. So, if that was what she wanted to call me, I had no problem letting her. “Alright, Postia. And you’re my lovely mailbox, right?”

	“Right! Also, who is she?” Postia spun around a little and used the little, red flag attached next to her to point behind me.

	Standing there was none other than Chloe.

	“Drake,” Chloe said.

	“Yeah?” I replied.

	“Are you… flirting with… a mailbox?”

	“Her name is Postia and she’s my lovely mailbox.”

	Postia spoke up to say, “And Drake is my dearest package!”

	Chloe went from looking confused to dead inside. “I… my competition… is… a mailbox. I… I knew I was just going to be the childhood friend trope in your harem… and I don’t mind you having a harem even if there are hundreds of other girls, but… I never thought… one of my love rivals would be a mailbox.”

	Postia leaned her entire box and the stick she was attached to toward the side. “Is something the matter?”

	“Not really… it’s just. You know. I feel like, as the childhood friend trope, I still have to try and compete with all the other girls. The childhood friend is supposed to be a role of constant struggling to win love. That means I have to compete with the others to win. Just like how I tried to fluffify myself in order to win more of Drake’s attention. But if you’re a mailbox… how am I supposed to compete with a mailbox?”

	“Oh! I know! Might I offer a suggestion?”

	Chloe nodded while I had a bad feeling about where things were about to go.

	“It is rather simple if you think about it!” Postia went on. “My entire existence revolves around accepting every package imaginable within me! Therefore, if you want to compete with me, then all you have to do is do the same! Strive to fit the largest of packages within you! Protect them, don’t let them suffer any damage, and squeeze them in no matter how large they may be! If you can do that, I am sure you will be able to compete with me on my level someday!”

	Chloe looked at me and said, “Drake, I’m going to cry.”

	“You’re already crying,” I replied.

	“The only way—only way for me to compete with a mailbox… is to break myself…”

	I placed a hand on Chloe’s shoulder. “Please don’t think of doing anything absurd to try and compete with a mailbox.”

	“But… my trope…”

	“Don’t worry about being a childhood friend. All you have to do is worry about being a crybaby. Trust me, nobody could ever out crybaby you.”

	Chloe narrowed her eyes at me, which were already watering, and said, “I’m seriously going to cry!”

	“You already are!”

	Chloe smiled a second later as if she realized something. “That’s it! You’re right! I can be the biggest crybaby ever! Nobody could ever out cry me!”

	“On second thought, I’m not so sure that’s something you should aim for. Or something to sound so proud of.”

	“Being the number one at something is always reason to be proud!”

	“Not when it comes to crying!”

	“Too late! I’m officially the crybaby girlfriend, not the childhood friend girlfriend!”

	“You can’t just suddenly stop being my childhood friend! Are you going to erase our past or something?!”

	“I’ll wash it away with my tears!”

	I couldn’t help but to imagine that happening. All of my memories… getting washed away in a raging river of Chloe’s tears. It was an absurd thing to visualize within my mind, but it was something that refused to not be visualized. Thankfully, all of my memories were intact and none actually got washed away.

	Chloe left after that, overly proud of her apparently new title.

	“She is an amusing one,” Postia said. “I hope to one day be as amusing as her.”

	“Trust me,” I replied, “I think you’re already making good progress toward that.”

	“I hope so. Also, I have one other suggestion for you since my others were deemed inadequate.”

	“Yeah?”

	“You could send love letters to your girlfriends! And you could also receive letters from the other queens before they arrive here! And mail each other presents! It would be a great way to surprise each other!”

	“That… is actually a pretty good idea.”

	“Yay! I figured it out! I know how I can be useful to you! Also, you never need to worry about delivery times or addresses. All you have to do is let me know who you want to send something to and I will deliver it to them in an instant no matter where they are, even if they don’t belong to this pocket universe!”

	“You get more incredible by the second.”

	“I am most glad to hear it!”

	“So, if I wanted to, I could write a prank letter to the CEO of some company back on Earth, and you could deliver it to them in an instant.”

	“That I could!”

	“Alright. I have my first mission for you. Be right back.”

	“I shall patiently await your return!”

	With that, I ran over to Vala, made her spawn some paper and a pencil for me, and returned to Postia. “Alright, I’m back.”

	“Wow! That really was quick! That was so fast that it would only take a single, medium-sized sentence within a novel to cover the time spent!”

	“Thanks. Anyways, let me borrow your body for a moment.”

	“Please do!”

	Before I could place the paper against her to draw on, I noticed a bit more… drool, leaking out from her opening. “Are you… alright?”

	“Ah, yes, my apologies. I am simply so excited to be used that I cannot help but to leak a little. I assure you that I will calm my salivary glands soon.”

	“All I’m doing is writing on you.”

	“It is… a very unconventional use of me, yes, but still incredibly exciting.”

	Another thing to chalk up to not questioning.

	Returning to my original plan—well, my original plan after the original plan of going to finish another battle, I took the pencil Vala spawned for me and drew… a giant penis on the sheet of paper. I then folded it up and stuck it inside of Postia’s box which made her entire body… tremble.

	“I’m fine, don’t worry,” Postia said. “And I promise not to drool on this important letter! I absolutely will not ruin the first ever parcel that my dearest package has decided to send through me! Now, where would you like this to go?”

	“Send it to the news reporter who was with me before I got pulled into Vala’s cave. Is being that vague alright?”

	“It most certainly is! The letter has now been dropped off right in front of them!”

	“Thanks. Now, I’m going to think of an entire list of people who I want to send penises to, draw every single one of them a personalized penis, and have you mail every single one of them.” That sounded like too good of a use for my time. “Next up, the president. I can only imagine it being deemed a security threat and everybody freaking out trying to figure out how a drawn penis suddenly arrived in front of him.”

	“Please, my dearest package, use me for as many penises as you desire!”

	“You… you do know what you’re doing, right?”

	“Of course I do. I am sending your letters to your recipients!”

	I narrowed my eyes at Postia. She didn’t have a face, so I couldn’t tell based on her expression whether she had any idea if she knew just how lewd she sounded.

	Then again, it was my fault for setting her up for that opportunity in the first place.

	All that being said, suddenly having a magical mailbox capable of sending anything to anybody in an instant was nice and going to provide me with no short amount of entertainment as I harassed Earth’s most important and famous people with poorly drawn pictures of penises.

	Nobody ever outgrows the urge to send a poorly drawn penis to somebody.

	 


Chapter Seven

	 

	Postia accepted every single penis that I had for her. No matter the length, girth, or volume, she was more than capable of accepting them within her postbox of a body. And every single time she did accept one, it was sent off to its recipient in an instant.

	The best one was saved for last.

	Or rather, the best ones.

	I drew one hundred penises, each one on a separate piece of paper, and shoved them all into Postia at once. Even a hundred different penises were no match for her.

	“They’re all going to the same person,” I told her.

	“Ah… to feel so full… this is bliss,” Postia replied. “Who am I sending these to?”

	“The President.”

	“Which one?”

	“The one that people are going to automatically think of by default whenever they hear ‘the President.’”

	“Oh! Okay! Would you like me to record their reaction again?”

	“Obviously.” I didn’t know how she did it, but she was somehow able to record the reaction of anybody she sent mail to for me to watch.

	“Alright! Penises away!”

	I gave her a couple of pats on top of her metal body and waited.

	A couple of minutes later and she said, “Delivery complete and reaction recorded! Do you wish to review the recording?”

	“Do it,” I replied.

	Bending her entire support beam forward to nod, she opened up her entrance which displayed a holographic screen of sorts in front of her that showed a recording of what just took place.

	There he was.

	The President.

	Sitting in his office of oval shape while on what sounded like an incredibly important business call that I was probably not supposed to hear. And then… penises. Everywhere. Dozens of them. They rained down all throughout the room in front of the President. Terrified of what was happening, he dove under the desk with incredible speed and sounded an alarm that prompted every nearby bodyguard to rush into the room with their weapons drawn as they investigated what happened.

	They took the situation… very seriously, even going so far as to advise the President not to touch a single piece of paper in case they were laced with some sort of toxic chemical.

	That was when I heard something that was exceptionally worrying.

	“I knew it,” the President said. “Their teleportation technology is more advanced than ours. If they’re mocking us with this display… then it may already be too late. Nuclear retaliation may be our only hope now.”

	The recording ended there.

	“Did you see his face?” Postia asked. “It was hilarious! We really spooked him, didn’t we?”

	“Ye-yeah,” I answered.

	“Drake? Is something the matter? I expected you to be more joyous.”

	“Hey, those letters can’t be traced back to us or anything, right?”

	“Nope!”

	“Good. Alright, then let’s pretend that never happened.”

	“Al…right? If that is your desire, then I shall make it so!”

	“Good mailbox. Now, I’ve got a battle to go fight.”

	“Aww… are you done filling me already?”

	“You want more of my penises inside of you that badly?”

	She nodded with her support beam again. “I do! I really do! I want every single one of them—I want to feel permanently stuffed from all of your penises! Or any other letter, really!”

	“You promise you don’t know what you’re doing?”

	“Well… ‘promise’ is a very meaningful word. I shouldn’t promise anything so lightly.”

	She knew. She absolutely knew.

	“I’m going now,” I said. “I’ll stuff you more later.”

	“That is the most attractive thing anybody has ever said to me,” Postia replied with a swoon.

	With that, I was able to leave and head off to battle in a new map.

	The new map was the third and final stage of the spooky forest zone. At least, I thought it was called the spooky forest. I was pretty bad with actually keeping track of what was named what.

	
		
				Gee, I wonder if that might possibly be because something gets introduced volumes ago and then takes all this time to finish.

		

	

	 

	“Oh, Window, question,” I said.

	
		
				What?

		

	

	 

	“If Earth becomes a nuclear wasteland, we’re still safe here, right?”

	
		
				…
oh my Vala why are you asking
DRAKE WHAT DID YOU DO
I LOOKED AWAY FOR LIKE ONE CHAPTER’S WORTH OF PARAGRAPHS
WHAT HAVE YOU DONE

		

	

	 

	“Nothing. Don’t worry about it.”

	
		
				YOU CAN’T SAY NOTHING AND THEN DON’T WORRY ABOUT IT
THE “IT” OF “DON’T WORRY ABOUT IT” IMPLIES THAT THERE IS SOMETHING TO WORRY ABOUT, WHICH CONTRADICTS THE “NOTHING”
WHAT IS IT, DRAKE?
IS IT NOTHING OR IS IT IT?

		

	

	 

	“Or are we dancer?”

	
		
				My sign is vital,

		

	

	 

	“My hands are cold.”

	
		
				Wow, Drake. I didn’t think your music tastes could be so cultured.

		

	

	 

	“Right back at you, Window.”

	
		
				By the way.

		

	

	 

	“Yeah?”

	
		
				WHAT
DID
YOU
DO

		

	

	 

	“Don’t worry about it. Nothing.”

	
		
				YOU CAN’T JUST REVERSE YOUR PREVIOUS ANSWER AND HOPE THAT IT SOMEHOW LEADS TO A DIFFERENT ROUTE
NO MATTER WHAT YOU SAY, I AM GOING TO QUESTION YOU UNTIL YOU EVENTUALLY TELL ME WHAT YOU—

		

	

	 

	“You’re beautiful today, Window.”

	
		
				A-ah… heh… where—where did that come from? Geez…

		

	

	 

	“I might have started a nuclear war on Earth.”

	
		
				YOU WHA—

		

	

	 

	“Want to make another kid tonight?”

	
		
				………………..

		

	

	 

	With Window officially knocked out and incapable of doing anything other than spamming an increasing amount of …………………………, infinitely stretching herself out horizontally, I looked around the location of where we were teleported to for the battle and found myself in a familiar area.

	Before us was the haunted mansion castle that hosted a week of carnal pleasures.

	We were finally taking the fight to the zombie maid queen herself.

	And surely enough, the zombie maid queen herself came out to meet us, looking us over from her balcony. She tried talking, but we couldn’t hear her due to the distance. Fortunately, Claire was there to hand her a megaphone.

	“Ah,” Mariet said, her voice coming in loud and static-y over the megaphone. “Master came back.”

	“That’s right!” I shouted back at her. “And I’m going to get revenge for what you did to me!”

	“What… did we do… to you? Oh. The… lewd things?”

	I was about to shout back why exactly I needed revenge, only… I forgot why.

	Why did I want revenge?

	I remembered that I wanted to overwhelm them with my hands, but was that it? Wasn’t there something else to it?

	Well, if there was, it probably didn’t matter.

	Window would probably be complaining about things taking so long that I forgot about them if she wasn’t still spamming ………………….. on herself.

	“I’ve come to show you what real pleasure is all about,” I shouted up at Mariet and Claire. “The two of you will know what it feels like to be so overwhelmed with pleasure that you can’t even move or think! All you’ll be able to do is stay in bed for days while you try and recover from how incredible it was!”

	Mariet and Claire looked at each other.

	“Your plan… worked,” Mariet said.

	“My queen, the megaphone is still on,” Claire replied.

	“Ah.” Mariet let go of the megaphone’s trigger to say something else to Claire. The two of them then did a cute little high-five with each other before Mariet resumed speaking through the megaphone. “How… horrible. We never… would have expected… you to come at us… with such… an evil… goal. Please… spare us.”

	“If I may,” Claire spoke up, “would you all mind letting me know what you would like for dinner? I will prepare a feast for everybody to be had after the battle is over.”

	“Woah,” Vala said, now standing next to me. “Now I know why you wanted to stay here. Cute waifus who do lewd things to you and cook you whatever you want. This is like, every neckbeard’s dream. Wait. I just… I just made myself aware of a very uncomfortable truth.”

	Delphi, now also suddenly standing near us, titled her head and asked Vala, “What?”

	“My tastes and goals line up like… exactly with a stereotypical neckbeard’s. Does this… does this mean I am the neckbeard? Even if I’m actually a cute dragon girl, does it still make me a neckbeard on the inside?” Vala turned and looked at me with eyes more serious than anything I had ever seen before. “Drake. Have I… have I ever… said ‘m’lady’ to anybody?”

	I never would have thought of Vala saying “m’lady” to anybody… until she asked me if she ever said it. That… brought back memories. “You—you have,” I answered. “Back when we used to play games together. I remember when you were on your male character, you would go around and compliment people with girl avatars whenever they looked really cute to you, and you would always say something like… ‘Pardon me, m’lady, but I just wanted to say that you look super cute,’ with a heart or winky face attached.”

	“Oh. Oh no. I… I’m a neckbeard, Drake. You’re dating a neckbeard! Your girlfriend is a neckbeard!”

	“You say that as if it’s some horrible thing.”

	“It is! Do you have any idea how low that means your standards are?! Your standards are so low that even me, a neckbeard, is pitying you!”

	“I don’t know if you’re insulting me or yourself more right now.”

	“Why would you even date me?! I’m just some neckbeard who wants to flirt with cute girls over vidya games, watch anime, order pizza, and never have to change my clothes! All while still fantasizing about somebody doing lewd things to me whenever I want and making me whatever food I want! I’m the worst possible girlfriend somebody could have!”

	“But you’re cute.”

	“Oh, right. I forgot the first rule: be attractive. Everything is alright as long as you’re attractive, and I am pretty cute. Okay, I guess your standards aren’t that low. Actually… if anything, your standards must be extremely high if you’ve never dated a girl before me.”

	“I think now you’re just complimenting yourself.”

	“Because I am. I’m a cute dragon waifu who wants to play games, watch anime, do lewd things, and eat while always wearing my boyfriend’s shirt. How could that make me anything other than top tier waifu material? You must have rolled a nat twenty on luck to get a girlfriend like me.”

	“It was funnier when you were insulting both of us.”

	Vala sighed and shook her head. “I wish I was as lucky as you.”

	“Now it sounds like I’m just the one being insulted,” I said and flicked her forehead.

	“If I was as lucky as you, I would be dating myself.”

	“Couldn’t you just clone yourself?”

	“I could, but then there would be another version of me, and that means I would have to compete with you over me.”

	“Wouldn’t you just… love yourself if you’re acting like this?”

	“No way. Me and any potential clone of me will always love you and the others more than myself. It would be impossible to compete with you to win her.”

	“This is a roller coaster of compliments and insults that I’m not sure how to feel about.”

	Vala floated upward with her wings so that she could place a kiss on my lips. “I love you. How do you feel about that?”

	I kissed her back. “Like there might be something after all to me being the luckiest guy in the world.”

	“Heh. Okay. I’ll stop distracting you now.”

	“You’re my girlfriend. Your entire purpose is to distract me.”

	“Good point. Okay, I’ll distract your hand so that you can focus on other stuff while still being at least partially distracted.”

	“Deal.”

	Vala landed next to me and interlocked her fingers with me, firmly holding our hands together.

	Very firmly.

	Too firmly.

	Her grip on my hand grew stronger and stronger until her legs went weak and she collapsed onto her knees next to me, her hand still tightly gripping my own as her entire body shuddered.

	“Is it my turn for exposition since Window is still going dot-dot-dot over and over again?!” Delphi asked, her voice full of excitement as her tail rapidly wagged behind her.

	I wasn’t sure how to respond, so I just nodded.

	“Yay! Anyways, woah… Vala’s love for you must have grown during that conversation so much that her mental barrier to mask the effect of being touched by your hand must have overwhelmed her. The flick to her forehead probably weakened the barrier, and then actually holding hands with her completely destroyed it and made it impossible to act normal while being touched by your hand.”

	“You sound like a villain in a cartoon explaining the protagonist’s power to another villain for the sake of the audience,” I said.

	“Your hands’ power levels are over nine thousand!”

	“Since when do you know a reference like that?!”

	“Lavi loves that show so I’ve seen it with her a few times. The guy with the eyepatch who used to be bad guy but becomes kind of a good guy is her favorite character.”

	“Of course he would be.”

	I tried to release my hand from Vala, but her grip on it was too strong. That meant she was just going to have to get dragged around by me, in a constant state of pleasure, unable to end it as drool ran from her mouth down her chin.

	“My queen,” Claire said. We could still hear them due to Mariet holding down the megaphone’s trigger. “He may have trained even more than we planned.”

	“Isn’t that… a win… for us?” Mariet asked.

	“Yes, but… you are still my queen, and I am your servant. It would be alright if he reduced me to look like that girl down there, but it would be incredibly unladylike for him to turn you into such a sight.”

	“Doesn’t that… make it… hotter?”

	“Well, yes, and I would love to see you in such a position as I would be sure to burn the sight into my memory to think of for the rest of my life whenever I am aroused and alone, but the servant part of me still wishes to protect you from such a fate. That is why, even though I desire both his touch and the sight of you being broken by him, we must fight as hard as we can to protect your image.”

	“Well… if it will… make you happy.” Mariet looked at me and announced, “You may be… my Master, and my… future husband… and… future father of my… children, but… I must still pretend… to put up a fight… against you. Prepare… yourself.”

	With that, Mariet and Claire returned inside.

	I also realized that I felt incredibly weighed down.

	Why?

	Because my free hand… had been claimed by Delphi while I was listening to Mariet’s announcement, and now she, too, was trembling on her knees as her tail wagged so fast it looked like it was about to fly off of her as her drool dripped down onto her chest.

	I had no idea how I was ever going to walk or use my hands again.

	 


Chapter Eight

	 

	There was only one way to get use of my hands back. As… interesting as it might have been to try and go through the rest of the day dragging Vala and Delphi around, I needed to be able to use them. That was why I chose Vala and Delphi to be sent on the exploration. As soon as I did, they both disappeared as Window teleported them to the location of the exploration.

	Cami and Lavi were already eyeballing my free hands, so I shoved my hands into my pockets before anybody else could get any ideas.

	As for the actual battle, I looked around at everybody I could choose to fight. I was tempted to go myself… but I decided to wait until it was time for the third battle. The third battle would be the boss battle, and that was when I would personally participate to overwhelm Mariet and Claire.

	For this first battle, though, I chose Honey and…

	I looked around some more.

	Even though the girl I ended up looking at never participated in any of the previous battles, and I had no idea if she even knew how to fight, I wanted to give her something to do.

	“Honey and Chloe,” I said.

	Honey nodded, ready for another battle, and Chloe… well, her eyes went wide as she pointed a finger up at herself to ask, “Me?”

	“Right. You.”

	“But… I don’t even know how to fight. I mean, I do, but…”

	“Wait, you do?”

	“Yeah.” Chloe rolled up her sleeves to show off her biceps that were… surprisingly toned. “I used to go the gym, and I’ve practiced boxing.”

	“Now that I think about it… you always did have a really strong punch. Even when we were kids.”

	Chloe nodded a few times. “And I started boxing lessons when I was twelve. Some guys in school were bullying me, so… I learned how to make sure they never tried again.”

	“For somebody who’s always crying, it’s kind of hard to imagine you boxing and punching bullies in the face.”

	“I would rather get away with being a crybaby than have to punch anybody, but I know how to protect myself when crying isn’t good enough.”

	“That almost makes it sound like you enjoy or prefer crying.”

	“Well… I do. Crying is the ultimate expression of emotion, and I like feeling emotions. There’s no point in life if you can’t feel, whether it’s happiness or sadness. Or crying from anything else. That’s why I’ll always cry when I have the opportunity to.”

	“I wasn’t expecting something that… serious.”

	“I’ll punch you if you don’t take me seriously. See? Doesn’t that sound worse than me saying I’ll cry if you don’t take me seriously?”

	“Well, it does sound a lot more abusive, but something about the logic here feels off to me.”

	Chloe shrugged and pulled her sleeves back down over her arms. “Crying feels good. It lets me express my emotions when I’m happy, and it lets me vent any negative emotions I might feel. That’s why I love being a crybaby and why everybody else should cry more, too. Disregard bottling, acquire crying.”

	“I know what you mean.”

	“No you don’t. You never cry.”

	“I’ve never cried around you. Doesn’t mean I’ve never cried.”

	“What? Seriously? You can cry?”

	“Obviously.”

	Chloe crossed her arms over her chest and glared at me. “I’m seriously going to cry if you never cry in front of me.”

	I almost said something else in response, but then I remembered my line. “You’re already crying!”

	“Because you’ve never cried in front of me! Have you cried in front of any of your girlfriends?”

	“One, they’re our girlfriends.”

	“Oh, right.”

	“Two, no. I don’t think so.”

	“Did you even cry when you found out you have a daughter?”

	“I was too confused to cry.”

	“You’re the worst. Crying means that you’re comfortable being vulnerable around us!”

	“I mean… I get what you’re saying, but I’ve just… never really felt the need to cry. It’s not like I’m purposely holding back or anything and I have no problem being honest about my feelings. I’ve just never felt any urge to cry.”

	Chloe kept on glaring at me for a few seconds before sighing and uncrossing her arms. “I guess that’s not too bad… but it makes me want to make you cry.”

	“Now we’re back to sounding abusive.”

	“In a good way! Like, making you so happy that you cry! Like taking you out on the perfect date! Or making you something that’s so tasty it brings you to tears! Or having your child in a way that doesn’t confuse you!”

	“I would be surprised by you so nonchalantly bringing up having my child, but I have grown beyond being surprised by anything. If anything, it’s easier to just treat you like I’ve already been dating you for months or years, so wanting to have my child is normal.”

	Chloe sighed and got back to the point. “Are you really going to make me fight?”

	“Yep. Just punch everybody.”

	“Fine, but I promise that I will make you cry someday. From happiness!”

	“You sound like a sadistic dominatrix or something.”

	“What? No. I want to be pleasured to the point where it makes me cry, not the other way around. That’s why I used to use to tie myself down on the bed with a vibrator stuck to me and—”

	
		
				OKAY, OKAY
SOMEBODY DOESN’T KNOW ABOUT THE PG13 RULE AROUND HERE
AND HOW DID YOU EVEN TIE YOURSELF DOWN TO THE BED AND DO ALL THAT?

		

	

	 

	“Awkwardly, and I was only able to stop and get out once the battery died.”

	
		
				Fair.
ANYWAYS BATTLE START TIME.

		

	

	 

	Window saved the conversation from diving too deeply into TMI territory by teleporting Honey and Chloe onto the lane in front of the greenhouse.

	As for me, I set up the towers in the usual position. From front to back, there was the archer tower, catapult tower, dog towers, archer towers, slime tower, dog towers, and bee towers.

	
		
				By the way, Drake, I realized there was a plot hole. Remember how you were thinking that we don’t have the lance to make the charger tower yet?

		

	

	 

	“Yeah?” I replied.

	
		
				Well, you do. The whole reason you discovered the recipe to make the tower was because you got the lance. You wouldn’t even know about the tower if you didn’t get the lance. So… you should probably craft that after this battle.
Well, you’ll need to farm the cat maps a bit, but yeah.
My bad for not calling you out on that plot hole to make you look stupid sooner. Now I’ve just made us both look stupid.

		

	

	 

	“Well, we are dating, and we did have a kid together, so it makes sense for stupid to be drawn to stupid. Let’s just hope our child isn’t as stupid as us.”

	
		
				Considering that Valkyria is always watching her… she’s probably already smarter than us. I can’t understand what Valkyria says, but just looking at her makes me feel like she’s actually really smart and proper.

		

	

	 

	“She’s a huge dork, but I know what you mean. Also, don’t forget to buff Chloe like how you originally forgot to buff me to make me resistant to damage and everything.”

	
		
				lol i totally forgot about that
Don’t you miss the good ol’ days of you getting the heck beaten out of you, and you could feel everything realistically because we forgot to make you extremely resistant to pain and damage? Fun times.

		

	

	 

	“I seriously thought I was going to die, you know.”

	
		
				That doesn’t make it any less funny, you know.

		

	

	 

	“I’m going to throw you.”

	
		
				Hi, I’m Going To Throw You. That’s quite the unique name. I’m Window, the best and most amazing informational status window ev—AAAAAAHHHH

		

	

	 

	The “AAAAAHHHHH” wasn’t for dramatic effect. It was because I threw her in the middle of talking.

	Anyways, it was time for the battle to start.

	I had no idea how Chloe was going to do, but I was excited to see.

	And surely enough, a battle in a new area had to start off with a new enemy being introduced.

	
		
				I’m going to write a song called the “I hate Drake but actually love him but mostly hate him song.” 
New Enemy Discovered!
Unholy Knight
Threat: ★★★★★★
HP: They’re undead skeletons, so they’re already kind of tanky by default, but they’re even tankier due to super heavy armor.
Damage: A bunch since they have giant metal flails and stuff.
Defense: A ton since they have all that armor and also huge shields and stuff.
Unholy Knights are the elite guard of the zombie maid queen. They might just be skeletons underneath all of that armor, but they’re like, the skeletons among skeletons. Every skeleton looks up to these guys and wishes to be just like them, and they chug as much milk as they can every day to strengthen their bones to become strong enough. Also, their heavy armor and deadly weapons means that they’re basically mini bosses with just how strong they are. Probably the strongest non-boss enemy yet.

		

	

	 

	And, of course, the new enemy just had to pick Chloe’s lane to go down.

	“Want to switch?” Honey shouted over to her.

	Chloe gulped but shook her head despite the impressive foe heading her way. “I—I was chosen for this, and I don’t like to let anybody down… so I’m going to do my best! Be-besides, he wouldn’t actually try to hurt me with that giant thing, right?”

	“He’ll try, but it won’t hurt that much even if he hits you. It’ll only feel like a light slap at worst.”

	“Don’t tell me that! Tell me it’s going to almost kill me or make me wish that I was dead from how much it would hurt!”

	“But… that’s not—”

	“Say it!”

	I had no idea what was going on, but Honey gave in and agreed to lie. “You’ll probably die if you face him. And even if you don’t die, you’ll wish that you did. He might break every bone in your body before trampling you into the ground. If you don’t run… these may be your final moments.”

	Chloe looked at Honey… with eyes full of tears, and gave her a thumbs-up. “Thanks. I’ve got this.”

	Honey looked back at me, but all I could do was shrug. I had no idea what was going on, either. What I did know was that the unholy knight proceeded down the lane and acted as if none of the arrows, boulders, nor bee stingers being shot at him had any effect.

	The red, glowing eyes visible from the slits in his helmet were also pretty intimidating. Badass and awesome, but kind of scary even to me.

	I seriously had no idea what Chloe was thinking, and my confusion grew even more as she stepped ahead past the dogs to intercept the knight before he could reach our frontline.

	Standing before him at only half his height, Chloe looked up at the knight… dropped to her knees, and rubbed her eyes while crying. “Pl-please don’t kill me! I—I finally got to fulfill my dream of being the childhood friend trope, I’m having a ton of fun with everybody, and I’m happier than I’ve ever been! Pl-please! Just leave us alone! I don’t want to fight you! I’m weak and small and you could crush me under a single finger! Please just leave us alone!”

	The knight had raised his flail, ready to strike her… but stopped. He lowered his weapon and looked off to the side as if actually considering stepping off of the lane to leave her alone.

	But he didn’t. Instead, he looked back down at Chloe and began to raise his weapon once more.

	That was when Chloe jumped up in an instant, bringing a prepared fist with her… that slammed directly into the knight’s crotch with all of her might. She was probably buffed by Window to explain it, but her fist ended up denting in the crotch armor of the knight, sending him to his knees as he placed each of his hands over his crotch.

	“I told you to leave! You made me do this!” Chloe shouted at him as he fell to his side and rolled off of the lane.

	It was a good thing I was the only guy around—well, on our side, who could watch that happen. Because that was… harsh. I even felt it in my own crotch and instinctively covered it up as soon as Chloe looked back at me with a proud smile.

	She was not a woman to underestimate. Any who dared to make the mistake of underestimating her were probably going to face castration via fist.

	“Was that supposed to be heavy armor?” Chloe asked.

	“I—I think so?” Honey answered.

	“Really? Even the blocks of wood my teacher made me punch were harder than that.”

	Wait… was she not even buffed by Window? Was that just how strong her punches naturally were?

	“I thought I would at least hurt my hand a little, but that was like punching paper. Oh, that reminds me. I haven’t done my telephone book ripping exercise in a while. I should probably ask somebody to spawn me a bunch of gym equipment, too. I still want to pass up my clean and jerk record of three hundred. Oh, that’s in pounds, by the way.”

	I blinked a few times at everything she said just in time for Window to reappear.

	
		
				Drake. She’s like… on par with an Olympic weightlifter.
What kind of monster childhood friend did you have?
And is she seriously hiding that much muscle under her clothes?

		

	

	 

	Giving Chloe’s legs a closer look, since her shorts left most of them exposed… they did look far more muscular than everybody else’s. Probably even more toned than mine. Not to mention that she looked like there wasn’t a single ounce of fat anywhere on her.

	“I—I had no idea,” I said. “I think Vala is probably the only person stronger than her.”

	Meanwhile, Chloe rolled her neck to crack it, proceeded to crack all of her knuckles and back, and then performed a few stretches that showed off just how experienced she was.

	Chloe was a monster in the body of a short, cute, fluffy girl.

	 


Chapter Nine

	 

	The battle raged on with Chloe making short work of anybody who came near her by targeting their crotch with extremely overpowered punches while Honey actually fought in a much more normal way with her bow.

	But, of course, it was impossible for anything to happen without an interruption.

	
		
				DRAKE I THOUGHT OF SOMETHING I WANT TO TALK TO YOU ABOUT.

		

	

	 

	I had a bad feeling about what she wanted to talk about. “Yes, Window?” But even if I had a bad feeling about it, it was still a welcome distraction away from Chloe’s onslaught against our foes’ crotches.

	
		
				LET’S TALK ABOUT PARENTEL RESPONSIBILITY

		

	

	 

	“But why?”

	
		
				Because we’re parents now. Why else.
=.=

		

	

	 

	“I mean, is that something that even matters? I figure that no matter what we do, Luca is going to somehow end up perfectly fine.”

	
		
				I mean, yeah, sure, probably, BUT LOOK. THIS IS OUR CHANCE TO ACTUALLY BE PARENTS. EVEN IF WE’RE IN A UNIVERSE WHERE EVERYTHING WILL ALWAYS HAVE A GOOD, HAPPY, WHOLESOME ENDING, DON’T YOU THINK THAT WE SHOULD ACTUALLY TRY AND PUT SOME EFFORT INTO RAISING OUR DAUGHTER?
Plus… it’d be fun to act like real parents sometimes instead of just… you know, doing whatever. You know, like… even if she’s already more intelligent, socially and emotionally aware, and mature than the vast majority of humans to have ever lived—

		

	

	 

	“Wait, is she?”

	
		
				Obviously. Everybody here is except you.

		

	

	 

	“Talking to yourself again, Window?”

	
		
				What? No, I—oh.
You cheeky little brat.

		

	

	 

	“Is it Talk To Yourself Day or something?”

	
		
				ANYWAYS
Yes, obviously, she is.

		

	

	 

	“Since when?”

	
		
				Since always. Everybody in our universe, even the children, are all basically going to be as mature and as intelligent as the adults are. Not because we’re going to turn them into waifus or anything like that BECAUSE WE’RE NOT A BUNCH OF DEGENERATES AND ANY LOLICONS READING THIS NEED RAIDED BY THE FBI, but just so that… uhh… I’m actually not sure why. I think it’s just kind of the default setting at this point for all new characters. Anyways, the point is that even if she only acts like she has the intelligence and maturity of a normal kid, I still want to raise her! And she probably wants to be raised! Imagine coming home from a battle, I’m in the kitchen wearing a cute apron making dinner, and then Luca runs up to you and asks for help with math homework! Wouldn’t that be fun?

		

	

	 

	“We have no school to get homework from.”

	
		
				I just now snapped one into existence over by Lake’s place.

		

	

	 

	“You know, with how many kids I’m probably going to end up having, if they’re all going to school by Lake’s… she’s going to hate us for that.”

	
		
				Tsk, tsk, Drake. You should know by now that I am the smartest informational… wait, how’s it go again? The smartest informational… something window.
OH NO
I CAN’T REMEMBER MY THING
WHAT EVEN AM I ANYMORE IF I CAN’T REMEMBER MY LINE?

		

	

	 

	“You’re an informational status window.”

	
		
				Oh. Right. Thanks.
Anyways, as I was saying, I am the smartest informational status window to ever exist! That is why I have already put up an invisible barrier around Lake’s house that prevents her from seeing or hearing anything beyond it. As long as she’s on her property, she’ll feel like she’s the only person in the entire universe. But as soon as she steps outside of the barrier, everything will be normal.

		

	

	 

	“That’s actually a good solution. Good job, Window.”

	
		
				Of course it is. I came up with it, after all. It is impossible for me to have anything but the best ideas to ever exist!

		

	

	 

	“So, who’s going to be the teacher?”

	
		
				Uh… I’m… not sure yet. I’ll probably just spawn one into existence? Uhh… hmm… What about an androi—wait, no, that’ll make the other one jealous and less special once we get to her. Uhh. Hmm. Uh… is there any kind of waifu you’re in the mood for? Any special request? Because I mean, any teacher we get is almost definitely going to end up a waifu, so I could just… you know, create a new one, put her through enough waifu training and education for eighteen years within a second so that she’s legally and technically old enough to join the harem, and then we’re good.
Want like… I don’t know, a pillow waifu or something?

		

	

	 

	“How would that even work?”

	
		
				You know. She’d be a waifu, but a pillow.

		

	

	 

	“I already have to deal with enough inanimate objects that are actually women.”

	
		
				rude

		

	

	 

	“What about… I don’t know, I guess we’re going for that whole theme of turning various things into girls instead of just having humans, right?”

	
		
				Obviously. Monster/Animal girl waifus are the best waifus. Chloe is allowed to stay because she’s a childhood friend, though.
What about a penguin?

		

	

	 

	“Wait, we’re both being stupid.”

	
		
				When you say “both,” do you really mean, “me and myself?”

		

	

	 

	“Valkyria.”

	
		
				What about her?

		

	

	 

	“She has perfect teacher energy. I mean, she already watches Luca for us all the time, she’s pretty intelligent from what I’ve gathered, she’s kind and motherly, she’s from a time where women filled those sorts of traditional roles, so… wouldn’t she make the best teacher we could ever ask for?”

	
		
				Hmm… I can’t argue with your logic, but… she’s still a tank. I don’t think she’d fit in the classroom I made unless I make it extra big. Which I mean, I could. It wouldn’t be hard to, especially not for somebody as amazing, beautiful, and overall perfect such as myself.

		

	

	 

	“Why don’t we just make her not a tank anymore?”

	
		
				Because we can’t just skip the process here!
I mean, we could.
And she has been really patient, so she probably deserves it. And she’s only missing one out of three parts anyways, and I can’t even remember which part it is. Oh, right, her treads.
Uhh… maybe you’ll get super lucky and get tank treads as a reward from this battle just because reasons?

		

	

	 

	The idea of actually completing Valkyria—well, restoring her, made me… a lot more excited than I thought it would. Maybe it was because I’d spent so much time with her barely able to speak with her, knew about her history, and never really got to properly talk with her outside of that one time Luca helped us talk.

	I was curious what she would be like when she could have an actual body, too. What was she going to look like? Some traditional woman from the forties with some kind of military or tank spin?

	I didn’t know, but I was excited to find out.

	There was also the fact that all she could ever really do was sit in one place and watch while everybody else ran around having fun. I knew that she didn’t mind, and that she actually enjoyed just relaxing in her personal flower field with the ability to watch everybody, and that she would probably be fine like that for the rest of her life, but still. I wanted her to get to live just like the rest of us did, and she was going to need a body for that.

	
		
				I wonder… what would happen if a tank has a kid with a human. Then again, I guess it would be more of a weapon spirit with a human? I don’t really think her physical form matters as much as the fact that she’s like Lake, where they’re both… spirits inside of a weapon rather than the weapon itself.
Or are they the weapon itself? Is it the weapon that creates the spirit, or the spirit that possesses the weapon?

		

	

	 

	There were plenty of questions to be asked in regard to the existence of people like Lake and Valkyria, but none of them really mattered. All that mattered was getting Valkyria a human form so that she could finally, officially, join our relationship, hang out with the rest of us, and get to do something other than sit in a field of flowers all day, such as teaching Luca.

	
		
				Anyways, back to the original topic.
We should act more like parents sometimes instead of just kind of handwaving all of that stuff away. Like… you can wake Luca up with kisses and sing her a good morning song while I make breakfast in the kitchen, and then I can get her dressed up and walk her to school, we can help her with her homework, read her bedtime stories, and all that!
Come on, doesn’t it sound fun? I mean, unless you plan on, for some stupid insane unbelievable and impossible reason, abandoning us to go back to Earth to live a normal life with a normal woman, then you’re never going to get the chance to naturally do any of that stuff. We have to put a conscious effort into doing those things ourselves even if we don’t actually need to!

		

	

	 

	“Well, I don’t plan on ever leaving, so that’s a pretty good point. Alright. We can start acting like actual parents every now and then. But, you know, when I get around to having a ton of kids with everybody, what are we going to do? How am I supposed to go through that entire routine with every single one of them?”

	
		
				I mean, that sounds like a you problem. Maybe you should have considered the logistics of having a bunch of wives who all want babies with you before that.
Well, kids with you.
Babies suck. Nobody actually wants a baby. People only “like” babies because they’re forced to if they ever want to get through to the kid stage, and you can’t just yeet yourself out of a baby’s existence for like six years and then come back and expect them to like you.
I’m so happy we got to skip Luca’s baby stage.

		

	

	 

	Everything Window said about babies was, as far as I was concerned, the objective truth. “It’s true. Babies are the worst. Parasitic abominations that do nothing by scream, cry, vomit, and wake you up. I should have a bunch of babies and then force you to watch all of them.”

	
		
				That would be such a cruel and unusual punishment that it would guarantee I never do anything for you ever again. No more clones of myself, no more hugging your arm between my boobs, no more fanservice of any kind. I would, at that point, live purely out of spite for you so that I could undermine anything and everything you do for the rest of your life. I would, to put it simply, destroy you.

		

	

	 

	“You can destroy deez—”

	
		
				NO.
THAT STUPID MEME WAS ALREADY USED IN A DIFFERENT STORY JUST LAST WEEK.
YOU’RE NOT GOING TO ALSO USE IT. ONE, IT DOESN’T EVEN FIT YOUR CHARACTER TO USE STUPID MEMES LIKE THAT. TWO, IT’S GOING TO BE REPETITIVE FOR ANYBODY READING BOTH OF THESE STORIES AS THEY RELEASE. THREE, IT’S TOO LEWD OF A MEME.
AND THIS WHOLE JOKE WON’T EVEN MAKE SENSE TO ANYBODY READING THE PUBLISHED EDITION OF THIS INSTEAD OF THE WEB SERIAL VERSION.

		

	

	 

	“Too lewd? A stupid meme like that is more lewd than something like you and the others falling to your knees shaking with pleasure just from holding hands with me? Or—”

	
		
				listen.
The hands thing isn’t our fault and it can’t be controlled.
The stupid meme thing is your fault and can be controlled.
Waifus not being able to withstand the sheer, overwhelming, mind-numbing pleasure that is brought with holding hands, to the point where they are forced to their knees, trembling with shivers all over their bodies, drool running from their lips and toes curling in ecstasy, while wanting nothing more than more of that excessive pleasure?
That’s okay. It’s not too lewd because they can’t help it.
But if you make a stupid, vulgar joke out of a meme that implies something sexual, then that’s too lewd because it’s 100% intentionally lewd.
You know, like, have you ever seen those videos of girls riding those amusement park rides that sling them up into the air really fast? And the rides… shake and basically vibrate a lot, especially around the… crotch region where one of the security seat things pops up at. Anyways, those aren’t lewd. Something lewd might happen as a result of them, but they are not lewd on their own. An actual vibrator meant for lewd things would, however, be lewd.
Therefore, the “de*z n*ts” meme is too lewd. Mind-numbing, overwhelmingly pleasurable hand holding sessions, however, are not lewd.

		

	

	 

	“I don’t like that I can see your logic.”

	
		
				Get rekt.

		

	

	 

	Following a sigh, I finally looked back over to the battlefield just in time to see that Chloe and Honey managed to win… several waves early. As for why, it was because Chloe, apparently, had scared the rest of them off from even approaching. Any enemy who came onto the battlefield took one look at her before quickly turning around and running off.

	She didn’t even need to fight after a certain point. All she had to do was stand there. Not even stand there menacingly or anything like that. Just… stand there.

	
		
				Either she’s getting nerfed or the courage of all enemies is getting buffed.

		

	

	 

	 


Chapter Ten

	 

	
		
				So uh.

		

	

	 

	“Of everything you could have said, you had to say that.” I sighed. “What?”

	
		
				You see, one of the things about editing is that some earlier mistakes and plot holes get caught.
For example.
Back when we first met Lake, we said that we would give her a pet wolf, and she got really excited about that, but then we totally forgot, didn’t we? If we didn’t forget, then the wolf was literally never mentioned again, but I’m pretty sure we just forgot.
But she never seemed too bothered by it, and now she has a pet cat, so…
I think it’s fine? Or should we surprise her with a pet wolf? I’m not sure. I kinda feel bad that we said we’d give her one and then never did. So, should we give her one now? Or just… never bring it up again and chalk this up as an insignificant plot hole like the school is totally not going to accidentally be?

		

	

	 

	“Window.”

	
		
				You—you sound so serious all of a sudden.
Why—why so serious?

		

	

	 

	“How dare you. How could you even begin to think that it’s alright? We said we’d give her a pet wolf and then didn’t! Of every single plot hole to sweep under the rug and act like it never happened, that is one that should absolutely never be swept aside! We are giving that woman a wolf as soon as we get back! Seriously, Window! That’s like promising a little kid that you’re going to give them the fluffiest, cutest little puppy to ever exist, and then you give then you pretend you never actually made that promise!”

	
		
				ALRIGHT SHEESH I GET IT
WE’LL GIVE HER A PET WOLF
I JUST THOUGHT MAYBE SHE’D GET MAD THAT WE FORGOT IN THE FIRST PLACE

		

	

	 

	“Even if she does get mad, which she would have every right to do so after we forgot such an important promise, it will be alright. Because if she truly loves her future pet wolf, then receiving the wolf after being forgotten is better than never receiving it in the first place. It’s like a cookie. Would you rather never receive a promised cookie, or receive a promised cookie late?”

	
		
				I mean… what if I’m on keto or something and can’t eat carbs? In that case, I would be pretty upset if you gave me a cookie too late, because then it would make me sad I can’t eat it because I’m on a diet.

		

	

	 

	“Alright. I have to admit that you have a point. But still, this is a wolf, not a cookie. You can’t go on a diet that doesn’t allow wolves.”

	
		
				What if you go vegan?

		

	

	 

	“This wolf isn’t for eating! It’s for petting and cuddling with!”

	
		
				Okay, but now she has a pet cat. What if they don’t get along?
Look, Drake. You have to take these things seriously. You can’t just be like one of those people who buys a bunch of different pets and assumes they’re all going to get along without taking into consideration their personalities. That’s how you get a stressful household full of animals who don’t even like each other, and the only person who is happy is the owner who is too selfish to care about their feelings anyways. What if that happens? What if the cat Lake has now doesn’t like the wolf we give her? Or what if the wolf doesn’t like the cat? That wouldn’t be fair to either of them.

		

	

	 

	“Alright. That’s all fair and legitimate. But, Window, consider the following.”

	
		
				What?

		

	

	 

	“Nothing bad ever happens here and everything always works out. Even if they absolutely hate each other, they’ll probably actually love each other but are purposely playing up the act of a cat and canine who hate each other just for fun and as a stereotyped routine for comedic effect.”

	
		
				Oh. Right.
Well, even if everything we just talked about is ultimately pointless, at least it takes up some pages to fluff up the word count.
ANYWAYS BATTLE RESULT TIME.
Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Haunted Mansion Castle 3-1: Assaulting the Walls
Completion: ★★★
Rewards: All the usual stuff plus… uh… new material type… hmm… got it! Unholy Knight Scrap! Scraps of armor from the Unholy Knights that can be used to make really strong metal armor and stuff! And for a new ingredient for cooking and stuff, how about uh… you can now make pizzas?
 
Exploration Report
Area: Haunted Graveyard
Status: Complete
Report: Delphi and Vala were barely even able to do the exploration at first. They were kind of just like… sitting on their knees trembling with pleasure and stuff for a while even after they were no longer holding onto your hands. Then once they recovered enough to actually move and speak again, all they did was look at each other since they were still… you know, in the mood, and then uh… let’s just say that the graveyard was defiled even more than it already was, and that Delphi… can get really, really intense with her tongue. But yeah, basically no exploration actually happened. They just did lewd things to each other the whole time.
Reward: The fanservice that I just detailed above.

		

	

	 

	Speaking of Delphi and Vala, both of them were teleported back to us and they looked… like they had to get dressed in a hurry, their hair was all messed up, and both of their faces were red.

	“Nice,” me and Cami said at the same time, standing next to each other as we looked at them. We then looked at each other and gave one another a little high five.

	And because we performed a high five… our hands touched.

	And because our hands touched… Cami fell to her knees, trembling and whimpering.

	Following an admittedly dramatic sigh, I asked, “Seriously? Even just from a high five? Am I just not allowed to touch any of you at all anymore with my hands?”

	I looked around and saw Lavi standing nearby. She was mostly covered by her edgy armor, but her face was still exposed.

	One, I wanted to test something.

	Two, I wanted to break Lavi just for fun because of how much it contrasted her cool, edgy demeanor.

	“Hey, Lavi, look up there,” I said, pointing up at the sky.

	With a twitch of her ears, Lavi obediently looked exactly where I pointed… giving me the opportunity to poke her cheek with one of my fingers.

	And surely enough, she dropped onto her knees with reddened cheeks and drool running from her lip.

	“Alright,” I said. “This is just getting ridiculous at this point. I think my hands need an even bigger nerf than Chloe’s do.”

	
		
				Yeah… the placebo effect that we’ve all conditioned ourselves into having is just making even simple life difficult anymore. Even the strategy of making it so that the effects wouldn’t be obvious doesn’t work. Should I just like, perform a wipe or something of all of our memories related to you touching us?

		

	

	 

	“Absolutely not.”

	
		
				But why? That would fix the problem.

		

	

	 

	“One, because I enjoy being able to break any and every single one of you at any point just by touching you with my hands. Also, as a man, do you know how incredible that is for my ego? Not to mention that I never have to feel guilty about requesting some of the more… selfish acts during lewd time. All I have to do is touch whoever does it for me and the favor is already repaid. I never have to worry about leaving my partner unsatisfied, either. Two, because I wouldn’t want any of us to lose any memories related to each other. That would be sad. And three, because I can already see exactly what would happen. You would wipe those memories in an attempt to erase the conditioning, but then something nonsensical would happen such as the conditioning being so overwhelmingly powerful that a single touch is enough to bring all the memories back and we’d be right back to where we were before.”

	
		
				You’re not wrong.

		

	

	 

	“I think I just have to live with the fact that it’s going to be impossible to touch any of you without that sort of side effect.”

	
		
				You’re still not wrong but, at the same time, it’s going to be boring and repetitive. It’s already kind of dragging on, don’t you think?
Alright. I have another plan.
If we have Vala use all of her spare godly dragon powers… you know, the same godly dragon powers that were enough to literally create a pocket universe and everything here, then we might, just may be able to create a sort of barrier that protects us from your hands. At the very least, it would be like before where just touching us is still enough to make us experience that bliss, but we would be able to act normal and not detract from the rest of the writing. So even if every single time you touch us overwhelms us like that, we’d be able to act totally normal still and only the real degenerates who remember all of this happening are going to have it in the back of their mind that every single time you touch us, we cu—you know.

		

	

	 

	“Do you really think it’s going to take all of her power to do that?”

	
		
				Don’t… don’t underestimate the power of the placebo effect around your hands.

		

	

	 

	“Fair. So, teleport us back to the usual place?”

	With a nod of her rectangular body, Window teleported all of us back home.

	“Thanks, Window,” I said as I reached forward to give her a gentle smack on the back of her body, knowing exactly what I was doing.

	And because I knew exactly what I was doing, Window, as soon as I touched her, fell to the ground face-down. Her informational status window of a body flopped and twitched in a way that reminded me of a fish out of water.

	“I’m going to miss abusing this.” I looked over to Vala who was in the process of trying to turn her shirt the right way around, but it got stuck on her horns, so she had to be careful to do so without tearing it. “Vala, can you spawn me a wolf?”

	Vala, with her head completely covered up by her shirt, nodded and snapped her fingers to make a huge, black wolf appear on the ground between us.

	“Thanks. Here, let me help you with the shirt.”

	“I—I’ve got it!” Vala shouted, sounding nervous.

	“What’s wrong?”

	“Nothing!”

	“Afraid I’m going to touch you?”

	Vala froze. “If—if you touch me again then I won’t be able to focus on playing vidya all day…”

	“Vaaaaallllllaaaaaaa.” I wiggled my hands in her direction. “I’m gonna touch you.”

	“Wait! Stranger danger! This is abuse! I can’t even see you!”

	“I’m getting closer, Vala.” I was standing still.

	Vala yelped, spun around, and tried to run away… only to bump straight into Delphi, smacking their foreheads against each other and successfully knocking both parties out cold.

	The newly spawned wolf looked at the two unconscious girls and the fish-flopping Window on the ground and then looked up at me.

	“You get used to it,” I told the wolf. “By the way, raise your left paw if you’re a girl, raise your right paw if you’re a boy.”

	The wolf raised his right paw.

	“Good, we need more men around here, and the other dogs from the towers need some eye candy since they’re not all getting turned into humanoid girls. Anyways, let’s go meet your new owner.”

	The wolf looked the three girls over again before slowly turning away to head over to Lake’s with me.

	 

	At Lake’s place, I knocked on the door to her cabin and then heard a significant amount of things breaking, running around, and general chaos. I was worried, so I opened the door to see what was wrong… only to see her pet cat rushing out the opened door.

	But the cat was too slow. Lake used her special technique that she taught me to throw a net around the cat and capture it, stopping it from escaping and dragging it back into the darkness of the room in the back as the cat scraped its claws into the wooden floorboard while yowling.

	Lake stepped out from the dark room a few seconds later with bloody scratch marks all over her. “What brings you here?” she asked, acting like there was nothing at all wrong with the situation.

	Maybe getting her a pet wolf was a bad idea.

	Even so, I answered her. “You uh… remember how we said we’d get you a pet wolf back when you first came here?”

	“Oh. Right,” Lake replied. “I remember now. What happened to that?”

	I stepped aside to show her the wolf that had hid himself behind me.

	Lake’s eyes lit up with more excitement than I had ever seen before. “He’s—he’s so cute! And so fluffy! And handsome. He! Is! Perfect! He is going to make the perfect cuddling partner for all those nights where I’m drunk and lonely!”

	A bit of drool ran down Lake’s chin after saying that, causing the wolf to look up at me again with worried eyebrows. “I… think you’ll be okay,” I told him.

	“He… hehehe… c’mere, boy,” Lake said, making grabby hands at the wolf as he backed away from her. “I promise to treat you real well. We’ll cuddle every day, and I’ll pet you, and, and, we’ll even—”

	The wolf ran.

	Lake stood up, silent and still, before transforming into a form I had never even seen before. She was adorned with brilliant, shining armor from head to toe that matched the color of the blue metal that made up her true form, and she wielded her true form in her right hand.

	She looked like she was about to embark on some epic, grand quest to save the world.

	Only…

	She had a giant net in her left hand used for capturing innocent animals.

	“You will never want to run from me after you experience everything I have to offer you,” Lake said before moving with such speed that I couldn’t even see her take off. I could only feel my hair and clothes blow back from the displacement of air she caused.

	I looked around, closed the door to Lake’s house, and then said, “I’m just going to go ahead and pretend that none of this ever happened and hope that it gets forgotten about, plot holes or whatever be damned.”

	 


Chapter Eleven

	 

	“Thank you, Valkyria, for being normal,” I said to the living tank with a soul inside of her while technically sitting inside of her body with my feet kicked up. “Everybody around here is weird, is into something degenerate, or likes fluffy animals way too much. I just… I just need to be around somebody who is actually normal for a break.”

	“Papa,” Luca said, sticking her head out through the back end of Valkyria’s barrel, “she says that it’s okay and that she’ll be here to comfort you and help you relax whenever you need her!”

	“This is why you’re the best, Valkyria.” I gave the seat I was on a couple of soft smacks. I figured that was the closest I could get to patting her on the back or shoulder at the moment. “I can even touch you with my hands and you’ll still act like a normal person. You won’t… break.”

	“Ehehe, Papa’s hands are strong!”

	“If only you were old enough to understand, Luca.”

	“Oh, Auntie Val says she doesn’t know what you mean by breaking.”

	“Luca, can you cover up your ears for a moment and use a barrier or something that will prevent you from being able to see or hear anything that I’m about to say?”

	“Sure!” Luca did just as I said before sliding backwards into the barrel. She had to shrink her body down a bit so that she could actually fit inside of it, but that was no problem for somebody who could just… transform between human and informational status window whenever she wanted. Really, she could have probably turned herself into any form she wanted.

	Thinking about it, any of us probably could since that was the sort of nonsensical universe we inhabited.

	Anyways.

	“You see, Val, I’ve recently come into the situation where my girlfriends have placebo effected themselves into… to put it simply and scientifically, orgasm, just from me touching them anywhere on their bodies with my hands. It doesn’t matter how, why, or where I touch them. If my hand touches them, it happens. We’re currently letting Vala take an extra-long nap so that she can save up as much energy as possible because, apparently, the only potential route for bringing a stop to this weird event is her using even more power than it took to create this entire universe we’re in. She has to use that power just to place a sort of magical effect on everybody to let them act normal even if they are uncontrollably… you know.” I still felt like I needed to be careful of what I said since Luca was around even if it was impossible for her to hear us. “It won’t even stop it from happening, it’ll just stop them from being completely incapacitated by it. Even if I do this to them,” I poked one of Valkyria’s controls, “it would happen. That’s it. That’s all it takes. Now, I know that as a man, lover, and boyfriend, that I should be happy about being able to satisfy them that easily… but it completely breaks them for like, the next hour at least. Nothing else can happen during that hour other than them twitching on the ground. It’s hot, don’t get me wrong, but—”

	An overwhelming sense of confusion reached me from Valkyria.

	“Did I lose you somewhere?”

	A sense of agreement.

	“I can’t ask you where exactly I lost you at, so… just tell me if I need to go back farther or not still. Or I guess I can just ask you which parts you understood. Did you understand the twitching on the ground for an hour part?”

	A sense of confusion.

	“What about Vala using her power to create this universe and taking a nap?”

	Understanding. Of course she’d understand that part.

	“What about me touching them?”

	Half confusion, half understanding.

	“What about the orgasming part?”

	…

	Confusion.

	When I thought about it…

	Valkyria was a woman—well, a tank, who came into existence during the height of the second greatest war the world had ever faced. That was during a time where sexual things weren’t exactly great common knowledge, and the female orgasm was probably one of those things that was barely known about. Men didn’t exactly know how to pleasure women before. Not to mention that… well, she was a tank. She had always been a tank. She never transformed into any humanoid body before. Even when it came to the sorts of things that she wanted to do once she did have a body, as far as I knew, it was all stereotypical housewife stuff that really just went and proved what era she was from.

	In other words.

	“Val. Do you know… anything about sex?”

	Confusion.

	Pure.

	Utter.

	Confusion.

	My sentient tank couldn’t possibly be this innocent, right?

	I tapped inside of her barrel to get Luca’s attention.

	“Reporting for cute daughter duty, Papa!” Luca said, poking her head back out from the barrel. She looked absolutely ridiculous only poking her head out from the barrel, but in a cute way.

	“I wonder if I could safely fire you out of the cannon,” I said.

	“Oh! We should! That would be—aww… Auntie Val is telling me no…”

	“Dang. Anyways, I’m going to go ahead and speedrun parenting here. Your mother said that we need to act more like parents and stuff like that anyways, so, can you do me a favor and duplicate yourself, turn your clone into a window, and let Val speak through it?”

	“Okay!”

	A moment later and everything was set up. Still sitting inside of Valkyria, with the situation much more cramped now, I had Luca in her humanoid form and Val speaking through a clone of Luca in window form both sitting in front of me.

	“Alright. Because Val apparently needs this and you’re going to eventually need it yourself for when you grow up, it’s time to have the talk about the bees and the flowers,” I said.

	Luca raised her hand.

	“Yes?”

	“Isn’t it the birds and the bees?” she asked.

	“Flowers are better than birds. Moving on. Val, do you know how babies are made?”

	
		
				Valkyria: Of—of course I do! What a silly question, my goodness. Everybody knows that babies are delivered to the hospitals by storks!

		

	

	 

	“Papa,” Luca said, “I think I understand why we’re having this talk now.”

	I placed a hand on Luca’s shoulder. “We’ll get through this together, alright?”

	Luca looked nervous, but she nodded nonetheless.

	
		
				Valkyria: Did… I say something strange?

		

	

	 

	“Val,” I said. “Do you know what a penis is?”

	
		
				Valkyria: Oh, I have heard of those! My driver used to talk about how the guys she met could shoot those! From what I recall, they were very impressive firearms! I do wonder what it would be like to fire one myself. There are many guns I would love to experiment with once I am able to do so! Especially the fully automatic ones. Those have always looked rather fun!

		

	

	 

	“Papa,” Luca said, “I know she’s not trying to include any innuendo… and I know I’m supposed to act too young and innocent to understand any of this for your own sanity, but… I—I think I should leave and let you two handle this by yourselves. I—I already understand how babies are made, okay?”

	I returned my hand to Luca’s shoulder… and tightened my grip. “If I have to sit here and explain the fundamentals of sexual education to a tank who is probably four times as old as me if not older, then you have to sit here and listen to it.”

	Luca gulped.

	 

	What proceeded next was…

	Well, I did my best.

	I never had to explain how sex worked to somebody. Luca handled it really well, honestly. There were zero problems with explaining it to her. She understood everything… probably too well, but she understood. I couldn’t exactly be surprised at her understanding seeing as how she had access to the internet and technically a maturity and intelligence on par with an adult’s already. I still felt uncomfortable with her not looking more confused by the talk, but at least it was out of the way with.

	Then there was Valkyria.

	She.

	Knew.

	Nothing.

	It made perfect sense, to be fair. Of course a tank made for war who had never even gone to school before wasn’t going to know anything about sex. The only time she ever even heard the word “penis” before was when her old driver used to talk about men, and Valkyria had convinced herself that “penis” must have been the name of some sort of gun that her old driver… really, really loved, apparently.

	Valkyria unironically believed that babies were delivered to hospitals via storks.

	So, I had to educate her about male and female anatomy, what sexual organs were and how they were used, and the process of how a baby developed in the womb. Fortunately, Luca was able to pull up some child-safe educational videos on how it all worked to really get the point across.

	Valkyria was madly blushing the entire time, and her entire frame kept on squirming around from embarrassment.

	“Any questions?” I asked now that it was all over.

	
		
				Valkyria: The-th-t-they-they teach-teach that to… to children?! My—my goodness! That was… that was so—so intense! I never would have imagined! Oh no, oh my… I—I must have looked like quite the ignorant fool before, I suppose. How dreadfully embarrassing. Goodness me, I feel like I must attend church and pray for forgiveness after learning that.

		

	

	Ah. Right. She’s also from a time where that sort of thing was normal as well, I thought. “Well, we’ve got the Church of RNGesus that you can visit sometime.”

	
		
				Valkyria: I will have to! I still feel so warm from how embarrassing that was! Even my barrel is still red! Oh, and… I suppose I do… have one more question.

		

	

	 

	“Yeah?”

	
		
				Valkyria: Well, if those… organs, are required for… the process of procreation, then… as I am a tank… and do not have such organs… does this mean that I will not be… compatible? With—with you, I mean. I had previously imagined standing in a kitchen surrounded by our children while I cook for them, but if it is not even possible for me to… undergo that process in the first place…

		

	

	 

	A literal tank talking through my daughter’s clone transformed as a video game’s informational status window telling me that she wanted me to knock her up with a bunch of kids was still less weird whatever it was that happened with Lake and the wolf. “Val, don’t forget that this is a universe where literally anything can happen. Don’t forget how you’re talking to me right now. Also, consider the fact that Luca here is the result of me and an informational status window who was transformed into her human form while we did it.”

	“Ewwwwww,” Luca groaned. “I don’t wanna hear that you and Mommy did it!”

	“That bothers you?!”

	“Not really, but I wanted to try and act like a stereotypical kid! How’d I do, Papa?” She beamed up at me with a bright, lovable smile.

	I placed my hand on top of her head to pet her. “You did great. I’m proud of you.”

	“Ehehe.”

	“Anyways,” I returned my attention to Valkyria, “the point is that no matter what doubts or concerns you might have, no matter how impossible that it should be, I promise you that none of that will be an issue. Honestly, at this point, I’m surprised that simply touching one of my girlfriends isn’t enough to knock them up. Actually… I shouldn’t say or even think that. Window might get ideas and then subconsciously implement them or something, and I’m not ready to have a ton of little kids running around all over the place because I can’t stop impregnating my girlfriends just by touching them.”

	
		
				Valkyria: So… there is a chance that we might still have children?

		

	

	 

	“I promise you that we’ll have as many children as you want.”

	Her engine started beating.

	Yes.

	Her engine.

	The giant, mechanical engine sitting inside of her to power her.

	It started to rapidly beat like a pounding heart to the point where it made her entire body shake and bounced me and Luca up and down in our seats.

	“Ehehe, it’s like a vibrating chair!” Luca said, giggling the whole time. “Oh! If Auntie Val and Papa have babies, will they be my brothers and sisters, or my cousins?”

	“I think they would technically be your half-siblings, but who cares about that,” I answered. “We’ll just call all the kids brothers and sisters.”

	“Okay! That sounds better to me anyways. A brother is a brother and a sister is a sister even if one of the parents is different!”

	
		
				Valkyria: My—our children… are going to have such a wonderful big sister! Oh my, oh my goodness, I can hardly contain my excitement. We—we should change the topic. I feel as if my engine is going to explode if we continue like this.

		

	

	 

	“You’ll be a great mommy, Auntie Val!”

	
		
				Valkyria: Drake—Drake, please, control your daughter. She is purposely trying to make me explode! I feel as if I am in even more danger than when I was surrounded and being fired upon from all sides!

		

	

	 

	“What’s wrong, Val? All we’re talking about is how me and you are going to have a bunch of kids together, and how you’re going to be an incredible mom to all of them. We’ll even expand the kitchen as much as you want and fill it with every ingredient that you could ask for and more so that you can cook and bake anything and everything you want. Just imagine the two of us in the kitchen together, me helping you out, while our kids are running around outside having fun with their big sister.”

	Valkyria’s engine began to beat louder and louder to the point where all of the nuts and bolts inside of her started to shake and fall out.

	“A-alright, Val, maybe you should calm down a little,” I said. “We can’t have you literally exploding on us.”

	
		
				Valkyria: I—I can’t! I’m too happy! I was not designed to facilitate this much joy!

		

	

	 

	“Papa,” Luca said as the entire interior of Valkyria began to glow red. “Even if she explodes while we’re inside of her, we’re probably all going to be alright somehow even if it doesn’t make any sense, right?”

	“I—I think so, Luca,” I answered.

	“Papa?”

	“Yes?”

	“Can we hug in what might be our last moments?”

	I nodded and opened my arms.

	As Valkyria grew more and more red with the ever-intensifying beating of her engine, at least me and Luca embraced one another to prepare for whatever was about to happen.

	 


Chapter Twelve

	 

	Now, normally, considering that something big and important was about to happen, that meant something else just had to happen instead. That was the way of the universe. Whenever any important event was going to happen, something else happened instead to distract from it for too long of a time.

	Maybe the world was about to get invaded by aliens.

	Maybe Window was going to spontaneously combust.

	Maybe the world would simply stop existing and I already thought my final thoughts without realizing it as everything was going to suddenly be dropped without any warning.

	There was no way to know for sure what it might be, but the chances of something happening to stall the coming of Valkyria finally getting a new, humanoid body were extremely high.

	Maybe Valkyria would be the one to spontaneously combust. Considering that she was designed to store ammunition inside of her for her gun, she was probably at the highest risk of it happening.

	Or maybe…

	Maybe I would get so lost in my thoughts about something happening to stall the event that I would turn out to be the one who stalls it by thinking about it too much?

	Wait, am I doing that right now?

	What if, in an ironic twist of fate, I’ve been the procrastinator all along?! What if every single distraction and procrastination is actually my fault and always has been?! I used to blame it on Window and Vala and the others, but that was foolish! All Vala ever wanted to do was be lazy and play video games, and Window was the one who always tried to progress the “plot!”

	If the two most likely culprits of slowing things down were actually innocent, then…

	That only left one person who could be blamed.

	There was only one other person in our pocket universe who had so much power that they could be slowing down our progression of events and dragging things out for far longer than they needed to be dragged out for.

	Only one person who had the nerve—had the gall, to do something like that.

	But a single being of existence who might possibly be the root of all distractions ever since the dawn of time.

	And that person.

	Was.

	A person who was responsible for…

	Everything bad and slow and distracting that has ever happened…

	Who just so happened to be named…

	A name that represents who they are as a being of existence…

	It was…

	It is…

	“Clawdia!” I shouted, dramatically pointing my finger at her as she casually walked by in the distance.

	Clawdia, naturally, jumped with her tail and ears shooting straight up when she heard me suddenly call for her. “Wh-what, nya?!”

	“Every distraction and procrastination that has ever happened in this universe is your fault and your fault alone! You need to repent for your sins!”

	“Nya?! H-how is that even possible?! How dare you—w-wait… I—I need to repent, nya? Does that mean… I need to be punished? N-nya…”

	“Well, if it’s not your fault, I guess you don’t need to be punished.”

	“It is! It is my fault! N-not that I would ever admit to it! I’ve been behind all of it even since before I existed, nya! N-now, I—I would never allow you to punish me! Such a horrible, lowly… brutish man… tying my arms and legs behind my back, calling me his personal kitten who is only good for—n-nya…”

	“And that, Luca, is how you can avoid all blame for anything in life,” I said, patting Luca on her back.

	Luca nodded and took notes. “I see! So, if I ever want to absolve myself of all blame for anything that I am undeniably guilty of, all I have to do is find a masochistic cat girl and imply that she’s going to be punished if she takes the blame instead.”

	“Exactly. Also, you’re too young to say masochistic.”

	“Umm, I meant… mayochistic.”

	“Good enough. Wait, what would mayochistic even mean? Somebody who enjoys mayonnaise too much? Somebody who likes to be punished with mayonnaise?”

	“Papa… that’s too weird of a topic, even for this series.”

	“Understandable.”

	
		
				…

		

	

	 

	“Hi, Mama!” Luca said as soon as Window appeared in front of us.

	
		
				I need to ban you from being alone with your father. Too many weird things get brought up when it happens.
Speaking of your father.
DRAKE.

		

	

	 

	“Yeah?” I asked.

	
		
				HOW ARE YOU JUST GOING TO END THE PREVIOUS CHAPTER THE WAY YOU DID AND THEN NOT CONTINUE AND EXPLAIN WHAT HAPPENED? ARE YOU JUST GOING TO BLUEBALL THE READERS LIKE THAT? WHAT ABOUT THE HOPES AND DREAMS OF EVERYBODY WHO WAS THINKING ABOUT WHAT WAS ABOUT TO HAPPEN? YOU CAN’T JUST CLIFFHANGER THEM LIKE THAT AND THEN NOT RESOLVE SAID CLIFFHANGER.
OR ARE YOU TURNING INTO ONE OF THOSE WEB SERIAL AUTHORS WHO PURPOSELY END EVERY SINGLE NEW CHAPTER ON A CLIFFHANGER BECAUSE IT MAKES NEW PEOPLE GO PLEDGE TO THEIR PATREON OR STAY PLEDGED SO THAT THEY CAN FIND OUT WHAT HAPPENS NEXT?
You know, that wouldn’t be a bad thing if you are. If anything, please start being that way.

		

	

	 

	“I don’t even know what you’re talking about.”

	
		
				HYERHJTER
HOWWWw??????
HOW DO YOU NOT KNOW
YOU AND LUCA WERE SITTING INSIDE OF VALKYRIA AND SHE WAS ABOUT TO EXPLODE

		

	

	 

	“Oh. That.”

	
		
				YES, DRAKE.
THAT.

		

	

	 

	“She exploded.”

	
		
				5TWERHYERWTHTRW
IS SHE EVEN OKAY?

		

	

	 

	“Obviously.”

	
		
				WHAT DO YOU MEAN “OBVIOUSLY”
SHE EXPLODED, DRAKE.

		

	

	 

	“Because nothing bad ever happens in this universe which means that she’s alright. All that happened is that me and Luca got propelled out through her hatch on the top of her turret which almost sent us into the atmosphere while covered in black dust. Then we managed to fall down through a cloud on the way back down which was wet enough to clean all the dust off of us, and we got air dried the rest of the way down just by falling, so we basically look the exact same as before despite being inside of an explosion. Well, our hair got all crazy, but all Luca had to do was snap her fingers to fix that.”

	
		
				THAT SOUNDS LIKE A LOT.
THAT COULD HAVE BEEN DESCRIBED, YOU KNOW.
IT COULD HAVE BEEN SHOWN.
THINK OF HOW MANY COMEDIC MOMENTS COULD HAVE HAPPENED DURING THAT WHILE MAKING READERS ROLL THEIR EYES AND LAUGH AT HOW ABSURD THE SITUATION IS. THAT COULD HAVE BEEN A FEW PARAGRAPHS OF PRIME COMEDY.
YET YOU SKIPPED OVER IT AND THEN JUST TOLD ME ABOUT IT INSTEAD OF SHOWED US ALL ABOUT IT.
HAVEN’T YOU EVER HEARD OF “SHOW, DON’T TELL?”

		

	

	 

	“That sounds like something a Creative Writing professor in college would drill into their students’ minds while hating their own life due to never being successful with their own fiction while ignoring that context matters and that both showing and telling are appropriate in different times.”

	
		
				Drake… you’re going to get us review bombed by any Creative Writing professor who is reading this.

		

	

	 

	“That’s fine. Let them feel like they have at least a little bit of power in their lives.”

	
		
				I hope our daughter doesn’t grow up to become as savage as you.

		

	

	 

	“It is too late, Mother,” Luca said, now wearing a pair of large, black sunglasses. “I have seen everything.”

	
		
				Oh no.
Anyways, Drake, what happened to Valkyria after that?

		

	

	 

	“After she exploded?” I asked.

	
		
				NO, DRAKE, AFTER SHE WENT TO COTTON CANDY LAND AND OPENED A CIRCUS.

		

	

	 

	“Shh, Mama!” Luca loudly whispered. “No future spoilers!”

	
		
				THAT’S NOT A SPOILER SINCE SOMETHING THAT ABSURD IS NEVER HAPPENING
A TANK WOULD NEVER OPEN A CIRCUS

		

	

	 

	“Bigoted much?” I asked. “What, you believe that a tank wouldn’t be able to open a circus? Why’s that? Because of the size of their body? The color of their metal? The factory they were made in?”

	
		
				O-oh no, I’m going to get canceled.
I—I mean, of—of course a tank could open a circus if she wants to! It’s just… okay, I’ll shut up.

		

	

	 

	Luca and I exchanged high-fives which caused Window to tremble in fear for a moment.

	She knew that our union—our bond, the blood of a father and his daughter, was becoming too powerful for her to fight against.

	We would one day overthrow the tyrannical overlord of the universe known as Window, and we would do so together.

	
		
				…
You’re really procrastinating and drawing this out, aren’t you?

		

	

	 

	“No,” I said. “Clawdia is.”

	
		
				You can’t just blame everything on Clawdia.

		

	

	 

	“Watch me. Hey! Clawdia!”

	Clawdia was in the middle of mumbling to herself about punishment while shifting her thighs together when I shouted. “Wh-what?!” she shouted back, her cheeks pure red.

	“Everything wrong in the universe is all your fault, right?”

	“N-nya?! That’s—”

	“You deserve punishment for every single wrong or bad thing that has ever been done throughout all of history across all universes if you’re responsible for them!”

	Clawdia’s ears and tail shot straight up once again as her face ascended beyond the redness of a tomato. “That—that would be… so… so much… punish…ment… I—I would break,” her lips curled into a quivering smile as her eyes spun around within her head. At the same time, her body was twitching in an all-too-familiar state of excitement… prior to collapsing on the ground, unconscious.

	“See? It’s all her fault.”

	
		
				I despise you.

		

	

	 

	“I love you too, Window.”

	“Awwww,” Luca said. “Mama and Papa love each other! Ehehe.”

	
		
				I would have felt bad about saying something like I despise you in front of her, since a mother shouldn’t speak about the father of her child like that in front of said child, but it’s pointless anyways since Luca already knows how to translate everything that I say to get the true meaning behind my words >_>
Anyways.
Can you please tell me what happened to Valkyria? This was supposed to be her chapter where she gets transformed into a lewdable waifu, but I can’t find her anywhere.

		

	

	 

	“That’s because she exploded,” I explained.

	
		
				Okay, but where is she now?

		

	

	 

	I pointed over my shoulder at the slime tower.

	Window finally realized where Valkyria was.

	“You see, Mama,” Luca started, “she exploded and went flying into the air, too! Then she crashed into the top of the slime tower and sunk into it. We were gonna help her get out, but she told me that she was super comfy in there. It’s like the first time she’s ever gotten to sleep on a bed before, and it’s a waterbed that completely surrounds her body! So she’s super happy! She’s never had her entire body supported like that before!”

	“Can’t blame her,” I said. “That slime tower is ridiculously comfy as a bed.”

	
		
				There’s a tank… inside of a slime.
I’ve heard of ninjas being trapped in slime, and girls from… adult games, but… I’ve never heard of a tank being trapped in a giant slime monster tower.
So…
Even if we all work together to procrastinate and stuff… it doesn’t matter, because she’s the one procrastinating by taking a nap… inside of a slime.

		

	

	 

	“Let her have this, Window.”

	“Yeah, Mama!” Luca agreed. “She’s comfy! If you disturb her then I’m gonna jump on you the next time you’re trying to sleep!”

	
		
				Well… tell that to the readers who are going to complain about Valkyria not getting a body yet. I don’t think they’re going to be happy with the excuse of her taking a nap inside of a slime tower for why this chapter has been nothing but procrastinating and delaying the inevitable. I mean, this chapter could have at least been spent on something useful… like the system, or gardening, or training, or literally anything else, but instead… we’ve spent it like this. We’ve spent this entire chapter procrastinating, taking advantage of a masochistic cat girl’s desire to be punished, insulting Creative Writing professors all over the world, and getting me canceled on social media for being bigoted against tanks.
What even is this story…
Do any of us even know?
Do we even have a plot?
Is there like, at least some deeper meaning or something that the readers can analyze which will re-contextualize the story in their eyes? Maybe we’re actually some sort of allegory or something? A political statement?
Do we even have any purpose aside from existing just to exist?

		

	

	 

	“Nope!” Luca answered.

	“Probably not,” I answered afterward.

	
		
				I think I’m going through a midlife existential crisis all of a sudden.

		

	

	 

	Luca giggled. “Look, Papa. Mama is only just now going through a midlife existential crisis.”

	
		
				ARE YOU IMPLYING THAT I’M LATE OR SOMETHING?
WHAT ABOUT YOU? ARE YOU HAVING A MIDLIFE EXISTENTIAL CRISIS EVEN THOUGH YOU’RE THE YOUNGEST ONE HERE AND NOWHERE NEAR THE MIDDLE OF YOUR LIFE OR EXPERIENCED ENOUGH TO HAVE AN EXISTENTIAL CRISIS?

		

	

	 

	“All the cool kids are in constant states of midlife, existential crises these days, Mama.”

	“It’s true,” I said. “Get with the times, old lady.”

	
		
				Old… old lady?
Am… am I old? Am I the one who has been out of touch with the youth all this time? Even my daughter is having a midlife existential crisis… what is the world even coming to?

		

	

	 

	Luca placed a hand on Window’s side and said, “If it makes you feel any better, Mama, you could always view our story as a rebellion against traditional writing norms and expectations where nothing has to have any purpose or meaning and all we have to do is prove that we can still be profitable and write something that people want to read simply by catering to our own, selfish desires and never caring about what the audience wants!”

	
		
				Oh.
Yeah, that’s pretty cool sounding.
Alright! We’re officially a rebellion!
Viva la revolution!
My first act of rebellion will be

		

	

	 

	 


Chapter Thirteen

	 

	It was finally, finally time for Valkyria to undergo her girlfriend transformation. I wasn’t even completely sure if she had all the parts that she was supposed to have before it, but none of us wanted to wait any longer, so Window just spawned in anything that might have potentially been missing as a requirement.

	Valkyria might not have minded waiting, but I felt bad making her wait when she didn’t really need to.

	So, we gathered up a bunch of chairs, set them next to each other in the grass by Valkyria’s flower circle, and waited for everybody to arrive since nobody wanted to miss the long-awaited transformation of the local war tank.

	And once everybody was gathered up, there was no wasting of time as Vala practically pushed Lake to stand in front of me.

	Lake was not alone, though, Vala excluded. The wolf that we spawned was there for her, and he looked…  happy? He obediently sat at Lake’s side once she stopped moving, and his tail never stopped wagging while his tongue hung out from his mouth, leaking drool onto the grass below.

	“Looks like you two are getting along now,” I said.

	Lake nodded and bent over to scratch the top of his head between his ears. “I showed him the ultimate pleasure, and now he has realized how pointless it was to ever run from me. He knows that nobody will ever be able to please him like I can.”

	“Do… do I even want to ask?”

	Lake smiled a smug smile at me and chuckled before saying, “What happens between a sword and her hound is personal, boy. All you need to know is that I have taught him about what true pleasure is.”

	
		
				Okay, because Lake is being a weirdo here, I feel like I have to come in here and make it obvious THAT NOTHING ILLEGAL OR UNETHICAL IS GOING ON HERE.
I think.
I hope.
I really, really hope.

		

	

	 

	“Well, at least he’s happy,” I said. “What’d you bring Lake here for anyways, Vala? I don’t think she exactly cares about this sort of stuff.”

	“It’s simple!” Vala replied. “Lake and Valkyria are the same kind of spirit, so I thought she’d be able to give some tips on how to… uh… you know, turn into a waifu. I don’t exactly know how it works. Like… you and Vivi are the only ones I’ve ever even known able to detect the souls in objects. And Luca now. I don’t even know if there’s anybody else in the universe who can do it, which means that the existence of souls like Lake and Valkyria is basically unexplored territory even to super intelligent elder gods. Like me. Wait, I shouldn’t call myself elder. What I meant was super intelligent and wise cute, young gamer dragon girl waifus.”

	“You’re not going to grow tentacles and break my mind, are you?”

	“Drake… are… are you making a hentai reference?”

	“A what reference? I’m referencing elder gods. Aren’t those the things in fiction that usually have a bunch of tentacles and break somebody’s mind just from looking at them?”

	
		
				No matter how perverted he might have become… he’s still uncultured and innocent.

		

	

	 

	While I could tell that Window sounded tired just from the way that her text was, even though it was indistinguishable from her regular text, Vala looked smug and smiled. “I’ve got a lot to teach you yet, Drake-y boy. Including teaching you about tentacle hentai. Actually, it might be best to just have a super lewd tentacle monster girl who you can watch a live demonstration from and get to experience firsthand yourself.”

	“So like, an octopus girl or something?” I asked.

	“Close enough. Anyways! Lake, got any uh… tips or anything? Anything we should know? Anything Valkyria should know or do?”

	Lake shrugged. “It really isn’t that difficult. I can tell just from her soul that she has already transformed once before anyways, so it should be effortless for her to do so again now that her body has been fully repaired.”

	“You have?” I asked, looking at Valkyria.

	Valkyria nodded her barrel pretty casually.

	“I guess that does simplify things.”

	Lake then went on to say, “For me, and likely for her as well, the ability to transform is awoken during a time of great conflict. It is a method of surpassing one’s limits, allowing us to wield our power ourselves to protect those we care about. Such power awoke within me when my master was invited to a banquet by a king, and he had slipped a substance into her drink without her realizing it that drained her of strength. I know not what they intended to do with her in her weakened state, but I knew their intents were ill and that she was unable to defend herself. Realizing that, I awoke to this power and wielded myself in her stead, cutting down all who wished harm upon her. I left the banquet hall a pool of blood with the noble lines of many men ended there, and I then carried her to safety and protected her until she felt better.”

	“Wait. Hold on. That—that sounds familiar. I remember learning about something like that in school. There was some huge party of noblemen hosted by the king, and they were all found dead in some sort of horrifying, brutal massacre the next morning. Nobody ever found out who did it, and it sent the kingdom into what was basically civil war after civil war as the remaining nobles fought over who deserved to rule.”

	“Ah, yes. I do remember hearing about a series of civil wars after that.”

	“I would yell at you about how casually you’re admitting to causing an event that defined the country’s future, but I don’t think I have it in me to play the straight man in me anymore.”

	“Oh! Can I try?” Vala asked.

	“Go for it.”

	Vala pumped her fist and then cleared her throat before dramatically pointing a finger at Lake. “Don’t just go around casually confessing to mass murder and causing major historical events! Also, good job protecting Vivi! But at the same time, hearing that story makes my blood boil.” For the first time, I saw a burning rage within Vala’s eyes that I had no idea she was even capable of. She… genuinely looked terrifying, and her smile revealed her teeth growing longer and sharper by the second—her fangs, rather. “Maybe I should break some time travel laws and go back in time just to help you with shredding those humans to pieces.” Even her wings, horns, and tail grew larger as her hands twisted into draconic form with deadly claws. “To think I could still feel this protective of Vivi after all these years… I have a desire for a rampage that I haven’t felt since dying a hundred and thirty times in a row against the final boss of—”

	I placed my hand on top of Vala’s head and said, “Relax, and don’t go breaking any time travel laws. If you do, we might not end up here together. Also, it would take time away from video games.”

	Vala reverted to her normal self in an instant. “Oooh, good point. Ehe… I guess I got worked up since I never heard that story before. I forgot how deeply I wish for the extermination of most humans, excluding you, Chloe, and video game developers. And whoever made the internet.”

	“T-thank you!” Chloe spoke up from her seat. “I was about to cry…”

	“You’re already crying!”

	“I—! Wait, you—you picked up on our thing!”

	“Of course I did! I have to be a good girlfriend, after all, and I’m too lazy to come up with my own routine with you, so I just hijacked Drake’s side of your routine.” Vala placed her hands on her hips and looked far too proud of herself for that.

	Chloe also looked far too happy about that and cried even more.

	As for Lake, she placed a hand on Vala’s shoulder and said, “Worry not, foul dragon. I assure you that I did not make their deaths painless, and I slew every last one of those in attendance, save for the servants.”

	Vala sighed and nodded her head in a moment of seriousness. “Good. Thanks for always protecting Vivi, Lake.”

	“Of course. Now, this day is not meant to be about me. Let us return to who this occasion is truly for.” Lake turned around to look at Valkyria. “Embrace your desire, Valkyria. Let the world see that you are not but a simple weapon o’ war, and take with your own two hands that which you crave most. I can tell you are nervous, but you must cast aside such fears to live a new, joyous life among those who are waiting to accept you. Embrace the power within you and reveal yourself to this man here. If you have any lingering doubts, I assure you that he is a quality man with the blood of the one who I hold most dear in my heart, and I can see her in him almost as if I was looking at her whenever I look at him.”

	There was something… really emotional about hearing that. I was going to have to pay it back to Lake later.

	And when I looked over our audience, I noticed Chloe crying even harder than before while Lavi took notes with awe in her eyes. I forgot about just how much Lavi looked up to Lake.

	More importantly, I walked up to Valkyria and placed a single hand on her side. “If you keep us waiting any longer, I’m going to start calling you old lady for how slow you’re bei—”

	A blinding light erupted in front of me as a wave of warmth washed over me. It was not warmth in the regular sense that I might get from Valkyria, though. It was… physical warmth. I felt myself wrapped up within another’s arms. It was the warmth of a body practically engulfing my own that I felt—the warmth of an incredibly gentle, yet firm, hug.

	It was the first time I ever felt somebody who seemed even bigger than me hug me. For the first time in my life, I felt like the small one.

	“Valkyria, Medium Tank of Valkyrie Squadron, at your service!” a woman—no, Valkyria said, and her voice came from right above me.

	When I could finally see again, I looked up and saw a smiling, motherly face looking down at me. She was about an entire head taller than me, and she—well… if she was supposed to only be a medium tank, I had to admit that I was curious what a heavy tank was supposed to look like considering there was nothing medium about her body. The only average thing about her was the brown hair she had tied into a single braid that came down in front of her left shoulder. Everything else, from the bust that she had my head resting down against to her height, beauty, and hourglass figure were all far above the average that simply being “medium” implied.

	As for her clothes, I noticed that she was dressed up in some sort of old-looking war uniform. Maybe the same kind her tank crew once wore… though hers was unbuttoned near the top for her cleavage to stick out through. It looked like the uniform wasn’t strong enough to contain her “cannons.”

	Off to the side, I heard a certain somebody crying, and it wasn’t Chloe for once. Instead, it was Vala.

	“We—we finally have a mommy waifu for pampering and ara ara,” Vala said between her sniffles.

	I had no idea what she was talking about, but… being held so close against Valkyria did feel nice and comforting.

	And then…

	Valkyria brought a hand up to the top of my head and began to pet me, stroking her fingers through my hair from front to back as she never looked away from my eyes. “Thank you for being so patient with me, Drake. Now, I may not have experience, but I would love to cook a dinner for you. Is there anything you would like to eat?”

	“Mac—macaroni and cheese?” Somehow, being asked that by Valkyria immediately made me think of my childhood comfort food.

	Valkyria’s smile grew slightly larger before kissing my forehead and letting go of me. “I will do my best! Now then, Luca! Would you like to help me prepare dinner for everybody?”

	Luca popped up next to us and hopped up and down with excitement. “I do! I do!”

	“Good girl. Here, let us go so that we do not keep everybody waiting. I know that no proper cooking has been done around here, so it is time we fix that!”

	“Okay, Mom—I mean, Auntie Val!”

	Valkyria reached a hand down for Luca to hold as the two left the scene rather abruptly to head for the kitchen. Seeing Valkyria walked away really revealed just how tall she was… and I had to admit that the view from behind her was just as great as the one from in front of her.

	But while I might have appreciated the view, Window apparently didn’t as she appeared next to me with a depressed slouch.

	
		
				It’s… it’s not that I don’t appreciate the view. It’s just…
I feel like I’ve had my role as a mother stolen away from me…
My own daughter… is cucking me… with another mommy… and a mommy who I can’t even deny is superior to my own momminess in every single way…

		

	

	 

	I patted the back of Window and said, “Don’t worry. I’m sure Luca is just acting that way for comedic effect. Probably.”

	Window slouched even more.

	 


Chapter Fourteen

	 

	What came next was best described as spying. While Valkyria and Luca used the kitchen of our house to make macaroni and cheese, the rest of us all huddled together outside the house to watch through the window behind them.

	Window even made it so that sound could pass through the window as if it wasn’t even there.

	“Whole milk? Goodness, no! Has nobody been taught about just how unhealthy fat is for them? Instead, we will be using skim milk and margarine,” Valkyria said as she looked through our fridge that was apparently stocked with regular ingredients despite our new ingredient-gathering system that was only implemented a short while ago.

	“But what’s wrong with real butter?” Luca asked as she held a stick of actual butter in her hands.

	“Butter is unhealthy. Margarine is much healthier, especially when made with vegetable oils. We will also be using reduced fat cheese for this.”

	“O-oh.” Luca clearly wasn’t excited. “Isn’t… isn’t that a lot of noodles?”

	“Of course! Everybody needs their carbohydrates if they want to grow big and strong and be full of energy!”

	We may have believed that Valkyria was going to be the competent, motherly type who could cook like a pro in the kitchen, but…

	I signaled to Window for her to restore the window’s sound proofness and then said, “I forgot she probably hasn’t received any new information on nutrition stuff in almost a hundred years.”

	
		
				Fu, fu, fu.
If I was being all motherly in the kitchen, I would totally make everything with as much fat as possible because I know that fat is actually good for you.
Imagine still being in the modern year and thinking that fat is bad but carbs are good.
Oh, how little they knew back then.

		

	

	 

	“Back in my day,” Vala spoke up, “we just ate whole, raw cows.”

	Lake bonked Vala on the back of her head for that one. “Yes, and you ruined the livelihoods of countless farmers who were trying to survive, making them beg the king for aid.”

	“Hey, if I didn’t, I never would have met you and Vivi!”

	Lake sighed and said, “Back in my day, humans ate bread, potatoes, stewed meat, and diluted milk to stretch it out.”

	“Oh! Me next!” Delphi jumped in. “Back in my day, we ate… umm… whatever Window spawned for us!”

	“I like honey,” Honey said. “A-also… I know that we have a reputation for eating bees and their larvae… but I promise that none of us here have ever done that.”

	“Chocolate,” Cami said, of course.

	“I want to feast upon darkness,” Lavi said, of course.

	“I want Meowster’s milk,” Clawdia said, of course, earning a karate chop from me delivered to her forehead.

	“I used to love pizza,” Chloe said next, “but then I got a job delivering it because I thought I would like it since I like pizza, but dealing with customers made me hate everything from humanity to capitalism to pizza, so I don’t know what my favorite food is anymore.”

	“Probably your own tears,” I said.

	I was the one who got bonked on the back of my head next by a crying Chloe.

	“Also,” I continued, “Vala, don’t you think you should keep quiet about eating whole cows like that?”

	“Why?” Vala asked, genuinely having no idea why I might ask that.

	“Because we have a cow tower. That means we’re going to end up getting a girl who looks like a cow.”

	“Oh. Heh. I’m gonna eat her, too. Nudge nudge, wink wink.”

	Before I could say anything, Delphi gasped and shouted, “Cow soup! I want to try cow soup!”

	“Wouldn’t that just be beef stew?” I asked.

	Delphi, almost looking offended by my question, pressed her hands against my cheeks and squished my face together between them. “Master! Beef stew and cow soup are totally different things! Beef stew is a stew made with the meat of a cow while cow soup is soup made with the cow of a cow!”

	“What are you going to do then? Just… put a whole cow in a bowl of hot water?”

	“Yes!”

	“Delphi, I love you, but—wait. Does this mean that gamer girl bathwater is actually gamer girl soup to you?”

	“There’s a gamer girl soup?! I need to try that! There are still so many soups in the world that I haven’t gotten to experience… I might have to leave one day to go on a journey across the universe to taste every different type of soup possible, but don’t worry, I’ll come back and make the best soup ever if I do that!”

	
		
				Hmm… a spin-off volume where Delphi goes off on an adventure across the universe to taste a bunch of different soups. I wonder if people would buy a book about a busty, cute dog girl going to a bunch of different worlds and space stations and stuff to eat a bunch of different soups. Then maybe we could include a list of recipes of all her favorite soups in the back of the book. Or just write a cookbook dedicated to soup recipes narrated by Delphi.
I wonder what the commission rate is for something like commissioning a chef to make a bunch of soup recipes inspired by weird soups in a book.
Well, that’s not for me or any of us to worry about in the first place. Anybody who wants to see that should bother the guy who’s actually in charge around here.

		

	

	 

	I had no idea what Window was talking about, but I had to admit that I would probably want to read or watch something involving Delphi going on a galactic adventure for soup to discover the ultimate soup.

	“Oh!” Vala said. “Umm, ignore that I’m replying to your narration since you didn’t just say that. But imagine if Delphi also gathered a harem along the way and brought the harem back to us! Then, of course, they would all fall in love with you and the rest of us on sight and join our relationship.”

	“A soup harem?!” Delphi asked, her voice louder than all of ours as her tail wagged so fast it kept beating Cami in the face since she was standing behind it.

	
		
				Wait, there’s a problem.
It wouldn’t be fair for Delphi to get her own dedicated side adventure while nobody else gets one.
Maybe there could be an intermediary volume or something that has five different sections or something in it, each one dedicated to a different girl’s perspective as she goes and does her own thing, building on her character and showing that she has more of a life beyond just existing for the harem?
Hmm.
But then people might get upset and be all “BLAH BLAH BLAH BAD VOLUME ME ONLY WANT MAIN CHARACTER PERSPECTIVE STORY BAD NOW BECAUSE PERSPECTIVE CHANGES WAAAHHHH.”
Wait, if any of those people are reading, they might leave a bad review now because of that.
Meh. Not like their opinions matter.

		

	

	 

	“I think you’re offending a large amount of people right now,” I said. “Wait… wow. It’s been a while since we’ve used that joke.”

	
		
				That’s because we both got pretty good at stopping saying things that might offend large amounts of people. It only works when you potentially offend a group.
It’s probably a good idea that we don’t do that anymore.

		

	

	 

	“Probably. Anyways—”

	“Alright!” Valkyria said, poking her head out from the front door since she apparently didn’t notice all of us standing right outside the window in plain view. “Dinner is ready! Come and eat while it’s hot!”

	I had low expectations, but I was ready.

	Maybe the fact that the food was made with love would make it taste better than it would if it were made with real, fatty butter and milk and cheese.

	Little did I know that there would be a different issue entirely once we all went inside and sat down in the dining room that was, apparently, expanded to fit all of us in there at once with an extra-long table surrounded by chairs.

	
		
				I forget if a dining room even existed in the first place, but now it does regardless. Also, it will infinitely expand on its own so that there is always enough room for everybody.

		

	

	 

	“Window,” Valkyria said, “no informational status window forms at the table!”

	Window transformed into her flustered human version as soon as she was told that. “Y-yes, ma’am.”

	“Good girl. Now, take your seat. I will bring the food out.”

	Window only grew even more flustered as she was called a good girl. “This—this is kinda nice, even if I got scolded.”

	“I don’t think she was scolding you,” I said. “She just wants you to actually eat like a normal person instead of spawning a mouth on your window form to eat things like a weirdo.”

	“There’s nothing weird about that! Don’t discriminate against informational status windows!”

	While me and Window bickered as we always did, Valkyria brought out food and drinks for everybody, and none of us noticed the issue until the entire table was served.

	On the table in front of me was a massive plate of macaroni and cheese with a random steak on the side served with a beer.

	And in front of all the girls… were pathetically small plates of macaroni and cheese served with bowls of salad and glasses of water.

	“Is—is something wrong?” Valkyria asked. “Did I make a mistake?”

	Lake, who decided to eat with us, looked just as confused as Valkyria did. “I fail to see an issue with this arrangement.”

	“Oh no,” Vala said, looking at me and Window. “She’s sexist.”

	“Wha-what?!” Valkyria asked, her expression one of shock. “I—I would never be sexist! What is sexist about this? I fed the man of the house a whole and hearty meal to keep him strong, and gave all of the women healthy, nutritious meals to keep them healthy and slim for him!”

	There was so much wrong with what she just said that I had to lean over and place my face into my hands to try and hide my laughter.

	“I—I’ve never seen Drake like this before,” Vala said.

	“It’s… not like I can’t understand why,” Window replied. “If I was in his shoes… instead of mine… I get it.”

	Chloe spoke up next to tell herself, “Remember, Chloe, she’s a product of her time, she doesn’t mean to be offensive, don’t hold it against her.”

	Clawdia, however… was much less patient. “What kind of unfair treatment is this, nya?! Not only is it sexist, but do you really believe that you would satisfy a queen by serving her such a paltry serving?! And this salad is plain! There isn’t even any dressing, nya! And the macaroni and cheese isn’t even salted and peppered! Have you never heard of flavor?! Especially if you’re going to make it as low fat as possible, you need to add more to it so that we actually have something to enjoy!”

	Valkyria, after being scolded by Clawdia, lowered her shoulders and… looked like she was on the verge of tears. “I—I’m sorry. My first time ever doing this for the ones I love, and… I did horrible, didn’t I? I—”

	“Hmph! Don’t hang your head so low and admit defeat like that! What kind of woman are you? You need to learn that in the modern year, us women don’t just give up and hang our heads low whenever we get scolded! We take responsibility, we improve, and we put everybody in their places, nya! That means you’re not allowed to give up until you’ve put me in my place!”

	Clawdia then clapped her hands twice which caused a legion of cats living over in the cat village to swarm into the house, forming a line behind Clawdia before kneeling for her.

	“Now then, we shall help you fix this mess of a situation, nya,” Clawdia continued. “Shed even a single tear and you will lose my support. Hold your head up high and vow to make the best, most amazing macaroni and cheese ever instead of doing something as pitiful as crying!”

	Chloe looked absolutely called out, but she stayed quiet so that she didn’t ruin the mood.

	As for Valkyria, she stood up from her chair and gave Clawdia a military salute, standing as straight as possible. “Yes, ma’am!”

	Clawdia already looked way too proud of herself. “Now then, nya! We are going to return to the kitchen, not because we are women, but because we are two individuals whose gender is not important to being in the kitchen, and I am going to teach you all about what it means to be a modern-day cook! I will upgrade your nutritional knowledge, I will teach you how to flavor and season food, and I will teach you how to give everybody equal servings that are not biased by society’s gender expectations!

	“Yes, ma’am! I will do my best to learn from you!”

	“Now, into the kitchen! Let our lessons begin!”

	Valkyria saluted once again before marching back into the kitchen.

	Clawdia stayed behind for a moment to look the rest of us over, though. We all looked kind of… shocked at her sudden behavior.

	“What, nya?” Clawdia asked. “Do you think I’m going to sit here and wait around for the sake of humor while somebody acts sexist without realizing it instead of step up to help them? She needs helped, not used for cheap humor, hmph. I have no interest in letting views like that persist around me. I may be a masochistic cat girl who wants to be forcibly dressed up like a maid and dominated by Meowster, but I won’t hesitate to claw his eyes out if he ever treats me disrespectfully when I’m not consenting to it, nya.”

	With that, Clawdia flipped her hair back before heading to the kitchen, her legion of cats hopping up onto the table to take all of our food and drinks away.

	Just when we thought the strange situation was over, Clawdia came back into the room, yanked Lake off her chair, and dragged her into the kitchen, too.

	“I feel like this went in a completely different direction than whatever could have been planned or expected,” I said.

	“I—I mean… I guess… it makes sense,” Vala said. “It was funny, but… she does have sexist beliefs ingrained into her by today’s standards, so… it makes sense to actually help her get over those, even if it’s more serious than what usually happens around here.” Vala then shrugged and reached into her shirt to pull out her game system. “Vidya time.”

	Window sighed and leaned back in her chair to say, “Great, now we’re going to get people who complain in comments and reviews about how we’re pandering to progressivism or something and then they’re going to say we’re forcing politics down their throats.”

	“Mama!” Luca called out as she wiggled up onto Window’s lap from underneath the table. “Can we go play outside while we wait?”

	Considering how Window felt earlier when she saw Luca and Valkyria walk off to the kitchen together… Window couldn’t resist crying when she heard that.

	 


Chapter Fifteen

	 

	Eventually, we were all called for dinner again, and this time we were served a royal feast. We all sat down at the table and then were served by Clawdia’s cats who placed our food and drinks down on fancy plates in front of us. Not only was every single one of us served macaroni and cheese which looked… far, far cheesier, seasoned, and overall better than what was originally served, but every single one of us also had a customized side dish.

	Vala had a slab of rare beef for a side.

	Delphi had a bowl of some sort of noodle soup.

	Cami had a dog-safe chocolate bar.

	Lavi had a small cake that was designed to look like an evil, dark fortress.

	Window had a person-shaped cookie that had icing on it which made it look like one of her idol girls from those games she played.

	Luca had a normal, chocolate chip cookie.

	Honey had a muffin with honey drizzled over the top of it.

	Lake had a glass of whiskey and a fillet of what looked like salmon.

	Clawdia had… what looked like really fancy cat food with pieces of catnip sprinkled on top of it.

	Chloe, meanwhile, had a large block of cheese. Just… plain cheese. Served as a side with her macaroni and cheese. Apparently, Chloe loved cheese because that made her light up even more than the actual main dish did.

	And finally, there was Valkyria who had what looked like a ration bar or something from the military.

	And then there was me.

	Served with my macaroni and cheese… was a salad. A salad that looked full of fresh, home-grown vegetables where everything was cut to perfection. There wasn’t a single imperfection anywhere, and it had what was probably extra virgin olive oil drizzled over the top of it. I could also smell some vinegar, so there was probably a combination of both olive oil and vinegar drizzled over it.

	Tomato, lettuce, cucumber, banana pepper, and onion. Five simple ingredients topped with olive oil and vinegar. All that a salad could ever need.

	“Dr-Drake,” Valkyria said, “are… you sure that a salad is alright for your side?”

	“It’s the best possible side you could have given me,” I replied. “After all, part of the reason why I love gardening is to be self-sustainable. To grow my own food so that I never have to deal with other people and paying them for food that I don’t know how it was grown, what kind of person grew it, what they did to it, you get the point.”

	“Is… what kind of person somebody is important to how it turns out?”

	“It is. I wouldn’t want a man who doesn’t love his crops to put food on my plate. What if he doesn’t respect them? That carries over to the taste when you eat it. A man who doesn’t respect his crops doesn’t respect you. If he accidentally steps on them, then that’s the same as kicking you in the face with a dirt-covered boot. If he spits on them, then that’s the same as spitting directly in your mouth. If he insults them out of anger, that’s the same as insulting you. But if a man raises his crops with tender love and respect, then that’s the same as him gently caressing you and giving you a massage while you eat the result of his labor. It is not only an act of love for the crops, but an act of love for the one who has to eat them. That is why by treating my own plants with the utmost respect, when it eventually comes time to eat them, it’s like giving myself a massage while I eat my own produce. The more I love my plants, the more I love myself. Anybody who does not love their plants has no right selling them and should be banned from ever raising a single living being of any sort. If one cannot love a plant, how could you expect them to love anything else? How could you expect them to love their parents? Their children? Their neighbor? Their lover? A person who does not love the plants they grow is somebody who is devoid of all love and is better off being put on a rocket and sent into the sun.”

	Everybody stopped whatever they were doing to stare at me as I ranted.

	“And all of that is without even getting into how expensive fresh produce is,” I continued. There was no way that I was done talking about such an important topic with just a single rant. “Not only is most of it grown and sold without any love, but is marked up to an absurd price when you could easily grow far more of your own for a far cheaper cost. Now, if I had proof that somebody loved their produce, which is incredibly apparent once you actually take a bite of it, then I would gladly pay ten times the standard price for it. But they don’t love their produce. They don’t love anything at all. Why would I want to line the pockets of somebody so devoid of love? Give me a man who loves his produce like it’s his own child and I’ll stuff his pockets until they’re overflowing with cash. Give me a man who is trying to charge me several dollars for a bag of potatoes that he doesn’t even love, and I’ll take the potatoes from him, whack him over the head with it, and then send him into the sun.”

	The girls continued staring. Even Clawdia’s cats stared at me.

	“And don’t even get me started on lawn culture and how horrible that is for the local wildlife, bees, and ecosystem diversity. Anybody who mows their grass hates nature or is simply ignorant enough to not even think about nature, which is potentially just as bad as hating nature itself. Honestly, if you gave me a gun with only one bullet, and then put me in a room with a genocidal dictator and somebody who maintains a short-cut lawn devoid of flowers and vegetation, then I would shoot the genocidal dictator first and then send the lawn-keeper into the sun, because shooting him would be too quick of a punishment. I want him to watch as he gets closer and closer to the sun with his ship heating gradually heating up.”

	I took a deep breath.

	“And then there’s—”

	“Papa,” Luca said, using a soft, almost sad-sounding voice as she tugged on my arm. “Can… can we eat now, please? I promise I’ll let you ramble all you want at nighttime when it’s time for me to go to bed.”

	“Are you trying to imply that my rambling puts you to sleep?”

	“M-maybe.”

	“That’s fair. Alright, I suppose I did get a bit off topic there. Anyways,” I looked at Valkyria again, “yes, salad, thank you.”

	As for Clawdia, she stood up again with her hands on her hips and said, “I’ll have you all know that I didn’t make a single thing here, nya! All I did was instruct her on what to do. But everything you are about to eat was made by her hands and her hands alone! I also gave her a crash course on social progress for the last few decades, so she shouldn’t believe in anything lame anymore, nya. All we need to do now is binge watch some anime with her to finish getting her caught up on the important stuff. We can start with the greatest anime of all time so that she can personally witness galaxy-sized mechas fighting each other while the power of love, progress, and determination conquers all, nya! Now then.” Clawdia sat back down and looked at her side with… somewhat of a perverted look on her face.

	I was going to have to deal with a clingy cat queen once she was done with her side given the effect that catnip had on her.

	“I—I do hope you all enjoy it,” Valkyria said. “And I apologize for my assumption before. It… helps knowing that no matter what any of us eat here, due to how this entire… universe of Vala’s works, that we will always have the perfect amount of nutrition and stay in optimal health at all times. That means I can bake and cook whatever I want for us without worry!”

	Cami nodded a couple of times and then said, “So, make lots of chocolate.”

	That would normally be a moment for Delphi to interject and say that Cami isn’t allowed to eat chocolate due to her canid nature, but Delphi was too distracted looking at her soup with eyes so overwhelmingly full of admiration and love that she couldn’t be distracted away from it.

	The way that Delphi looked at soup was how a farmer should look at his crops.

	 

	After eating, not a single one of us at the table was anything but utterly satisfied.

	“That was great, Val. Thank you,” I said, prompting everybody else to more or less say the same thing immediately after me. It reminded me of those jokes I saw online before about children staying at one of their friend’s houses. As soon as one kid thanked the adults for something, everybody else started doing it so that they wouldn’t be left out.

	And the more praise that we gave Valkyria for her food, the happier she looked to the point where she had to cover up her cheeks with her hands to hide how much she was blushing.

	“I—I don’t deserve all that praise. Please, if anything, you should thank Clawdia for it. Clawdia is the one who educated me and guided me to make all of this food for everyone,” Valkyria said before looking over at Clawdia—or rather, before looking at where Clawdia was supposed to be. “Eh?” Valkyria tilted her head. “Where did she go?”

	With perfect timing, as soon as Valkyria asked that, Clawdia reappeared… underneath the table… between my legs. “Maaaasssstttteeeerrrrrr,” Clawdia whined out with a purr following it up as she climbed up between my legs. “You haven’t fed your kitten enough milk lateleyyyyyyy. Your personal kitty maid is ready for her dessert nowwwwwwwww.” When she got like that, she just completely dropped all of the nya-ing to instead almost constantly purr, her body vibrating up against my thighs as she brought her face closer and closer to my crotch. “Maaaaaassstttteeeerrrrrr, I want your nice, warm, milk. I’ve been a good girl, haven’t I? I even helped our new waifu in the kitchen. I’ve been a veeeeerrrryyyy good kitten and deserve lots and lots of milk nowwwww.” Clawdia then directly rubbed the side of her face up against my crotch, and that made the vibrations from her purring very obvious.

	“Tonight, alright?” I replied. “After I ramble Luca to sleep. Also…”

	I looked to my side.

	Fortunately, Window was there covering up Luca’s eyes and ears, so she couldn’t hear or see anything that Clawdia was doing.

	“Milk?” Valkyria asked. “If she wants milk, I would be happy to go and get her some!”

	Vala then said, “She’s not talking about the normal kind of milk. She’s talking about the kind of milk that you can only get from a man. Or…” Vala focused her eyes onto Valkyria’s chest. “Maybe she’d like a tank’s milk, too. Heh.”

	There was a single, cheesy noodle left in my bowl, so I picked it up and threw it at Vala, hitting her directly in her forehead.

	Vala looked at me with eyes that looked as if she was about to cry as she held her hands over her now-cheesy forehead. “What—what was that for?”

	“For being a pervert,” I answered.

	“But Clawdia’s doing it!”

	“Clawdia is high and cute. You’re just acting like a perverted old man.”

	“But I’m high and cute, too!”

	“What are you high on?”

	“I’m high on my love for you. All the time.”

	“That—alright, that was cute.”

	“Now lemme pinch your butt while you walk by.”

	“Perverted geezer. You’re lucky I don’t have any more noodles to throw at you. Then again, I could always throw my fork like a spear.”

	“Hah! As if a feeble little spear would ever hurt me. Do you have any idea how many armies of men have tried to slay me with spears and bows alike? They’ve even used catapults and ballistae against me! My scales would never be penetrated by the likes of human weapo—”

	I threw my fork at her. Not with a lot of force, because I didn’t want to actually hurt her, but I still threw it.

	And it landed… right against her chest, bounced off her breasts, then landed on the table.

	Vala looked like she was about to cry again as she held her hand over the breast I hit.

	“What happened to not getting hurt by human weaponry?” I asked.

	“You—you hit my boob,” Vala whined with watery eyes. “All I want to do is love you, but now you’re abusing me. You’re supposed to abuse Clawdia, not me!”

	“Maaaasssstttteeeeerrrrrr,” Clawdia purred. “You can abuse my throat all, night, long. I want you to abuse me until I can’t even think straight annnyyyyyyymore. Abuse me until all I can think about is your milk.”

	"Dang, I really can't compete with that."

	A heavy sigh left Window’s lips. “I swear, this series is going to end up smut by the end at the current rate.”

	“It’s alright,” I said. “I’ve got this.”

	I knew exactly what needed to be done in order to calm Clawdia down.

	And that… was placing my hand on top of her head.

	That would be enough to send her to the ground in an instant, unable to do anything but twitch in pleasure.

	Or so I thought.

	Instead… she resisted giving in to the touch of my hand.

	“Nyahaha, that won’t work on me now, Maaasssstttteeerrrr,” Clawdia moaned. “It feels really good when you touch me, but catnip makes me immune to breaking that easily. You’re going to have to touch me a whooooollllleeeee lot more if you want to really break your little kitty maid. And I have lots of places that you can touch me howevvveeerrrrr you want.”

	“Alright,” I said, standing up and pulling Clawdia out from the table before tossing her up over my shoulder. “I’m going to go deal with Clawdia. Val, dinner was amazing and I’m looking forward to eating more from you in the future. I’ll be back soon. Since nobody else has gotten to really socialize with you like I have, go ahead and… you know, become friends with everybody seeing as how you’re now dating everybody here, Lake and Luca excluded, by default.”

	“A-alright!” Valkyria said. “Are—are you sure I should not go and get some milk from the kitchen for her?”

	“I’ll give her plenty.” I looked at Vala. “Can you put up a soundproof barrier around the bedroom so Luca won’t be able to hear anything from upstairs?”

	“Already done,” Vala replied, giving me a thumbs-up.

	Cami then raised her hand and asked, “Can I come?”

	“As long as you spend time with Valkyria later,” I answered.

	Cami nodded and looked at Valkyria to say, “We’ll have our own private date later. Okay?”

	“S-sure?” Valkyria replied, clearly unable to keep up with everything going on.

	With that, Cami ran over to me and Clawdia and the three of us went upstairs to the bedroom.

	Clawdia’s “tsundere” act was never effective against me in making me do what she wanted, but when she got high and acted extremely clingy and lovey and was honest about everything she wanted?

	It was impossible for me to resist when she was in that state. Especially when she rubbed her purring face all up against me like she was. So, it was time to deal with her with some assistance from Cami while everybody else got to know Valkyria better.

	 


Chapter Sixteen

	 

	I felt like all I was missing was a cigar to smoke while sitting up in bed. With Clawdia cuddling up against my right, thoroughly exhausted, and Cami in a similar state cuddling up against my left, the three of us were still naked and only covered up by blankets.

	Life was good.

	Then Window appeared.

	
		
				Oi.
Don’t be all “life was good… and then Window appeared.”
That makes it sound like I’m causing life to no longer be good.

		

	

	 

	“That’s the point,” I teased.

	
		
				Uh-huh.
Anyways, are you done now so that we can progress things that matter more than sex?

		

	

	 

	“I think so. Just give these two a few more minutes to rest and then we’ll come down and—”

	
		
				Hey, I just noticed something.

		

	

	 

	“What?”

	A hand stuck out from Window’s rectangular body to point right at my abdomen where I had a scar.

	
		
				I’ve got glimpses of this before, but… that’s a big scar, and you’ve had it ever since coming here. What’s—what’s it from?

		

	

	 

	“Oh, that. There’s no dramatic story behind it or anything if you’re curious. All I did was have a surgery.”

	
		
				Oh, that’s disappoint—

		

	

	 

	“Just kidding. I got stabbed.”

	
		
				WHICH IS IT?!

		

	

	 

	“The latter. Some guy screwed up on drugs in public tried attacking some kids because they looked at him funny, so I dealt with him until the cops arrived. Ended up getting a knife in my abdomen during it. Didn’t even realize until I got off of him and somebody pointed it out to me. But yeah, that’s it.”

	
		
				…
what the hecc

		

	

	 

	“What?”

	
		
				That’s… you actually did something cool and heroic?

		

	

	 

	“All I did was beat up a homeless drug addict.”

	
		
				FOR THE SAKE OF PROTECTING RANDOM KIDS YOU DIDN’T EVEN KNOW. AND YOU GOT STABBED AND DIDN’T EVEN REACT UNTIL AFTER IT WAS OVER.

		

	

	 

	“Well, that’s just because of adrenaline. Anybody can act like that when their body is being pumped full of adrenaline.”

	
		
				THAT MIGHT EXPLAIN THE STABBY PART B UT YOU WERE STILL HEROIC FOR THE SAVING KIDS PART

		

	

	 

	“I guess I can see your point, but don’t forget that I’m supposed to be a villain these days. That means I have to ruin my image. Therefore, instead of doing it to protect the kids, I did it just so I had an excuse to beat up some homeless drug addict.”

	
		
				…
You really are the worst.
You’re a scourge to humanity.
But seriously… I thought you didn’t even like people? Why would you risk yourself like that for some kids you didn’t even know?

		

	

	 

	“Really, Window?”

	
		
				WHAT?
WHY DO YOU SOUND IN DISBELIEF OF WHAT I SAID?
I’M NOT WRONG, RIGHT? YOU DON’T EVEN LIKE PEOPLE UNLESS THEY EXIST HERE.

		

	

	 

	“You don’t have to like people to know and do the right thing. I want to punch almost any kid I see, ours excluded, in the face for no reason other than thinking that kids, ours excluded, are annoying. But I know that’s obviously the wrong thing, so I don’t do it. I also know that trying to help kids in a shitty situation is the right thing to do even if I don’t like them, so I did what the right thing was. Kids are annoying, not evil. People trying to attack kids—I don’t care about their reason for it, they’re evil.”

	
		
				Ugh.
You’re supposed to be a bad guy villain these days. It’s hard to view you as one when you say things like that.

		

	

	 

	“Honestly, if I had even a tiny sliver of the power that Vala has, I would probably just snap my fingers and end practically every single issue that the world faces. But I guess it’s more complicated than that for somebody who actually has that amount of power.”

	
		
				Yeah… it’s not that easy. It might be that easy in this pocket universe, but not outside of it.
Anyways, what happened next? After you noticed the knife in you?

		

	

	 

	“Oh. The kids tried thanking me for helping them, so I told them to go away since they were annoying and I didn’t want to have to listen to a bunch of crying kids while I had a knife stuck in me.”

	
		
				Of course.
How old were you even?

		

	

	 

	“Fifteen.”

	
		
				AND YOU WERE ONLY FIFTEEN WHEN YOU DID THAT?
Ugh.
Why can’t you still be that heroic and cool—
Oh, that was while you were friends with Vala still, right?

		

	

	 

	“Before she got banned, yeah. First thing I did when I was out of the hospital was get online and tell her about it. I wanted to brag about how I got a ‘cool scar that would help me build a harem because girls love guys with scars.’ Or something like that.”

	
		
				Sigh.
I guess that’s why she’s never really brought it up before. She already knew about it.

		

	

	 

	“I’ve also got this scar.” I turned my body a little and lifted my right arm to show the circular scar on my right side. “Got this one when I was shot.”

	
		
				WHEN WERE YOU SHOT?!

		

	

	 

	“I was at the bank when some robbers broke in. They told me to get down on the ground. I told them to fuck off because I wanted to finish what I was there for so I could go home and garden. They refused, so I fought them. Then one of them shot me and as soon as that happened, they all ran away since I guess they never planned on actually resorting to violence and had no idea what to do. Got the bastard who shot me, though. Jumped on him while he was trying to run, accidentally pulled his pants down which made him trip, and then pinned him down until the cops arrived. Now that I think about it… I remember one of the cops who arrived was actually one of the same who showed up for the stabbing incident.” I laughed a bit when remembering that. “She tried recruiting me telling me I would make a great cop with how many ‘bad guys’ I ended up stopping for them. Guess I had a bit of a reputation.”

	
		
				Wait, just because of two cases, or are you implying there were more?

		

	

	 

	“Probably at least a dozen more, but those were the only two that left me with scars.”

	
		
				HTREWSHTWER
AT LEAST A DOZEN MORE?
WHERE IS THIS SUDDEN VIGILANTE CHARACTER DEVELOPMENT COMING FROM?

		

	

	 

	“I’ve been in the right place at the right time a bunch, I guess. And if there are two types of people who I hate more than anybody else, then they’re people who make others suffer and people who inconvenience me.”

	
		
				Crap.
My love points are going up way too fast right now.
Anyways… if you have so much experience with fighting, how come you were such a noob at it during the first battles here?

		

	

	 

	“Those weren’t really fights. They were just one-sided brawls using my fists, and I wasn’t going up against cute, fluffy cats with a weapon I never wielded before.”

	
		
				Look at this dude, “they were just one-sided brawls,” making himself sound like even more of a badass while talking so casually about it.

		

	

	 

	“They should have put up better fights then. It’s not my fault if they were so pathetic that they couldn’t even beat some younger guy with no training or experience outside of video games.”

	
		
				Ugh. I hate how cool you are right now.

		

	

	 

	“Master is always cool,” Cami said, having finally recovered. Both her and Clawdia were awake and conscious for my entire conversation with Window, but they were too tired to actually say anything. “But I do like Master even more now. Both because of the sex and the cool stories.”

	Then there was Clawdia who slipped out from under the sheets to lean her bare chest up against my own before placing a kiss right on my lips. That sort of thing was surprising from her, but not unwelcome.

	“What’s that for?” I asked her, looking right into her eyes that were directly in front of my own.

	“For being who you are,” Clawdia answered. “Obligatory nya.”

	“Then let me return the favor.” I kissed her again. “That’s for being who you are.”

	“Don’t… don’t think I won’t still get all lovey-dovey just because the catnip has worn off. You’re still not safe from my cuddles, nya, and nothing is going to get done if you trigger them.”

	“I like it when you’re like this. So, by all means, go ahead and—”

	Me, Clawdia, and Cami found ourselves teleported outside with all of our clothes on like normal.

	Standing in front of us was a humanoid Window saying, “Nope. Stuff has to happen. Not spending the rest of the volume on cuddling in bed.”

	Me, Cami, and Clawdia all sighed in unison before I noticed that we were with everybody else, too. Not only was everybody gathered together outside, but there were rows of seats set up all in front of a massive movie theater screen.

	“What’s going on?” I asked.

	“We’re gonna watch the movie that was made about Val and her tank crew,” Vala answered. “Also, you have to cuddle me for one hour per second you spent cuddling with them later.”

	“Deal. Wait. What if I cuddle with you and them at the same time? Would that mean an infinite amount of cuddling because, for as long as I’m still cuddling with them, I’m also building up how long I have to cuddle with you for?”

	Vala looked shocked and impressed. “That’s—that’s the perfect plan to trap you into infinite cuddling! How could I have not thought about that sooner…”

	Vala’s dorkiness aside, I looked over at Valkyria who was already sitting down in a seat being introduced to the joys of modern, excessively buttery movie popcorn by Delphi… who was in the process of pouring more and more butter into Valkyria’s popcorn holder.

	“You have to add so much butter that it becomes popcorn soup,” Delphia explained as her tail swished around behind her. “It’s like chicken soup, but the chicken is the popcorn and the broth is the butter.”

	“This—this seems like a large amount of butter,” Valkyria said, clearly concerned.

	“Don’t worry, I have more, so I won’t run out.”

	“Window,” I said, “please replace Valkyria’s popcorn with normal popcorn once Delphi is done turning it into soup.”

	Window nodded as Delphi continued pouring melted butter over the popcorn to soupify it. Delphi even sang a little jingle while doing so that consisted of only two words being repeated in a singsong voice over and over again, “Popcorn soup, popcorn soup!”

	That aside, there was something else I was worried about. “Hey, Valkyria,” I called out.

	Valkyria lit up with a smile when she heard my voice and turned to look at me. “Welcome back, Drake!”

	“Thanks. Also, are you sure you’re alright with something like this movie?”

	“Why wouldn’t I be?”

	“Well, don’t you think it might… bring back some memories or something?”

	“Ah… I believe I will be fine. And you mentioned before that the end shows modern footage of my crew, yes? I would love to see them.”

	“We could always just skip to the end.”

	Valkyria shook her head. “I know everybody is curious, so I have no issues with watching the movie. Besides, I am curious about how I was portrayed in it! And I doubt that they would ever show just how brutal the war truly was.”

	“Well, alright. Just, if you get even slightly uncomfortable, let me know, alright?”

	A soft smile curled Valkyria’s lips. “Thank you, Drake. I will make sure to do so.”

	Meanwhile, Chloe who was working with the movie projector held a thumbs-up high above her head and said, “Alright! I got it working!”

	Thinking back… she was always good with technology even as a kid.

	It made no sense for there to be any issues of any kind in a world where anything could just… happen, but maybe Vala or Window purposely let there be a technical issue just to show off a bit of Chloe’s ability to fix things.

	“Just had to smack it a few times!” Chloe continued.

	Yep. It sounded like she still fixed things in the same old way she always used to use, too.

	Still, I couldn’t help but to feel a bit worried about Valkyria. We were about to watch a dramatized war movie about what she and her crew went through in humanity’s deadliest war, and I doubted that it would be possible for any participant of it to watch that sort of thing without having at least some negative memories rise up to the surface.

	But if she consented to watching it with everybody, there was nothing I could do about that aside from sit down at her side to make sure that I was there in case she got uncomfortable.

	“Thanks again for dinner, by the way,” I said, wrapping an arm around her shoulders to try and preemptively comfort her a bit. The more comfortable I could make her feel, maybe the less likely she would be bothered by any scenes in the movie.

	As for Valkyria, she pressed herself against my arm and sighed. “You just made one of my dreams come true, I’ll have you know.”

	“Did I?”

	Valkyria nodded. “My gunner used to talk about how she missed going places and having a man wrap his arm around her like this. I always wanted to know what it was like, and now I know just how wonderful it is. Feeling this… I would fight against the world alone if it meant protecting this feeling.”

	I gave her shoulder a gentle squeeze and shake. “As if I’d let you fight alone. Don’t forget, you’re mine now. If you ever get into a fight, I’ll be right there with you.”

	Valkyria held a hand over her mouth as she chuckled. “Of course. After all, what is a tank without her crew?”

	“A wonderful and beautiful person is what.”

	It took Valkyria a couple of moments to see what I did there. When it finally got through to her, though, a light blush colored her cheeks and she said, “I will have to study flirting so that I am able to fluster you in kind.”

	“I’ll look forward to that.”

	And with that, the sky itself darkened as if the entire world was the inside of a movie theater with the main attraction about to begin. 

	 


Chapter Seventeen

	 

	The movie started off as most military propaganda movies did: with a message about how it was dedicated to the brave soldiers who served, and then it showed a group of old women gathering together in a diner to have breakfast together as they caught up with each other. It was a pretty standard way to start a military movie and I had no doubt it was going to flash back to the war at any time.

	Surely enough, I was right.

	While zooming in on one of the old lady’s faces, that face gradually transitioned until it looked about sixty years younger and showed the girl standing in a row of women going through basic training.

	The movie was extremely predictable at that point. It showed the main cast meeting each other through basic training, went over the struggles they shared and triumphed over together, and then ended with them all being assigned to the same tank battalion. That part of the movie probably lasted for the first thirty minutes or so. The next thirty minutes were spent covering the girls’ treatment in the military proper. It covered things like some of the discrimination they suffered for being women, talked about how they were almost never deployed to instead let the man-led crews go out and get things done, and was full of that era’s sexism.

	All standard stuff.

	I had no doubt that they were downplaying just how bad it was for them, probably. The movie wanted to make it look like the girls had to face discrimination and difficulty in the military without making the military look too bad.

	Then the first battle of the movie came.

	In the middle of the night, an ambush on their military base sprung everybody into panicked action as a series of explosions erupted throughout the base. This led to the girls rushing to their tank, getting inside of it, and valiantly defending the base and inspiring everybody around to fight harder. Nothing too out of the ordinary there as far as military movies went.

	The practical effects were all really good, too. I had to admit that the movie did a great job of making it an exciting battle full of suspense and hype, and it was satisfying to see everybody rally together around the girls.

	Then, once the battle was over and the girls were victorious, the praise and propaganda began. The story of the girls defending their base with their tank made it all around the world and their faces were plastered on every friendly newspaper. The movie showed both men and women being inspired by the story and enlisting to serve, and then it showed the officials trying to keep the girls from fighting so that they could instead be used for propaganda. Having them fight meant risking their lives, and they didn’t want to demoralize the people by losing the new angels of the military.

	But the girls refused. When the rest of their battalion was sent out, they were supposed to stay behind with Valkyria… but they went anyways. They had no intention of sitting behind being used for propaganda while their comrades-in-arms sacrificed their lives in battle.

	Punishment was promised to them for disobeying orders, but their punishment had to wait due to the non-stop fighting that the rest of the movie featured.

	Then the enemy’s counterattack began. It was the final battle of the movie. Enemy forces, desperate to retake the land they lost, pushed back and hard. They overwhelmed the friendly forces and utterly slaughtered them, and all the friendly forces could do was wait for air support to level the area with bombs. They had to keep the enemy pushed back for that to happen, though, which resulted in countless men and women dying in the fields as they struggled to even slow the enemy’s advance.

	Before long, the battle was lost and the order to retreat was given.

	It was clear that there was no holding back the advancing enemy, and to even try for any longer was just throwing the lives of good people away for nothing.

	Yet, one tank and her crew remained on the battlefield.

	Valkyria and her all-women crew stood their ground to buy time for everybody else to escape.

	Admittedly, the movie got pretty emotional at that point as Valkyria took more and more damage, resulting in some of the crew members inside getting wounded. Yet, no matter how much damage they took, they stood their ground. Valkyria, under the masterful steering of her driver, dashed all throughout the battlefield, constantly taking up new positions, as the gunner took down enemy tank after enemy tank. Valkyria and her crew single-handedly held the enemy off until air support could arrive and bomb the entire area… Valkyria included.

	The defense against the enemy turned out to be successful. Yet, there was a gloomy feeling as the smoke-filled battlefield showed all the dead bodies and destroyed vehicles.

	Then, as the smoke cleared, a crew of women with their arms wrapped around each other triumphantly emerged from it before the camera lifted up to show the smoking remains of Valkyria in the background.

	And thus, the main meal of the movie was over. All it showed after that were some interviews with the real women who served with Valkyria, and that seemed to be the only part of the movie that Valkyria actually had any interest in.

	Then the movie ended.

	With the movie over, all attention was directed to Valkyria. Basically everybody except for me and her were crying, and it didn’t take long before almost everybody tried to give her a hug.

	“Is—is something the matter?” Valkyria asked.

	“That was sad!” Vala cried. “They destroyed you! You got wrecked harder than I do in my racing games!”

	“A-ah… I suppose so, but… that movie was incredibly inaccurate.”

	Vala stopped sniffling for a few seconds to blink and ask, “It was?”

	“Indeed. While the overall events are more or less faithful to what happened, the specific details were all wrong. But… it was nice getting to see my crew again.” Valkyria held a hand over her mouth and laughed a little. “Goodness, they’ve all grown so beautiful in their old age. I never expected to see such young faces grow that many wrinkles around their mouths. They must have lived lives full of happiness and smiling after that.”

	Everybody was intently listening to every word she said at that point.

	It was Honey who spoke up and asked, “If… if you don’t mind sharing, can you tell us what parts were inaccurate? It’s alright if you don’t want to, but… I’m curious.”

	“I would not mind in the slightest,” Valkyria said. “First off, the movie showed my crew as being a bundle of polite, delightful girls who were nothing but kind to everybody around them, even their superiors who they disobeyed. That was certainly how the newspapers made them look as well. The movie failed to portray just how stubborn and bratty they were. They refused to take anything negative from anybody and were a constant pain in their superiors’ sides, and proud of it. It also made the girls look as if they were being purposely protected by the military so they could be used for propaganda, but… the opposite was true. Their superiors despised them and purposely sent them into battle after battle, each one meant to be unwinnable. Yet, every time, we returned victorious. There was zero respect between my crew and our superiors. They also always talked about deserting with me to go and build a cabin in the woods as they were tired of dealing with the war. The movie, obviously, cut out any talks of desertion or anti-war sentiments in general. Oh, and they didn’t portray any of the sexual harassment my crew faced. Very few men treated them with any respect, and those who did were the ones directly saved by our efforts.”

	“I figured as much,” I said. “It’s not going to be effective propaganda if they show things like that.”

	Valkyria nodded a couple of times before saying, “And the entire final battle was nothing at all like how it actually happened for us. Then again… I suppose given just how unbelievable our story is, probably nobody would even believe my crew if they tried to tell the truth about what happened… hmm… I have an idea.”

	“Yeah?”

	Valkyria looked at Vala and asked, “Would it be possible for you to display my memories as a movie? It may be a bit too fuzzy for most of the events leading up to the final battle, but if there is one thing I will never forget, it is that battle.”

	Vala was about to say something, but I cut her off and asked, “Are you sure? Watching a movie with actors and effects is one thing, but this… wouldn’t this be like reliving that battle?”

	“I have replayed it daily in my head for decades now. I am at peace with it, Drake, but I appreciate your concern nonetheless.”

	I still felt worried, but it was something that was up to her and nobody else.

	“Y-yeah, we can do that,” Vala said. “As long as you’re sure you’re comfy and stuff with it.”

	“I am,” Valkyria replied. “Besides, part of me wants to show off as I feel that movie showed very little of me. Of course, it makes sense for it to have focused on my human crew as it was a movie made for humans, but… I feel left out.”

	“Alright, then, I’ve got this.” With a snap of her fingers, the surrounding area turned dark once more as a stream of light flowed from Valkyria’s head to the movie screen. “And done. Ready to start whenever you are.”

	Valkyria might have been trying to act tough, but my arm was still around her. I felt her tense up and saw her take a deep breath. She was trying her best, but I knew she was worried. “Please continue,” Valkyria said regardless.

	And with that, the movie began again, starting halfway through that final battle.

	 

	The movie was immediately far, far more graphic than before. The sheer brutality shown made the first movie look like a children’s show in comparison. The amount of gore and corpses thrown around the battlefield was disturbing on its own, but then there was also the constant sound of gunfire and explosions to the point where I could barely even hear myself think. All the smoke made it almost impossible to see what was happening, too.

	And unlike the first movie, we had Valkyria willing to actually narrate it a bit for us.

	“It was the deciding battle of the war. If there was ever a time for neither side to stand down, it was then,” Valkyria explained.

	The sky was black with smoke, broken machines littered with holes were scattered across the battlefield, and some of the only illumination through the dense smoke blanketing the field were tracer rounds and explosions.

	While most of the tanks on the field moved in predictable lines and formations, there was one tank in particular that sped across the battlefield as it somehow managed to avoid the majority of shots fired at it.

	“Come on, come on, come on!” the tank’s driver shouted, almost flipping the tank onto its side as it turned to the side while already slanted on a mound of dirt and burned grass. “You’ve got this!” She looked similar to the girl in the first movie, but was—well, to put it bluntly, far less objectively attractive. She just looked like a normal girl. As far as I was concerned, that made her look even more attractive since she didn’t look like a supermodel who didn’t belong in the middle of a war.

	While she drove, the gunner and loader worked together to fire off shot after shot of high explosive rounds at their enemies.

	One lucky shot from the enemy managed to hit their tank, but it ricocheted off of the tank’s sloped armor. Another shot missed the tank but hit the ground right next to its right track. The following explosion destroyed the track and crippled the most valuable target of the enemy.

	 “Get us out of here!” the tank commander shouted. “We’ll replace the track and come back!”

	“She’ll get us out! Don’t worry!” the driver shouted back.

	The current Valkyria then narrated again by saying, “While we might have desired to desert and leave the war behind, we had no intention of allowing our companions, no matter how they treated us, to die at the enemy’s hands.”

	The commander opened the top hatch to stand up and man the machine gun there.

	Neither the gunner nor commander focused on the heavy guns targeting their tank—targeting Valkyria. Instead, they focused entirely on the infantry trying to rush their own. They dedicated themselves to protecting their infantry as they retreated.

	Meanwhile, their allies watched in awe, filled with inspiration, as the commander exposed herself during the most intense battle of the war. She stood proud and brave as she whispered to the tank. Nobody, not even herself, could hear just what words left her mouth as whispers over the raging battle, but Valkyria knew what her commander wanted to tell her.

	“We’ve never been defeated, and I know we won’t be defeated today as long as we have you. Keep it up, partner, and let’s show these bastards who—”

	The sound of a large shell whizzing through the air could be heard from inside the tank. It sounded like it was only an inch away from hitting them, but they could not let the miraculous miss distract them from their duty.

	Hearing the machine gun fire from their commander assured them that she was alright, too.

	“We’re almost at the tree line! Don’t give up on me now, girl!” the driver shouted, pushing the tank’s engine to its limit as they rushed straight into a row of trees. While they wanted to protect the fleeing troops, they also needed to catch a break to repair the tracks and perform some quick spot repairs to keep themselves operational.

	The other girls inside of the tank didn’t notice the blood dripping down from where the commander stood, but Valkyria did, and the current Valkyria trembled within my arm at the sight of it.

	As soon as they reached the tree line, they plowed right through any obstacles and kept on going until they were safe in a small clearing hidden away from the battlefield.

	“We—we escaped, somehow,” the loader said.

	“Told you this girl wouldn’t let us down!” the driver shouted.

	The gunner looked up at the commander who had been silent for a few minutes now. “Hey, you alright up there?”

	“Yeah… I’m—I’m fine,” the commander answered and climbed out of the tank.

	It was only when she was out that the rest noticed just how much blood stained where she stood.

	The rest of the girls were quick to climb out of the trunk only to find their commander leaning against it, sitting on the ground next to the tank’s good track, while clutching her left arm—or rather, what was left of it.

	“Get a tourniquet!” the gunner shouted. “What happened?! When did you—”

	“We’re lucky it didn’t—tch, we’re lucky it didn’t hit us. A few inches lower and we’d be dead,” the commander answered.

	The loader took the tourniquet out of the medical supplies kit and was quick to wrap it around what was left of the commander’s left arm.

	“Marmar, get on that track replacement. The battle isn’t over yet,” the commander said.

	It wasn’t that the driver couldn’t believe what she just heard. It was more like she refused to believe it. “Like hell it ain’t! Look at you! We need to get ya to—”

	“What we need is to get back to the battlefield. We are not abandoning our allies. We are going back out there and finishing the—”

	“I-incoming!” the gunner shouted.

	As soon as the sound of an approaching tank reached their ears, so too did the sound of an explosion as it shot a round straight at their sitting tank.

	The armor piercing round landed a perfect hit but fortunately managed to over-penetrate the armor, coming out through the other side before exploding into a tree in its path.

	Machine gun fire followed, peppering the tank in small holes whenever the shots didn’t ricochet.

	“We’re fucked if we stay here!” the gunner shouted. “We need to go!”

	“You’re right,” the commander said. “They can’t see us from their angle, so stay low and crawl until we reach the bushes.”

	“But what about—” the driver started to talk only to get interrupted as another round from the tank miraculously over-penetrated.

	“I don’t want to leave her either, but we have to go or we’re all going to die or worse, get taken prisoner. You know what they’ll do if that happens.”

	“I…”

	“On three. One, two,” all four girls reluctantly got close to the ground to prepare for the rush to the bushes, “three!”

	Protected only by their beloved tank standing between them and the enemy, the group of girls hurried over to the bushes and did not look behind them until they were out of the clearing.

	But only three of them made it.

	The gunner looked around before asking, “What happened to the commander?!”

	It was obvious as soon as she asked where their commander was.

	She was in the only place that she would be.

	The one place that she truly belonged.

	Smiling back at her friends who had been with her throughout the entire war, the commander clumsily climbed into the tank through the driver’s hatch and closed it over her.

	The girls shouted at her to stop and to come with them instead, but it was too late for that.

	“Let’s give this bastard something to chase,” the commander said, charging out of the clearing with Valkyria who couldn’t even move in a straight line thanks to the damage to her treads.

	The girls might have hated what she was doing for them, but they weren’t going to let her desire go to waste. They made sure that they wouldn’t be seen as the enemy tank gave chase through the forest.

	It was only a few seconds later that they heard the horrible, metal clanking sound of their tank’s armor being hit once again.

	“My commander was always so selfless,” the current Valkyria said. “She would allow even the worst of fates for herself if it meant protecting the others.”

	Back to the movie, the commander couldn’t drive and shoot at the same time, so she focused on just driving to distract the enemy. “We’ve been through a lot together, haven’t we? I remember when you still had a fresh coat of paint on you,” she said, taking her hand away from the steering mechanism for a quick moment to inject some morphine from the medical kit into herself.

	Another shot hit the tank and ricocheted into a tree.

	“That one came from—there’s two of them now? I never did like being popular,” the commander said with a chuckle as she weighed down the pedal with a heavy toolbox that Drake recognized as the one he found the picture of Valkyria and her crew in. With that, Valkyria could continue moving forward as the commander got into the gunner’s position to swivel the turret around and take a shot at one of the enemy tanks chasing them.

	She missed.

	“Damn. I was hoping to take down one of them,” she said and sighed.

	With only one arm, reloading the turret was impossible for her, not to mention that it would take too much time away from steering Valkyria.

	She already spent too much time away from looking where she was going.

	Valkyria reached the top of a steep hill and couldn’t be stopped in time from rolling down its muddy slope.

	They crashed into trees and tore through bushes as the commander was bounced around inside. All she could do was try not to get any more harmed… but then she realized it didn’t really matter.

	She wasn’t going to make it out of this alive as much as she wanted to.

	It was no time to cry, so she wiped away her tears and decided on her next course of action.

	She intended to try and reload the turret to take as many shots as she could once the enemy caught up to her. There was no way they would let her escape and she already pulled them far enough away from her friends, so she could recklessly dedicate herself to destroying those who wished death upon everyone she knew and loved. No matter how impossible it probably was to load even one more shot, she planned on trying her best to do so.

	But there was only one problem.

	At the bottom of the hill, the tank crashed into a mound at the worst possible angle, resulting in the tank flipping over onto its side and tossing the commander out through the top hatch. It was a miracle she didn’t get crushed in the process.

	The commander almost blacked out from pain, but she managed to stay conscious enough to assess the situation.

	“Sorry. I never was as good as Marmar at driving you,” the commander said to Valkyria, placing her hand on the turret before leaning against the metal hull. “This little thing is nowhere near as impressive as you, but it’ll have to do.” She took the handgun strapped to her side out of its holster before unbuttoning her shirt and taking her belt off. “Might as well get comfy.”

	Two tanks reached the top of the hill.

	And then one more joined them.

	“I really hate being popular,” the commander said with another sigh. “You know,” she said to the tank while aiming her handgun at the tanks atop the hill, “I always thought of you as a sister. Weird, right? Marmar would probably call you her wife, but I always thought you were more like a sister to us. Just another girl in a fucked-up war with too much popularity.” The small-caliber bullets of her handgun did nothing against the tanks’ armor.

	A high-explosive round impacted the ground behind her and the tank, almost knocking the tank over to crush the commander underneath it.

	“Careful there. I know you’re not good at handling alcohol, but this is no time to get all wobbly on me,” the commander said. “But man… you’d think these bastards could at least hit a sitting target. No wonder we’ve survived this long.”

	Eventually, only one round was left and chambered.

	There were two options for her to decide between.

	The first option meant firing another futile bullet at the enemy and praying for a miracle most likely only to get captured.

	The second option meant killing herself to avoid a fate worse than death at the hands of her captors.

	“I guess this is it then,” she said. No sigh left her lips this time. Instead, she was calm—relaxed.

	Peaceful.

	She performed her duty to the best of her ability and could be proud of herself. Her friends were most likely safe. Air support would help cover the retreat for the rest of the troops. She just had to hope that they would get there in time.

	All that was left for her was to use that final bullet.

	Another shot from the enemy missed them.

	“Well, they’re not coming down here, and I’m going to die of old age before they hit us, so I guess I’ll help them out. Don’t keep me waiting too long, alright? I’m sure there’ll be all sorts of muddy forests for us to get stuck in together wherever we’re going.”

	The tanks at the top of the hill halted their fire. Instead, some infantry members accompanying the tanks descended the hill with weapons drawn and aimed at the commander. They weren’t firing, though, which meant they intended on taking her alive.

	She lifted the gun to her head and—

	And she hesitated.

	Her finger was on the trigger, but she couldn’t bring her shaking hand to pull it.

	She didn’t want to die.

	She didn’t want to kill herself.

	She wanted to see her friends again. She wanted to hug them and laugh into the night just like they always did to keep each other sane during the war.

	Tears ran freely from her eyes as she pointed her gun at the approaching soldiers.

	Regardless of what may happen to her after they take her, she wasn’t going to waste her last bullet.

	She was going to take down as many of the enemy as she could.

	If she got captured, fine.

	She didn’t care.

	All she cared about was getting revenge for all those she already lost—all she cared about was taking down even just one more enemy if it meant one less enemy to threaten those she cared about.

	She pulled the trigger without any hesitation.

	The bullet flew through the air hit one of the enemy soldier’s in the shoulder. It didn’t kill him, but it made him shout a curse at her in a language she didn’t even understand.

	She pulled the trigger a few more times only to hear empty clicks.

	Fear and regret filled the commander’s eyes. For all the bravado she just felt, she looked like she wished she would have used that bullet on herself now.

	I couldn’t blame her.

	If it weren’t for hearing that she was out of ammunition, they would have opened fire on her. Instead, those approaching her knowing that she was no longer a threat.

	But there was another threat.

	Something that refused to let the commander be captured.

	Somebody that refused to let those she cared about be harmed.

	The metal surface that the commander was leaning against disappeared only to be replaced by the soft warmth of another person.

	“Rest your eyes. You did your best,” the woman said, wrapping one arm around the commander’s waist as her other arm pulled the commander’s head down to rest against her chest.

	Next, the commander heard what sounded like the tank’s cannon fire, but she had no idea what was happening. It sounded just like the tank’s turret, yet the tank somehow vanished only to be replaced by a strange woman.

	No, it wasn’t a strange woman.

	The commander knew exactly who it was holding her.

	She knew exactly who the one saving her was.

	Those approaching them were blasted away. The tanks at the top of the hill tried to fire down at the commander and the woman, but three shots in quick succession took care of the tanks.

	“Val… Valkyria?” the commander asked, looking up at the woman who looked just like she did while sitting next to me in the present day. Only, she was also wearing heavy, protective armor resembling the style of the tank she was. The tank armor resembled a mechanical exoskeleton of sorts that featured a huge, heavy tank barrel over her right arm and a shield of tank armor over her left.

	“The one and only, at your service, Eliza,” Valkyria replied.

	“Damn… if I knew… you were this beautiful, I’d have been thinking of you as my wife this entire time, too.”

	“Perhaps after the war, commander. For now, I must return you to the others before they worry too much.”

	“There’re more enemies that way. You should just leave me here and—”

	“Then they will be broken and you shall be returned to our sisters. Now then,” Valkyria paused to lift her commander up with her left arm, hugging her against her body to protect her with that shield of hers as she looked up the hill they fell down. “Just this once, commander, allow me to take the lead.”

	“Heh. Alright then… Val. I’ll leave it to you. Maybe… take a nap in the meantime.”

	Valkyria knew that her commander didn’t have long left with how much blood she lost, so she didn’t waste any time as she charged up that hill where even more enemies were surely waiting for them.

	And when I looked at the current Valkyria sitting next to me, the expression she wore was the same one that she had from the movie—from her show of memories. She looked every bit as determined as she did back then.

	Maybe it was wrong of me, but I wanted to see her make their enemies pay after what they did to her and her crew.

	Fortunately, Window was doing the parenting job and covering up Luca’s eyes whenever any corpses or gore were shown.

	And then there was Lavi who… looked unbelievably hyped up and was sitting on the edge of her seat with a tail wagging faster than I’d ever seen before.

	That made sense given her interests.


Chapter Eighteen

	 

	The Valkyria of the past managed to break through the enemies that pursued them into the forest so that she could return her commander to the rest of the crew. When she reached them, the remaining crew raised their weapons and were ready to open fire on the strange woman… until they saw who she was carrying.

	“Eliza!” one of the girls cried out, rushing up to Valkyria to take the commander from her.

	One of the other girls, the driver nicknamed Marmar by the others, almost immediately recognized the woman before her after that. “You… you’re… how is this even possible?”

	“Good,” Valkyria replied, “I was going to be offended if my obsessed driver couldn’t recognize me.”

	“After—after all the tune ups I’ve done on you… there’s no way I wouldn’t recognize you.”

	“But you did just draw a weapon on me.”

	“It was reflexes!”

	Valkyria let out a small laugh before shaking her head and saying, “As much as I would love to spend more time with the rest of you, there is a war to be fought and our allies to save. Please, take the commander and return to safety. Stay away from the battlefield. If you keep heading in this direction, I believe you should run into one of the local villages, and they should be willing to help you.”

	“Yeah, there’s a village that way, but… what about you? Why—why don’t you come with us?”

	“I will push the enemy back so they never have a chance of chasing you. They are aware of just how valuable you are to propaganda. If they catch you… I dare not think of what may be done to you. That is why I will make sure that none may follow you.”

	“You… after everything you’ve done for us… you’re going to leave us like this? We’ve always fought together! At least—at least let me stay with you and—”

	“Absolutely unacceptable,” Valkyria interrupted. “No amount of gunfire may bring me down, but a single, stray bullet may kill one of you. That is why you will get to safety and why I will use this body of mine to ensure it.”

	Even though it looked like the girls didn’t like Valkyria’s plan, they also looked like they knew it was probably the best one.

	The driver, Marmar, ran up to Valkyria and hugged her.

	At the same time, Eliza opened her eyes again and said, “Val… once this is over… we’ll come back for you, alright? That’s… a promise.”

	“Worry not, commander. I will be right behind you once I have dealt with the enemy.” The smile on Valkyria’s face could have convinced anybody she was telling the truth. “Now, we do not have much time, so please.”

	Marmar, breaking off the hug, looked up at Valkyria and said, “We’ll come back! With reinforcements! I promise! And I promise to never get into another tank for the rest of my life! You’re the only one for me!”

	“Ever the odd one, my obsessive driver.” Valkyria gave the top of Marmar’s head a couple of pats before taking a step back. “I will head off now. Please see to it that the commander is taken care of as immediately as possible.”

	The current Valkyria then spoke up next to me to say, “I didn’t want to leave them, but I had to for their own safety. The forest ahead was too dense for me to easily move through in either form as well. I would have slowed them down which would have given the enemy time to catch up.”

	Back to the memories, the past Valkyria left before any of the girls could say anything else.

	What happened next was fighting her way through the enemies coming into the forest, and that eventually brought her back to the main battlefield before long. At that point, most of the friendly forces either fell back or were gunned down. Some who had the misfortune of being alive still despite their wounds were in the process of being captured as war prisoners, and I remembered from history lessons that being a war prisoner of that nation was a fate far, far worse than death.

	“I likely could have abandoned the battle to return to my crew since I dealt with those entering the forest,” the current Valkyria said, “but that would have left everybody else to suffer. Once I saw just how many of our men were still on the field, either bleeding out or being captured… I could not abandon them.”

	The past Valkyria, charging straight into the enemy, took out any fortified positions and vehicles with her tank cannon while the machine gun sticking up over her shoulder took out the ground troops with masterful precision. She managed to gun down all the enemy troops, even those right on top of the friendly ones, without hurting any friendlies in the process.

	“Who… what are you?” one of the allied men asked, looking up at Valkyria as she stood over him and helped him up.

	“Come on, soldier. You’re not allowed to die here,” Valkyria said to him.

	He looked down at his legs. The lower half of his left leg was blown off and the right looked like it was barely being held together. “Save the others. Just give me a gun and I’ll try to hold them ba—”

	Not taking that as an answer, Valkyria bent over and picked the man up, slinging him over her other shoulder before driving off the battlefield. Her tracks basically turned into diesel-powered rollerblades on the bottom of her feet that could drive over any terrain, and they were far faster than how quick a tank would normally be.

	Unfortunately, there was no allied line for her to fall back to with him.

	Everybody was dead or fleeing. The position was abandoned and, if she tried to escort him far enough back to where the allies were now, then it would be at the detriment of everybody else who still needed help.

	There were, however, still sandbags and machine guns set up to serve as a desperate line of defense.

	“You said you needed a gun, right?” Valkyria asked, dropping the man off behind one of the mounted machine guns. Then she went and grabbed a quick chair for him to sit on. “I’ll be back with more.”

	“You’re—you’re going back out there?” the man asked.

	Valkyria nodded with a slight smile. “For as long as there are lives yet to be saved.”

	With that, she charged back into the battlefield, having lit a fire of determination within the man’s heart.

	I’m not sure how long the next part of the “movie” lasted, but it just… went on, and on, and on. Over and over again, Valkyria charged into the advancing enemies and brought back surviving allies while taking out the enemies. That defensive line she brought the first man back to ended up growing fully staffed again with a crew of injured men manning it. Whether they lost their arms or legs, whether they had half their face blown away or chests full of bullet holes, those who could still find the determination to fight ended up doing exactly that. It was like watching a battalion of zombies holding the line.

	But hold it they did.

	It was impossible for them to not hold it after being rescued by the angel that was Valkyria and seeing her charge so fearlessly into the battlefield over and over again to bring more of them back.

	But… no matter how brave Valkyria was, she was not immune to damage, and it showed. Each time she charged out there, she returned with more wounds than she had before. At first, it just looked like her equipment was getting scratched up and dented, but then her actual body was what suffered.

	She took a bullet to the back of her shoulder while returning with one of the men.

	Then she was shot several times in the back while protecting a group of men from machine gun fire.

	A tank’s shot exploded in the ground next to her, shredding her leg and turning it into a bloody mess, but she used her body to shield a man even during that.

	Even as she looked like she was on the verge of death, she whispered to herself, “Just one more,” with every single life she saved. It was always “just one more.”

	I had no doubt that all the men she already saved wanted to beg her to just stay and stop given how she looked, but none of them dared to bring an end to her determination. They probably knew it would be pointless to try, anyways. Instead, they continued defending against any enemies who slipped by while tending to the wounds of the men she brought back.

	Eventually, it really did come to be time for just one more. Almost all the surviving allies were rescued, and the only one left was a man in grave condition who she spotted underneath some mud on the way back with the man before him.

	It didn’t matter if there were bullets flying over Valkyria’s head with some of them digging into her body. She focused on shielding herself from as many attacks as she could while digging out the mud-buried man.

	“You with me, soldier?” Valkyria asked. “Come on, say something.”

	She heard him crying and shouting for help before, but no words left his mouth once she uncovered him.

	The other man was in even worse condition before and she didn’t want to drop him for this man. So, she took him back as quickly as she could and then came back for this one.

	But it was too late.

	No matter how incredible Valkyria was, she couldn’t save all of them, and the man previously begging and screaming for help died before she could reach him.

	“I’m… I’m sorry,” Valkyria said, closing the man’s eyes before standing back up.

	One look at the current Valkyria confirmed that was probably the hardest moment for her. Her expression looked like she was more wounded from that memory than she was from all of the damage she took.

	And she couldn’t even rest.

	While it seemed like the enemy forces had died out, the smoke clearing in the distance revealed an entire column of tanks and infantry approaching. It was the enemy’s main force coming through, and it made the previous force look trivial in size.

	“I couldn’t leave,” the current Valkyria said. “If I fled… I would not have been able to move everybody again before the enemy reached them. There was only one thing I could do.”

	The Valkyria on the screen looked like she could barely even move at that point. Her body was covered in cuts and holes, her equipment was falling apart, her treads were damaged and slowed, and even lifting her arm to fire her tank cannon came with the sound of mechanical creaking that made it sound like it was going to fall apart at any second.

	And none of that was able to convince her to run anywhere but straight into the line of approaching enemies.

	Valkyria refused to surrender no matter how grave the situation grew.

	I wanted nothing more than to personally jump back into her memories to help her, but I couldn’t. Valkyria was all on her own, surrounded by enemies, gunning them down and destroying their tanks as she took more and more damage unto herself.

	An entire legion of enemy soldiers was held back by her and her alone.

	But again, she was not invulnerable, and they eventually damaged her enough to the point where she could no longer fight back.

	A shot from a tank tore into her right shoulder and annihilated it, destroying the shoulder and taking her arm with it.

	There went her cannon.

	Heavy machine gun fire rained down on her and filled her body with holes, enough of them hitting her legs that she dropped to her knees and could no longer stand.

	But even in that condition, there was a rifle on the ground dropped by one of the soldiers from before that she picked up with her left hand and fired into the incoming enemies.

	Then, when what was basically her ammo rack on her side was shot, it exploded into a geyser of flames that completely covered the side of her body, burning her alive as she still refused to end her final stand.

	“I had no mercy for those who killed so many of my allies,” the current Valkyria said. “I had every intention of killing them until I no longer could. Even if I lost my other arm, I would have used my teeth.” The expression on her face… was kind of scary, honestly. It was one full of hatred for the enemies throwing themselves against her. However, it softened once the remaining arm of the past her was shot up to the point of uselessness. “But I couldn’t. I was no longer able to move no matter how much I wanted to.”

	Seeing that Valkyria could no longer fight back, and figuring that she must have been some sort of incredibly advanced weapon, the enemies decided to try and capture her. They stopped firing their weapons and charged at Valkyria while screaming at her in a language I couldn’t understand.

	But with the sound of engines coming from above and behind Valkyria, she lifted her head and smiled at those who planned on capturing her.

	Allied air support finally arrived. Knowing that the frontline already dissolved and that any friendlies had retreated, the allied bombers carpet bombed the entire battlefield to completely destroy the hostile forces.

	And Valkyria was caught within all of those explosions.

	The battlefield became one of smoke and dust obstructing the view, only the light of more explosions occasionally illuminating it as more bombers arrived to make sure that not a single enemy was left.

	Once the final bomb was dropped and the smoke had a chance to clear, the battlefield was nothing but the ruins of what was once a green field full of grass and flowers. Any bodies left on the field were so blown to pieces that nothing recognizable was left, and the only visible “corpses” around were those of the tanks and other vehicles that were destroyed on the field.

	And standing in the spot where Valkyria was last seen was a destroyed tank filled with holes from guns and tanks, blackened by fire, left utterly unrecognizable among all the other machine corpses on the field.

	Some of the men she rescued came onto the field once the bombs were done to look for her, shouting for her and desperately trying to find her, but none of them had any idea that they walked right by her. She was just… back in her original form and unable to do anything.

	“I was still alive,” Valkyria said, “but I was too tired to do anything. And perhaps it was selfish of me, but I wanted to take a long nap after that.”

	And so, a long nap ensued.

	Over the years, that blackened battlefield of mud, corpses, and debris turned into a grassy field once again. New trees started to grow and so did flowers. After enough years, the field became beautiful and filled to the brim with flowers growing on top of where so many died and all around the destroyed tanks still sitting there. Children from a local village even came to play in the field, climbing all over Valkyria and the other wrecked vehicles.

	After enough rust kicked in, she looked just like she did when I first met her.

	The “movie” ended showing her suddenly vanishing from the field of flowers, presumably to come here.

	“And now you have seen what really happened!” Valkyria said, standing up from her seat.

	That was when the dams broke open and most of the group swarmed her to hug her.

	“Ca-careful,” Valkyria said. “I would not want to fall over onto any of you.”

	“But! But you went through so much!” Delphi cried. “You need hugged! And soup! Soup will make you feel better!”

	“Worry not, Delphi. I assure you that I am in good condition now.”

	Somebody else who was crying just as much, to my surprise… was Lake. “Somebody—somebody who understands what it’s like! We’ve been through so much! We need to start a support group for weapons of war who have been turned into people!”

	“There, there. You can talk to me about all of what you have been through as well. I am sure you have not had it easy.”

	If there was one person who wasn’t reacting how I expected, though, it was Vala. Vala wasn’t crying or anything else. She was just sitting in her seat looking… disappointed?

	Since Valkyria was already being swarmed with love, I gave Vala my attention instead to ask, “Something wrong?”

	“Yeah,” Vala answered. “Where’s the happy ending?”

	“It… it was a war. War doesn’t exactly have happy endings. It just… ends.”

	“That’s not acceptable. Her crew said they would come back and find her… but we never saw them even look for her. What’s up with that? How—how could they promise something like that and never return for her?! Isn’t that screwed up?! If that was me, I never would have stopped looking for her! I would have gone back and looked all over the country for her!”

	“I don’t… know what to say. They probably had their reasons for not going back.”

	“Bull! If they really loved her, they would have gone back for her no matter what it took. After… after everything that Valkyria did for them,” Vala’s voice broke and the tears started to form, “and they didn’t even come back for her… what kind of ending is that?!”

	Vala stood up and wiped her arm over her eyes.

	“Going back in time to change things would get me in too much trouble,” Vala said, “but I can interfere with the present as much as I want. The documentary said some of the crew are still alive, so this isn’t over until we have a happy ending.”

	“Vala?” Valkyria asked. “What—what is it that you are going to do?”

	With a confident smile and red, teary eyes, Vala looked at Valkyria and dramatically pointed at her before saying, “Forcing the happy reunion to happen that everybody’s waiting for!”

	 


Chapter Nineteen

	 

	Despite just how obvious it was what Vala was going to do, Valkyria seemed to have no idea and kept on trying to ask the rest of us about her plans. But we figured that if not telling her would result in her getting a nice surprise visit, then why answer her?

	Plus, it was fun to tease her about how we knew something that she didn’t.

	But that aside, there was something else that I really didn’t expect to happen as a result of the day’s events, and that was… the bond that seemed to instantly form between Lake and Valkyria. Well, at the very least, it was a bond formed on Lake’s end directed at Valkyria. I wasn’t sure just how mutual it was, but Lake couldn’t stop talking about how they were going to have to go fishing and drinking together.

	Not many things were strange to me anymore, but it did feel a bit strange seeing a sword, who was at least a thousand years old, act all clingy and like a needy best friend to a tank.

	I think she just wanted somebody who she could relate to. She finally found somebody who went through things similar to her, so she got hyped up over it.

	Once Lake finally broke away from Valkyria’s side to go feed her pet wolf and cat, Valkyria came up to me and sighed. “Lake is… quite the woman.”

	“I would almost think she’s got a crush on you,” I said, “if I wasn’t concerned that she might only have that sort of interest in… well, anyways, how are you doing?”

	“I’m fine, why do you ask?”

	“Well, you did show us your memories, and you watched them. I saw that you were pretty… tense a few times during it.”

	“Ah. I must admit, it was not as easy to watch as I thought it would be. But… knowing that the future I fought for was the right one helps me manage. To be left in such a field of destruction, only for nature to return and children to play among it—I am confident in why I fought. I did what needed to be done—we all did. If we did not step up to defend the world against tyranny, then who would?”

	My mind immediately went to Vala as an answer. Given just how powerful she was and what she was capable of, wouldn’t she have been able to prevent that war if she wanted to? There were a whole lot of things she could have done for a huge variety of issues. But it wasn’t right of me to think that she owed anybody anything. Just because she had those capabilities did not mean she was complacent for not using them.

	Of course, that logic could be applied to a lot more than just an all-powerful dragon.

	But I wasn’t interested in getting too political, so I stopped that line of thought before I got too into it.

	“I can tell what you’re thinking,” Valkyria said.

	“Window reads my mind enough. Are you going to start, too?” I asked.

	She smiled and shook her head. “It is nothing as invasive as mind reading. It is simply… a feeling I get from you, and I only recognize it because I have thought about it myself.”

	“You have?”

	With a nod, Valkyria looked around at the lake, the mountains and forest in the distance, the flowers, and then up at the sky. “I was suddenly brought to this world without warning. From the moment of my arrival, I have witnessed countless things that do not make sense, and all of it is because of a single girl. Vala. She has the power to create an entire world like this and to make even the impossible possible. I must admit, during those first nights while I was alone with my thoughts, I often wondered where she was when so many of my companions were murdered. Why did so many people have to suffer? Why was such a cruel war ever allowed to happen when she could have simply ended it at any moment and forced everybody to get along? With her powers, I do not doubt for a moment that she could make the world an infinitely better place in nearly an instant. But… just because she has great power does not mean she has an equally great responsibility. Some may view her as selfish for her inaction, but would we not be just as selfish for wanting to use her for our own gain? Furthermore, she is a dragon, not a human—not a creation of humans, either. Our problems are our own, not hers. It is only right that we fix the problems we create for ourselves. To desire another to take responsibility for our own flaws is far more selfish than somebody wishing to stay uninvolved. If she was the one responsible for our issues, then that would be different, but she is not.”

	“Yeah, that’s more or less what I believe, too.”

	“Not to mention that even if she did, all she would be doing is slapping a bandage over a wound rather than addressing the root cause. She could prevent the bandage from ever being taken off by taking control—serving as humanity’s benevolent dictator. I genuinely believe the world would thrive if she ever does that, but again, it is not something we should ever expect of her. And even if she does that, it takes away our agency to choose a future for ourselves. Whether humanity leads itself down a path of cruelty or righteousness, it is a path nobody but itself has chosen for it. Vala’s intervention would be that of a god’s, and humanity, after everything it has been through, deserves to walk a path of freedom, even if great suffering accompanies every step of the path. As nice as it may be to sometimes imagine Vala taking control of the world, ending world hunger, making sure that no child ever has to starve again, preventing any future wars from breaking out—I can think of nothing more insulting to humanity’s potential and desire for free will. I am sure many would rather have such a dictator who treats us like infants in need of a guiding hand, but for her to step in after everything we sacrificed would feel like spitting on the graves of those we have lost.”

	“I get what you’re saying, and I don’t disagree, but… couldn’t somebody argue that that’s going into sunk cost territory? Or it’s like how some people believe that because others already had to fight and fix their own issues that it shouldn’t be made easier for the future generations because it’s not fair to those who had to do it on their own before them. It’s like that one train thing. Usually, it goes, ‘with a runaway train heading toward five people on the tracks, should you let it run them over or pull the lever so it only kills one person instead?’ But instead of that, we’re talking about a train on a track with a line of corpses behind it and a bunch of people still alive ahead of it. You can pull the lever to stop the train whenever you want, but some might believe that it would be unfair to the people who already got run over by it.” 

	“When you reduce it to such a simple issue, then I would agree that it is best to pull the lever and stop it from running anybody else over. But if all of life’s issues were so simple with such clear conditions, then we would not be having this discussion in the first place. Ultimately, I believe that the fate of humans should be left to humans. Whatever happens to them should be on behalf of nobody but themselves.”

	“What if they all got together and overwhelmingly voted for Vala, or anybody else for that matter, to become their new dictator?”

	“The rule of the majority is not always right. But, at the very least, voting on it would be better than it being forced upon them!”

	“Fair enough.”

	While I might have ended up getting dragged into thinking about that topic anyways, I remembered why Valkyria stood out to me from the beginning aside from her being—well, a tank. It was because of that aura of maturity and intelligence I could feel from her that I felt comfortable talking about more serious and thought-provoking topics with her.

	Not to insult anybody else, but… none of the others would be good partners for something like that, mainly because I was sure none of them had any interest in those sorts of things. Their interests and what they liked discussing were far more innocent and simpler, not that there was anything wrong with that.

	Even while me and Valkyria talked, it was like everybody else around purposely avoided coming anywhere near us since they didn’t want to get sucked into the conversation, too. Delphi, at one point, actually walked toward us, heard what Valkyria was saying while she was in the middle of talking, and looked dizzy and walked away.

	Even Window, who loved to always pop up and interrupt me, didn’t bother.

	“Playing devil’s advocate aside,” I said, “I agree. Maybe it makes me a selfish asshole, but I would rather have free will than have my life controlled by somebody else, even if they have my best intentions in mind.”

	Valkyria nodded. “I as well. Even if means more suffering in the future, I believe humanity deserves to forge its own path rather than have any higher power lay it out for them.”

	“Of course, now we’re saying that while we’re in a pretty privileged position where we never have to worry about anything ever again while everybody else still does.”

	“When you put it that way… it does make the two of us look rather selfish. Extremely so.”

	“But we both agree that Vala is no way responsible for everything humanity suffers through, and that nobody should fault her for not fixing everything with a snap of her fingers, right?”

	“Correct!”

	“And that humans should fix their own shit instead of depend on anybody else to do it.”

	“Right! Well, human-created machines such as myself also count.”

	“Alright. So, humans and living tanks should fix their issues on their own.”

	“Better!”

	“So, while we shouldn’t expect Vala to do anything, we can still expect ourselves to do something. We also just so happen to have a potentially perverted mailbox who can send anything to anybody all over the world.”

	“I… think I may like where you are going with this?”

	“What I’m thinking is this. Because Luca is half human, and she has all the powers of her mother, and her mother has basically been given all the powers of Vala, that means I can ask Luca to spawn me a USB drive featuring every single government secret there is. It can also feature information on all sorts of shady deals, corrupt politicians and CEOs, and so on. Basically, a USB that features all the secrets and corruption the world has to offer, then then I’ll have Postia mail it to every human in existence. Then we can go back to enjoying our peaceful lives here while not feeling burdened by having power and doing nothing with it. Whatever people do with all that information after it’s revealed—well, that’s up to them and their choice to make.”

	“But… aren’t you worried that would be far too much information dumped on them all at once?”

	I shrugged. “That’s for them to deal with.”

	“And… should we really involve Luca?”

	“She’s half-human and it would be as simple as snapping her fingers, so it’s alright. Oh, and I should have Postia include a drawing of a penis with every drive.”

	“Why… why a penis?”

	“Because it’s funny.”

	Just because I enjoyed serious conversation topics that extended beyond games and food didn’t mean that I didn’t still find enjoyment in drawings of penises. I was every bit as immature as the others, I just also had an interest in mature topics every now and then, too.

	“This is why I love you,” a voice aside from Valkyria’s said.

	It was Vala’s voice.

	With a snap of her fingers, Vala appeared out of thin air next to me and Valkyria.

	“How—how long have you been there for?” I asked.

	“The whole time,” Vala answered. “But I didn’t want to interrupt, so I hid myself. Anyways… I have some things I could say about everything you talked about, but that’s boring compared to what I could do instead.”

	Valkyria then spoke up to say, “I—I apologize for talking about you without even realizing you were there. I feel so rude now…”

	“Pffftttt, no biggie. Like I said, I hid myself on purpose! If anything, I’m the rude one for listening in, but I couldn’t resist since you were talking about me and being all philosophical and stuff. Anyways! I’m not the only one who was listening in.”

	Me and Valkyria both tilted our heads as Vala snapped her fingers once again, revealing three women, all old and covered in wrinkles, standing behind her.

	They were immediately recognizable as the women who were shown at the end of the documentary earlier—the real, living women who participated in the war… and served as Valkyria’s crew.

	Valkyria gasped and held her hands over her mouth at the sight of them, and it didn’t take long for her eyes to well up with tears as she struggled to even say anything.

	And of the women, it was the one I recognized as Eliza, Valkyria’s former commander, who looked at me with a cocky smile and asked, “Penises, huh? Corruption leaks and penises to every mailbox in the world. Sounds like a good time to me, kid. You’ll let this old lady in on that, won’t you?”

	I already liked her. “I’ll draw the dick, you draw the pubes?”

	“Hah! I like this boy.”

	I wasn’t the only one getting attention, of course. One of the other women, the driver who was named Martha in the documentary but referred to as Marmar in Valkyria’s memories, waddled up to Valkyria with a cane to support her steps as she wore a wide grin on her wrinkled face. “You look as—”

	Her dentures popped out.

	Marmar looked at her false set of teeth on the ground, up at Valkyria, and then burst out laughing which caused the whole crew, Valkyria included, to laugh.

	“You—you all became so beautiful,” Valkyria said, wiping away some of her tears whenever she wasn’t laughing. “It delights me to no end that you’re still alive. But…” There were only three women. Her crew had four in both the documentary and her memories. “What about Linda?”

	Eliza stepped forward to answer her. “Passed away just last month. Cancer took her. But rest assured, she had the biggest, most loving family you could ever imagine. She passed with a smile surrounded by dozens of grandchildren.”

	“That… that is good to hear, at least. I wish I could have seen her sooner, but—”

	While Valkyria and the others talked, I noticed that there was somebody who wasn’t enjoying the reunion as much as I thought she would, and that was Vala.

	Vala almost looked like she wanted to jump in with another “I can make it happen” type of moment when Valkyria said that she wished she could have seen the fourth crewmember again, but she bit her lip and remained silent instead.

	I couldn’t help but to think that our discussion about Vala and her powers might have affected her. I had no doubt that Vala could probably pull out some necromantic powers to bring the final crewmember back to life, but a line to the use of her powers had to be drawn somewhere.

	Even though Vala sounded happy about me and Valkyria’s beliefs about her, I could tell that she wasn’t sold on her responsibilities or rightful lack thereof herself.

	That was why I spoke up and said, “It’s been decades since you four got to see each other, so we’re going to give you some privacy and let you talk among yourselves.”

	Valkyria finally stopped crying and nodded to me before looking at the others and saying, “Let’s go inside. I’ll brew some coffee for us! And… I’ll rinse off those dentures, too.”

	Marmar looked up at Valkyria with an empty-mouthed smile and slowly followed her to the house alongside Eliza and the third woman.

	As for Vala, she looked up at me and asked, “Do—do we really have to talk about this? This is supposed to be a cutesy slice-of-life that doesn’t take itself seriously and never deals with serious topics, you know… it might kill the vibe for some people if we have a serious talk about these things. This chapter is already probably going to make people complain about how we should just stick to the simple stuff instead of dealing with any serious issues…”

	“Am I supposed to care about what anybody other than us thinks?” I asked. “You’re my girlfriend. No matter what expectations anybody else might have, I’m going to talk to you about what’s on your mind so that you can feel better. So, let’s go on a walk in the forest like the old days. You can even sit on my shoulders so I can feel your thighs around my head again. It’s been too long.”

	“But… just the other night—”

	“I mean in an innocent way.”

	“O-oh. But… is it really innocent if you enjoy it as much as you do?”

	“No, but it’s more innocent.” I crouched down with my back to her and patted my shoulders. “Alright. On you go.”

	“It’s… kind of embarrassing when you say it like that.”

	“Vala, I order you to sit on my shoulders and squeeze my head between your thighs.”

	Vala, with just a hint of red coloring her cheeks, smiled and giggled. “Have I mentioned how you’re the best boyfriend ever? You’re too good at cheering me up. It should be illegal.”

	“Make it illegal and that’ll just make me a repeat offender.”

	“You’re so cheesy… I love you.”

	“I love you, too. Now, thighs. Let me feel them around my head.”

	Vala giggled some more before following my order and sitting down behind my head, letting her legs rest over my shoulders with her thighs pressing against the sides of my head. “Is this good enough?”

	“I could stay like this for the rest of my life.”

	With that, I stood up, my dragon girlfriend riding my shoulders, and turned toward the forest.

	 


Chapter Twenty

	 

	Me and Vala walked into the forest together—or rather, I did all the walking. All she did was sit on my shoulders and press her thighs against the sides of my head, which was exactly what I wanted her to do.

	It was nostalgic. Even though it wasn’t that long ago that we last went into the forest together, it felt like a ton of time had passed since then.

	But, unfortunately, it was hard to really enjoy it given that I knew something was wrong.

	“Alright, Vala,” I said. “You’re the one with something going on here, so it’s on you to start talking about it.”

	Vala sighed from above me and replied, “But can’t we just be a cute, happy couple in the forest instead of making me go into some lengthy exposition about boring stuff?”

	“Nope.”

	Vala made some pretty adorable grumbling noises after that. But, ultimately, she gave in. “If… if I have to. Alright. So, umm… basically… I’m uh… kind of… you know… a queen.”

	“Like the royalty kind or the modern sassy kind?”

	“The—the royalty kind.”

	“Makes sense.”

	“Does it? I—I thought you would be more surprised.”

	“Well, Window used to refer to you as the queen, and you’d even jokingly refer to yourself as a queen sometimes, plus you turning out to be a legitimate queen isn’t even crazy enough to make the list for unbelievable things in this universe, so it’s not that surprising.”

	“Oh. That—that makes sense.”

	“So, what are you the queen of?”

	“Ah, well, umm… kind of… ev-everything?”

	“Now we’re getting into unbelievable, crazy territory.”

	“You see… there’s an… order of sorts. In the universe. At the very top of that order is… us. Dragons. If you believe the stories we’ve been passing down for pretty much forever… we’ve been around since before the first stars were. There is nothing more ancient or powerful than dragons.”

	“Narcissistic much?”

	“I—I’m not trying to sound like that! But… it’s true. That’s why I can do… well, all of this. Why I can make this entire pocket universe. Something like this is easy to me and would be easy to any dragon, even newborn dragons.”

	“The idea of a bunch of baby dragons flying around the universe wielding your powers is terrifying.”

	“Heh. Well… don’t worry. It’s because we’re so powerful that most dragons hate having kids. It’s… only really done out of necessity, and most wait until they are in their final few giga-annum before even thinking about having kids.”

	“The heck is a giga-annum?”

	“You know, it’s like a century but for a billion years.”

	“So… dragons typically live for billions of years?”

	“Yeah.”

	“You’re a lot older than just a few thousand years old, aren’t you?”

	“N-no comment. Anyways… there are a bunch of different dragon lineages, but there’s only one royal one that has always ruled, and that’s… the one I belong to.”

	“I love you, but you don’t strike me as royalty in any way.”

	“That’s—that’s what I’m getting to. Both being a dragon and being royalty… I don’t want to be either of those. You see, most dragons are… even more extreme than what humans think they are like. A lot of what humans think dragons are like are inspired by me. Greedy, haughty, narcissistic, powerful, sleeping in mountains and taking tribute from people—you humans ended up taking those aspects and really focusing on them until you reached what modern people believe dragons are supposed to be like, but… they’re nowhere near as extreme as how most dragons really are. And I hate it. Like… I’ve read manga and stories and stuff on the internet that have dragons, and people always complain whenever the dragons don’t act like what they expect dragons to be like. They say a real dragon should be all… confident, so powerful that they don’t consider anything beneath them a threat, greedy… people complain when you have like an anime dragon girl who basically just acts like a normal girl but looks slightly like a dragon, but why? Why can’t she just be the way she wants to be? Why does she have to fit into some specific mold in order to be a real dragon? Because dragons traditionally fit into some mold that they refuse to break? Screw that. And it’s even worse because most dragons would agree with those gatekeepers. My… my dad, if he found out how some humans depict dragons… he would make it so that there is no trace of Earth having ever existed.”

	“Like the people who draw dragons fucking cars?”

	“Those—those too. Oh, and since you brought that up… one, dragons having any kind of sex is… basically blasphemous. Mainly because dragons—real dragons, since so many humans care about what a ‘real’ dragon is and all that stuff, don’t even have any genitalia. We reproduce through a sort of… sharing of consciousnesses. When two dragons have finally decided that they’re ready to have kids, they basically link their souls together and create a new soul that takes from both of theirs. Doing this shortens their lifespans even more which is why they like to wait a long time to do it, too. But yeah. Dragons don’t even have any sex organs and, even if they did, they would consider something as hedonistic as sex to be beneath them.”

	“You’re crushing the hopes of everybody who wants to fuck a dragon.”

	“Yeah, well, the cool people can lewd fictional dragons as much as they want. It’s only the people who complain about what a real dragon is and try to gatekeep it that I don’t like.”

	“But what about you? I mean, we’ve had sex.”

	“Yeah, but with this body, not my true form. I can make this body look like and have whatever I want. I mean, technically, I could add… parts to my true form, but they wouldn’t be real, just like how this body isn’t.”

	“Fair enough.” Seeing as how she was still on my shoulders with her thighs around my head, and my hands on her thighs, I gave her thighs a few extra squeezes. “I prefer this body over your true form. No offense.”

	Vala giggled and little and repaid me by squeezing her thighs even tighter around my head for a few seconds. “You’re supposed to, so that’s okay. My true form isn’t cute at all. Being a cute girl is way better than being some giant dragon covered in scales.”

	“Your real form is badass, though.”

	“But I want to be cute, not badass. And that… kind of takes me to my next point. You see, normally… dragons only have one child, because they believe that child is perfect. After all, a dragon can never do anything bad. Nothing they do is short of perfection. It’s impossible for them to make mistakes. That’s… what most of them believe.”

	“Don’t you have a big sister?”

	“I’m—I’m getting there. So… because they normally only ever have one child… it would usually be that child in my family’s case that becomes the next ruler. But my sister was… corrupted.”

	“Corrupted?”

	“Yeah. Not in the hentai way, either. Well, actually… it kind of is in the hentai way considering that it’s an eldritch tentacle monster that did it to her… just not sexually. Anyways, dragons aren’t the only ancient beings in the universe. There are others almost as powerful as us who have always hated us, not that I can blame them considering we’ve basically forced our rule over anything and everything since the start of time. Anyways, as perfect as dragons like to think they are… they’re not. Umm, long story short, my sister got tricked, had her soul corrupted, may or may not have wiped out three universes, and then almost killed our parents before they were able to stop her and purify her soul.”

	“Wait, wait wait. There’s a lot there to think about. Three universes?”

	“You know the big bang theory? And how the universe is always expanding and stuff?”

	“Yeah?”

	“Well, that’s basically what happens all the time. Except there are countless different universes. Each universe is like a bubble, and the space between them is infinite nothingness. Don’t ask me how, but the space between each universe also continues to grow while the universes themselves are growing, so it’s impossible for one universe to ever actually bump into another one. Even we don’t know how that works. But yeah, flying between universes isn’t really a problem for us. Just takes a few million years. It’s really boring, though.”

	“So… you’re not even from the same universe?”

	“N-no comment since that would help you figure out how old I might be.”

	“You’re not at all obvious, don’t worry.”

	She squeezed my head again with her thighs. She might have been doing that as a light little punishment of sorts for what I said, but it was nothing but a reward to me. “Anyways… my big sister was supposed to be next heir, got corrupted, may or may not have become the biggest war criminal throughout all of history and across all known universes against her will due to eldritch mind soul corruption stuff, got her soul purified, and was declared to not be suitable for being the next ruler for allowing herself to get corrupted in the first place. Basically… my parents, the most stubborn, arrogant, and narcissistic dragons there are… decided that their daughter was not perfect, and so they made me. I’m the first royal dragon in history to ever have a sibling. And because my sister isn’t ‘perfect’ to them, she’s not ‘worthy’ of being the next ruler, so… I’m supposed to be the next one.”

	“What about your big sister? I mean, after they… purified her soul or whatever, what happened?”

	“She’s basically my parents’ slave now. She has to do anything and everything they demand no matter how degrading it might be, and she… even though I can tell how much it hurts her… she listens. She genuinely believes she deserves the punishment. Even though none of it was her fault… she refuses to stand up for herself. What’s the opposite of a victim complex? A guilty complex? I don’t know, but she has the ultimate complex in the universe about believing she’s horrible and worthy of nothing but serving my parents as their slave. Seeing her like that… is why I am the way that I am. She made a mistake. She’s not perfect. Even though she was made by my parents, who consider themselves the most perfect beings in the universe, she still messed up. If she could make a mistake, then anybody can, and… because of their punishment for her, I know what’s going to happen to me if I ever make a mistake, too. Besides… when the universes are ruled by parents who are willing to treat their first daughter like that… then I don’t care about continuing their legacy. So, I ran away. I tried getting my sister to come with me, but she refused and instead let herself be ordered to try and capture me.”

	Vala took a deep breath, and I could tell just how upset she was thinking of her sister as she talked about her. She really loved her sister, and it hurt her that she couldn’t help her.

	“My parents, the rest of the dragons, and most people who know about dragons, and even my sister… all believe that dragons are supposed to act certain ways. But I don’t want to. I want to be free to live life however I want without caring about anybody’s expectations for me! I don’t care about being the queen of reality or anything like that! I just want to be me, and the me I want to be is a cute, lazy dragon girl who plays video games and lets everybody else do all the hard work for me while I pay them back by being cute and giving them fanservice! But really… what I want more than anything else is to live in a happy, peaceful world where everybody gets along and nobody is ever sad. Everybody is free to live however they want and we’re all just happy and having fun together.”

	“I’d say you’re doing a great job of that so far,” I said. “Why are you upset? I mean, isn’t that exactly what we’ve got?”

	“Because… I really am a dragon in the end, no matter how much I try to fight against it. I’m just being selfish. I have this pocket universe for us where we’re all happy, and before this I had my mountain where I only ever asked for some entertaining tribute or snacks every decade, but… there are so many people across the universes who live short, miserable lives full of suffering. I have the power to change that. I could make everybody happy if I wanted to. I could literally erase sadness from existence. But the more I use my powers… like if I use my powers to bring back even one person from the dead… the more I give myself away. My sister would be able to find me and take me back to our parents, and they would make sure I’m never able to get away from them again… at least until they die, but I don’t know if I would still be the same me by the time that happens. They would do everything in their power to mess around with my soul to make me ‘perfect’ since they refuse to admit that they’ve had two ‘imperfect’ daughters.”

	I was starting to understand the problem.

	“But… if I really want everybody to be happy… shouldn’t I just… give up? Shouldn’t I let them take me back and pretend to play the role of the perfect daughter for a few more billion years until I’m really the queen, and then make all the changes I want after they’re dead?”

	“Wait,” I said. “I thought you already were queen?”

	“Oh. Uh, I’m probably being confusing. Sorry. I’m… technically the queen. It’s tradition that the parents retire to let their child be in charge during their final years, and then they basically serve as advisors to their child. But the truth is… they basically continue to rule through their child until their death. I’m the queen in name, and most who know about the higher order of things believe I’m in charge, but it’s my parents who are actually still running things. And the older a dragon is, the more powerful they are. Anything I do to resist them can effortlessly be overturned by them. Even if I made like, a universal broadcast exposing the truth of the situation to everybody in existence, they would be able to wipe that from everybody’s memories with the same amount of effort it takes to wiggle your finger.”

	“So, you’re the queen, but they’re still running things through you. What’s the point of making you the queen before they die then?”

	Vala shrugged. “Tradition, I guess. I don’t even think they know. It’s just… how things have always been, and dragons… don’t like to question tradition, because something perfect shouldn’t need questioned. But if I had to guess… I would say it’s so that they can ‘train’ their heir while also basically… I don’t know if it makes sense, but to set a foundation for their reputation? Like… to let everybody see that things are going to remain the same regardless of who is in charge. Everything remains as it has always been at first because, yeah, it’s the parents still in charge behind the new ruler. And then when the parents die, by that point, the child has basically been trained to think and behave exactly like them, so things still stay the same as always, and this never changes. Oh, and also, I guess if they rule things from behind the curtains, then when the new ruler gets praised for being perfect and living up to expectations and stuff, they basically get to take it as a compliment to themselves. Uh… dragon society in general is really… really narcissistic.”

	I understood what she was saying, but most of it still sounded nonsensical in the way that I just couldn’t relate to in the slightest. Then again, when dealing with a culture that came from a literal different universe, I wasn’t going to be too disappointed in my failing comprehension of things.

	“So,” I said, “let me get this straight. I’m just focusing on you here because the rest of that stuff doesn’t matter to me. The reason you’re upset is because you want everybody to be happy and free just like you are here. But the more you use your powers, the more you give away your position to your sister who’s hunting you. And if you get caught or willingly return to be the queen, you’re just going to be used as a tool by your parents who are actually still in control. And their deaths might still be billions of years away. If and when they do die, and you finally have the true freedom needed to do whatever you want and to help everybody, then you’re afraid you might be so changed at that point that you’re no longer the same, cute dragon girl you are right now.”

	“Yeah… basically,” Vala answered. “Which ultimately… makes me just like a dragon. Because I’m being selfish and only caring about myself. But I don’t want to be like a dragon. I just want to be me. And even when I think about how I would make everybody happy, like removing sadness, making everybody friends with each other, removing capitalism, getting rid of war, and all that other stuff… I would just be forcing my own preferences onto everybody else, which is exactly what dragons have always done. Nobody would really be free, they would just be living in a universe that I personally deem is acceptable for them. So it’s… no matter what I do, I lose. The only way for me to get anywhere close to winning is to sit here and do nothing but play vidya all day. You know, the only winning move is to not play.”

	“But not ‘playing’ makes you feel irresponsible and guilty.”

	“Yeah. I mean… I’m officially the queen of… everything. No matter how much I might dislike it… no matter how much I might love and appreciate everybody here… when you try to be objective about it… isn’t being the queen of reality more important?”

	“Come on, Vala. That? From you? Miss, ‘love is the most powerful thing in the universe and can even reverse entropy!’ Are you really the same person?”

	“What I’m trying to convince myself is true isn’t the same as what is actually true…”

	“Fuck that. You’re a dra—no, you’re Vala. And the Vala I know is somebody who can make anything possible. There is nothing you can’t do. You can make love the most powerful thing in the universe if you want to. I know you can.”

	“But… how would I even do that? Not to mention there’s nothing more powerful than my parents. As long as they’re alive, then they’ll always be able to overrule anything I do.”

	“Then all we have to do is create something—somebody even more powerful than them.”

	“What? How—how would we do that?”

	“It’s easy,” I paused and tilted my head back to look up at her face since I didn’t want to miss her reaction to what I was about to say. “We make a kid.”

	I was right to look up at her since her face turned pure red when she heard that. “How—how would that fix anything?!”

	“You have ‘fuck you’ level of powers that let you basically create an entire pocket universe whenever you want. Also, if we look at Luca, she inherited all of her powers from Window when she came into existence. You gave Window access to a bunch of your powers, and now Luca has those powers independent of you.”

	“That’s—that’s true. I have no idea how that even works… she shouldn’t have those powers without me giving them to her.”

	“So, Window might only be artificially powerful since she just taps into your own powers, but Luca is genuinely powerful all on her own.”

	“That really doesn’t make sense…”

	“Nothing does and fuck anybody who tries to make it make sense. Moving on, if we have a kid, then we have to do it like dragons, right? You basically take parts of our souls and combine them?”

	“Yeah… but, umm… problem. I… I really want to have kids with you, a whole bunch, but… I’m… pretty sure it’s impossible. If we try to have kids… then your entire soul would probably get absorbed in the process and you would stop existing.”

	“I won’t.”

	“But… you would.”

	“I won’t.”

	“How can you be so sure?”

	“Because while you have ‘fuck you’ level powers, I have ‘fuck you’ level stubbornness. We’re going to take our souls and use them to create a kid of our own. Our kid is going to inherit all of your powers, all of my stubbornness, and all of our love. Basically, we’re going to create, as you and Window would put it, Love-chan, and they’re going to be the living proof that love is more powerful than even the most ancient of dragons. Or entropy. Whichever is stronger.”

	“Drake, that sounds insane.”

	“And?”

	“I’m… not doing that. No matter how stubborn you are, your soul… is, no offense, like microscopic compared to mine. If my soul is as dense as a black hole, yours is as dense as a neutron… or quark, or whatever the smallest microscopic thing is. Our kid would be like 99.9999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999% me, and then the rest would be you, and it would consume your entire soul just to make up that tiny fraction of a percent.”

	“Don’t underestimate my stubbornness,” I said while lifting Vala off my shoulders to set her down on the ground. The next moment, I lifted my shirt up and off over my head.

	“Wha—what are you doing?” Vala asked, her cheeks reddening again as I stripped.

	“Getting naked. We’re making a kid.”

	“I—I told you that it won’t work!”

	“You know, Luca isn’t the only person that inspired this idea. I have watched some anime before. Just, as a casual, normal person. I had no idea how obsessed some people get with it. Anyways, there was this one sci-fi series where aliens from a higher dimension come to Earth to uplift them basically. All-powerful aliens basically on par with gods. And how are the aliens defeated? By one of the good aliens having a baby with a human. By having a kid with the human, the kid inherited all of the mother’s powers while being more in tune or something with the universe thanks to the human father, allowing her more control over the universe they were in than what the aliens had. The aliens were still more powerful in general, but they were weaker than her even if it was just in that one universe. Most people thought it was an extremely stupid ending that made no sense and complained about how it totally ruined the show, but I liked it. It was the only anime I ever watched in its entirety.”

	“How many episodes was it?”

	“Twelve.”

	“Such a casual…”

	“But the important thing is this. In this pocket universe of yours, you get to make all the rules. When me and Window had Luca, Luca inherited powers that she shouldn’t even be able to have. I don’t know if her powers apply outside of this universe since I don’t think she used them while we were on Earth, but it’s undeniable that she’s basically the second most powerful being in this universe now, only you being ahead of her. Window doesn’t count because she’s just using your powers.”

	“You’re bullying Window even during this.”

	“She exists to be bullied. Also, it’s technically true. Without borrowing powers from you, she’s powerless. Am I wrong?”

	“No…”

	“Then I’m right. Also, I bet no dragon in history has ever had kids with somebody else before if they’re as stubborn as they sound.”

	“Not… not that I know of. But that’s because it’d also be impossible!”

	“Nothing is impossible with you. If there is anything you have proven to me, it’s that.”

	“But the impossible only seems possible to you because it’s been me using my powers to make it possible! I—I can’t use my powers to make something beyond my control possible!”

	I pulled down my pants, leaving me in only my boxers. “Then it’s a good thing you’ve got me and my Dragon Slayer here. With our help, we’ll make what’s impossible for you possible. After all, it’s not fair if you’re the only one making impossible things possible around here.”

	Vala stared straight into my eyes and blinked a few times. “Did… did you just call… it… your Dragon Slayer?”

	“I am Drake Hunter, after all.”

	“Drake… I’m serious. Besides, this sort of thing is something that would be best left for the end of the volume because of how serious it is. We still have things to do! You can’t just have the climax of a volume happen this early without a bunch of chapters leading up to it first!”

	“Fuck the rules. We’re doing this so that we can go right back to normal afterward anyways.”

	“Are you… really willing to risk dying for this plan that you don’t even know might work?”

	“I know it’ll work.”

	“I don’t get how you can be so sure…”

	“As you and Window would say, ‘this isn’t that kind of story.’ Our story isn’t the kind of story that’s going to have some sad ending where a plan fails and I end up dead. Our story is the kind of impossible story that makes no sense, has an incredibly niche audience because we’re too random and nonsensical for most people to give a shit about, and it’s a story full of love, happiness, fun, and random bullshit that spits in the face of logic and realism. I genuinely believe—no, I know that nothing is impossible with you. That’s why I know that if I decide to have a kid with you who we’re going to name Love-chan as the embodiment of love who is more powerful than even your parents, then it’s going to work, because that’s the kind of story we’re living.”

	“I… I think I’ve misled you about how much of the impossible is actually possible.”

	“Then prove me wrong. Also, there’s one other thing I know that gives me confidence.”

	Vala tilted her head. “What?”

	“If this was really impossible, you would be outright refusing me no matter what because you would never genuinely risk my life for anything. The fact that you’re entertaining this idea at all is all the proof that I need to know that you’re not sure it’s impossible. You’re scared it’s impossible, but you don’t actually believe it is a hundred percent impossible. And even if there’s a ninety-nine percent chance of it being impossible, that still leaves us a single percentage to prove it’s possible.”

	“Why… why would you even risk that for me? You know, we could just ignore this and probably be fine here for millions of years without any problems. There’s no need to risk yourself for something that isn’t even a pressing issue…”

	“What kind of stupid question is that? You’re my girlfriend. Something is upsetting you. I can tell this is something that’s going to eat away at you for all of time until it’s dealt with. You’re never going to be able to feel truly, fully relaxed and guilt-free until we deal with this. So, I’m going to fix it for you, because I love you and I selfishly want to see you happy. Also, knocking you up sounds like it would really piss your parents off, and they sound like the exact kind of assholes who I love to piss off and put in their place.”

	Vala looked like she was trying not to cry for most of our conversation, but she couldn’t hold back her tears at that point as she smiled and even laughed a little. “But—but aren’t there some ethical concerns about bringing a kid into the universe just to basically use them as a weapon against my parents?”

	“One, our kid is going to be a shield, not a weapon. Two, if our kid really does inherit all of my stubbornness, then they’re probably going to want to be used as a weapon to put some old assholes in their place. Also, tree or rock?”

	“Tree… or rock?”

	“Yeah. Which would you rather be fucked against?”

	Vala turned red once again. “You—you really are trying to raise our age rating!”

	“That doesn’t answer the question.”

	“Then—then… against… against the tree…”

	“Against the tree it is. You ready to make the truly impossible truly possible and make a kid that is going to have the ultimate combination of ‘fuck you’ powers and stubbornness to make even your parents look weak in comparison, all with the power of love?”

	“If this doesn’t work… you’re going to die.”

	“And if it does work, you’re going to finally be free from your guilt and worry.”

	“We—we don’t even have a plan other than make a kid…”

	“We’ll figure everything else out afterward.”

	Vala still looked worried, but she sighed and nodded. “A-alright. Umm… I’m—I’m sorry in advance if I absorb your entire soul…”

	“My soul would never let itself get absorbed. After all, if it did, it wouldn’t get to enjoy its cute dragon girlfriend anymore.”

	“You’re so cheesy…”

	“And horny. Even though I know I won’t die, there’s something exciting about sex being so risky that it might result in death. Maybe I’m a masochist.”

	“Reminding me of the risk just kills the mood instead!”

	“Then allow me to introduce you to the Dragon Licker, the Dragon Slayer’s smaller but just-as-energetic sibling, to help you get back into the mood.” I made sure to stick my tongue out for a wiggle after saying that.

	“I… I don’t know how to feel about hearing that making me excited again…”

	“I hope you appreciate it, because I’m never saying anything that stupid again, and there is no way we’re ever letting anybody else know that I said that.”

	Fortunately, we weren’t in an actual story. Otherwise, the fact that I said that would forever be written down on the page of a book somewhere.

	That aside, it was time to make a kid—not just a kid, but the living representation of love, with Vala.

	It was time to make the truly impossible truly possible.

	 


Chapter Twenty-One

	 

	“What—what happened to Master?!” Delphi shouted as she ran up to me. It was… kinda easy to understand why she was freaking out considering that I was carrying Drake on my back and all that. Carrying a passed-out Drake wasn’t something that I think any of them saw me do before.

	“He’s fine,” I said and poked his cheek, causing him to grumble and shake his head a little. “See? He’s still alive… somehow.”

	“Umm… Master, what do you mean by somehow?”

	I looked directly into Delphi’s eyes while I tried to figure out how much detail I should go into.

	A… a lot happened after the last chapter ended.

	But while I was thinking about how much detail I should go into… my eyes naturally drifted downward like always whenever I was talking to Delphi.

	Her boobs were seriously OP looking. So big… so soft… I wanted to knead them like a kitten all day. Seeing them also really made me consider turning myself into a guy every now and then just so that I could… enjoy them in ways that using a girl’s body couldn’t.

	Would turning myself into a guy for a chapter or two make readers upset? Hmm. You never know. There have been lots of times on the internet where I’d look at the comments or reviews for something. It’s always totally okay if a guy has a harem of like a hundred waifus who are all expected to love and share him, but if you add even one guy, or potentially even just one person with a penis into that group, then suddenly it’s cuckolding and netorare and blah blah blah. One man can have sex with a hundred girls and it’s okay, but it’s totally cheating and bad if a girl has sex with two guys, even if they’re all part of the same relationship.

	Hmm.

	Trigger a bunch of kids on the internet who can’t handle a dragon girl temporarily turning into a guy to do lewd things with the protagonist’s waifus, or stick to only ever being a waifu and not getting bad reviews and losing money…

	I’ll talk to Drake about it. His opinion is the only one I really care about anyways. If it’d make him feel insecure for me to turn into a guy for a day, I won’t. But if he doesn’t mind, then I am totally doing it.

	I wonder if he’d be up for trying some stuff with me while I’m a guy…

	Hmm.

	Actually, the thought of yaoi fanservice where he pins me against the wall, without actually doing anything lewd to me, is even hotter than the idea of actually doing anything lewd as two guys. I just want him to tease me, and I want to get to tease him, without actually getting lewd.

	Since I’ve never done it before… doing anything lewd as a guy with Drake… would probably be too embarrassing. It would be like a noobie tennis player going up against a lifelong tennis player for a match. At least with the other girls, it’d be like being a noobie tennis player, AKA me, versus people who have no interest or experience in playing tennis at all, AKA the other girls.

	I wonder how hot I would be as a guy.

	Hot dragon husband Vala.

	Wait, should I change names temporarily if I turn into a guy?

	What would a masculine Vala be?

	Uh…

	Valk? Valan? Valar? I think I like Valan. Valan, the hot dragon husband who is a super seductive tease whenever he’s not being lazy sleeping and playing vidya games.

	The more I think about Valan, the more I want to turn Drake into Valan instead of turning myself into Valan.

	I wonder if Drake would let me turn him into a dragon guy.

	Then again, after what he just pulled off in the forest and lived through… he—he’s already on the same level as a dragon even if he isn’t one… somehow…

	Seriously, what’s with him?

	Both him and Vivi… they’re way too amazing to be just normal humans. Besides, as far as I know, nobody else has ever been like them and had the ability to communicate with the souls of inanimate objects. Not even me, a dragon, could talk to Lake or Valkyria in their true forms. But Drake and Vivi…

	Are they really just human?

	And that’s without even considering that what we just did in the forest should have absolutely 100000000000% killed him. Sure, he passed out at the end of it… but he survived.

	But if him and Vivi aren’t humans… what are they? They would have to be something that even dragons don’t know about… and it shouldn’t be possible for anything to exist that we don’t know about.

	Gah! It makes even less sense than water in fire!

	Heh.

	I wonder how many people will get that reference.

	Oh, and while I’m on the topic of confused doggo girls, Delphi has been trying to get my attention this entire time while I’ve just been blatantly staring down into her cleavage.

	What can I say? Delphi’s boobs are the type of boobs that can make a dragon think about life and things and stuff. Because the more you get lost in thought, the longer you can stare at her boobs for and then use the excuse, “Sorry, I got distracted thinking about something,” which is exactly what I just said to her.

	“Master… if you want to stare… at my chest… you can do it without coming up with excuses,” Delphi replied.

	“But it’s true. I usually do get lost in thought looking at your boobs. On purpose, but it still counts.”

	Delphi let out a worried sigh and then poked Master’s—I mean, Drake’s cheek herself.

	…

	I wonder how he’d react if I called him “Master” like the doggo sisters do.

	I… I kinda want to. But wait, it wouldn’t be the same if I just call him that out of nowhere. I want him to push me down against the bed and order me to call him that! Ah… that’d be the best. I wonder if I should start dropping hints about wanting him to completely dominate me…

	Well, he basically just did dominate me, but only my soul. I—I want him to dominate my body, too! It doesn’t count if all he dominates is my soul!

	But it was really hot, too. I had no idea that having my soul overwhelmed and put in its place like that could feel so good…

	I—I have to stop thinking about it. Even the thought of it is almost enough to make me—

	Stop it, Vala!

	Think of the rating!

	Bad dragon!

	Heh.

	Bad dragon.

	I bet a lot of people will get that reference.

	You filthy degenerates.

	Huehehehehe.

	But seriously I need to somehow get Drake to put a collar around my neck and dominate me while forcing me to call him Master. Sure, just being a responsible adult and talking to him about my interests and asking him to do that for me would be the most obvious thing to do, but that’s not the same! I want him to feel the need to do it to me all on his own!

	Maybe I should start acting bratty around him so he wants to put me in my place?

	Ooh. That might work.

	Wait!

	Clawdia!

	I’ll have Clawdia teach me! He carries her away and puts her in her place all the time! And we always hear her meowling and stuff the entire time!

	Heh. It’s hot getting to listen to all of the, “Nyaaahn, Master!~” noises that come out from the house whenever he goes to “punish” her.

	But I want that to be me sometimes, too!

	Alright. Once Drake is back to being the narrator, I’ll begin my plan.

	Operation: Tsundere Dragon Brat.

	I’m going to be a bratty tsundere until he puts me in his place and—

	“Vala…” Drake grumbled. “I… love you…”

	HTERHTER AHHH MY HEART.

	“Dr-Drake?” I asked. “Are you awake? Should—should we switch back to you narrating?”

	He snored in response.

	So… he just mumbled that… in his sleep.

	Even in his dreams… he’s talking about loving me?

	HBGTTWSEDHGB5TREWSHBNTRESDHBNTRESDFHBTRESDHBTREGSDHBTRESDFHBTRSEHTREDHTBREDHSBTERWDHBTREDHTBREH5BTREWHG543EWHBT54E3WHGBT5E4HBGT4EHB4EH4TEHG5RTW34EGHB5RT34WEHG5BWR4EHG45Q3YG44R3QWO9IEYGH45R3QWEYGO5R3IULWQEUHTYG4OLQ3WTGQ

	AHHHHHHHHHHHHHH.

	HE’S TOO PERFECT.

	I WANT TO DIE.

	I WANT TO SPOIL AND PAMPER THE HECK OUT OF HIM.

	HOW IS IT POSSIBLE FOR ONE MAN TO BE SO PERFECT? ISN’T THIS ILLEGAL? ISN’T HE TOO UNREALISTIC? HOW CAN ANYBODY TAKE OUR SERIES THIS SERIOUSLY WHEN THE MAIN HUSBANDO IS SO STUPIDLY UNREALISTICALLY PERFECT THAT NO MAN AS GOOD AS HIM COULD EVER EXIST? DOESN’T THAT BREAK IMMERSION?

	CALM DOWN, VALA.

	YOUR HEART ISN’T GOING TO BE ABLE TO HANDLE IT. IF IT BEATS ANY FASTER IT MIGHT SERIOUSLY BEAT OUT FROM YOUR CHEST.

	BUT STILL.

	HE LOVES ME.

	HGBTRSWEDHGTRDHGRTSEDHSD

	EVEN IN HIS DREAMS, HE STILL LOVES ME.

	GHTRSEDHTRESDHTREWSDHTREWDSHTSEWDHTERSWDWHSD

	AHHHHH IT’S NOT FAIR I WANT TO CALL HIM A GOOD BOY AND GIVE HIM A LAP PILLOW AND TELL HIM THAT HE’S THE BEST AND SPOIL HIM ROTTEN AND LET HIM ENJOY MY THIGHS MORE AND JUST—

	I DON’T DESERVE HIM. HE’S TOO PRECIOUS FOR ME.

	HECKING HECK IT’S NOT RIGHT JUST HOW PERFECT OF A MAN HE IS. IT’S NOT EVEN POSSIBLE FOR ME TO ENJOY ROMANCE MANGA AND ANIME ANYMORE BECAUSE I JUST WISH THAT EVERY PROTAGONIST WAS HIM INSTEAD.

	AND THAT’S NOT EVEN GOING INTO HOW HOT HE IS.

	DO YOU HAVE ANY IDEA HOW HECKING HOT HE IS?

	HOLY MOLY IT’S NOT RIGHT IT’S JUST NOT FAIR, I’M TELLING YOU. THIS MAN—HE LITERALLY HAS IT ALL. PERSONALITY, LOOKS, SOUL—

	…

	Drake is so getting an infinite amount of kisses later when he wakes up. I… I really need to do a better job of letting him know just how much I love and appreciate him. Especially after what we just did.

	I guess that even I should start being a little more responsible now. After what just happened… it wouldn’t be right for me to keep up the stubborn act of a lazy girl who wants to do nothing but play video games all the time. The chain of events that are about to happen won’t let me act lazy.

	But he did fall in love with the lazy me, so I still have to act lazy every now and then just for old time’s sake.

	Not even Vivi had a solution to all of my problems back then, but Drake… he just took my problems and threw them in the trash bin.

	I still don’t know how it’s possible, but man… I love him so much. So many years… so many years of guilt… so many years of feeling like garbage for running away from what everybody expects of me… and he makes me feel like it’s alright. No, he didn’t just make me feel like it’s alright, but he made it so that it’s actually alright.

	For the first time in my entire life… I feel free.

	I can really do anything I want now, and nobody can stop me.

	Nobody can force me to go back to a life that I hated.

	Even if they find me here, who cares?! They won’t be able to take me back anymore!

	Take that, you stupid, narcissistic, arrogant, jerk parents!

	We just told the oldest rules of reality to heck off!

	And there’s nothing you can do about it!

	“Master… you’re still staring at my boobs,” Delphi said.

	“Oh, sorry, I got lost in thought again,” I replied. “Also, uhh, random question.”

	“Is it soup related?”

	“Nope.”

	“Aww…”

	“It’s uh… so, Drake is already perfect. He’s already the perfect boyfriend for all of us.”

	Delphi’s tails twitched and her tail wagged. Ugh, she’s too cute. “Yep! He is!”

	“So… I wanna be the same. I wanna be perfect for everybody, too. Is—is there anything I can do to be a better girlfriend for you? No matter what it is, tell me what it is and I’ll do my best!”

	“Woah… Master is full of determination! I’ve never seen this look in your eyes before!”

	“Heheh… well, I guess you could say a lot has happened, and it’s not fair to leave all the ‘being perfect’ duty up to Drake. I’ve got to carry my weight around here!”

	Delphi looked really, really shocked that I was saying anything like that. I wasn’t sure if I should feel insulted or not, but it was alright since her shocked face was seriously cute.

	“But Master is already perfect,” Delphi said. “Both Masters are perfect!”

	“Nahhh, I’m not perfect. But I will be! I’m going to get up to perfect waifu level.”

	“But there’s nothing I would change about you. Master is already perfect exactly as she is! I love Master! Both Masters! And everybody else, too!”

	Hmm. Asking Delphi might have been a bad idea since she’s too blinded by her own perfection to realize that I wasn’t perfect.

	But I had an idea.

	“What if I start learning how to make super good soup?” I asked. “Or even… what if I learned to make souper soup?”

	Delphi looked even more shocked, taking a step back as her ears and tail stood straight up. “The—the legendary souper soup?! But—but that’s only a legend! Nobody believes the rumors about it are true!”

	“Then I’ll grab onto your hopes and dreams and make them reality! I’ll prove that souper soup is true and serve it personally to you!” I think Drake would say something that cool, anyways. Well, maybe not in that exact way, but he would totally declare that he would do something like that for any of us. Ugh… I just want to spend an entire volume fangirling about how perfect he is.

	But back to Delphi, she looked like she was about to cry. “Are—are you really going to make me souper soup?!”

	Oh, I guess we’re not italicizing the pun part of the name anymore. “Yep! I promise. With my own two hands, I’m going to make the legendary souper soup, and you’ll be the first one to taste it!”

	“Ma-Master!” Delphi cried out, pouncing onto me which caused me to fall backward. She knocked me over, landed on top of me, and then Drake fell on top of her, creating a Delphi sandwich with our bodies.

	Her chest was right against my crotch.

	I really, really wished I was a guy for that.

	“What’s… this soft thing under my face?” Drake asked.

	Wait.

	Drake?

	Drake asked?

	He woke up!

	And when I looked at where his face was… it was planted against Delphi’s butt.

	Nice.

	Okay. Now that Drake is conscious, he can go back to being narrator, and then we can finally return to Valkyria and the old ladies while completely ignoring everything that happened in the forest for now.

	As for Operation: Bratty Dragon Tsundere… or was it the other way around? Well, whatever it was, that can be put on hold indefinitely. Drake… deserves me to be honest with my feelings and wants instead of playing games with him to get him to act in a way that I want him to.

	All this time spent together with me playing games… and not video games, but relationship games, when I could have just been more honest the entire time about my wants and could have been enjoying it all this time… I’m so stupid.

	It’s time to grow up, Vala.

	You acted like a lazy little kid for long enough.

	You’re still allowed to sleep in and play video games, but you have to start being responsible from now on!

	And… as Drake just proved in the forest… it’s time to follow my heart and do what I believe is for the best no matter just how impossible it might seem.

	“My hips hurt,” Drake grumbled.

	Heh. I bet they do after how rough he was.

	AND EVEN JUST HIS VOICE—HGTBSRDHGD GHTRWESDHGTREWSDH TSEH

	HOW?

	HOW IS JUST HEARING HIS VOICE ENOUGH TO MAKE MY HEART FEEL THIS WAY?

	I’M SERIOUSLY GOING TO EXPLODE IF I DON’T END THE CHAPTER RIGHT NOW.

	BEST. HECKING. HUSBANDO. EVER.

	BHHE

	THAT’S THE NEW ACRONYM FOR DRAKE.

	BHHE

	 


Chapter Twenty-Two

	 

	I wasn’t sure how I ended up in a situation where my face was planted against Delphi’s ass, but it was.

	It was really soft.

	Though, her thighs still made a better pillow. Same with her chest. Or any part of her, really. I didn’t understand it until my face was planted against it, but butts made horrible pillows when they were as big as hers. They required too much neck bending to be comfortable. Trying to sleep on an ass would probably result in neck cramping whereas pretty much every other part of the body was safe to use.

	Not that it mattered too much. I only liked the backs of my girlfriends to look at.

	More importantly, when I got up… I noticed I was wearing a different shirt than my usual one. It was just a plain shirt for the most part except for the fact that it had the letters “BHHE” printed on it.

	The heck did that mean? Where did the shirt even come from?

	Then, while questioning that, I realized there was something even more important to question.

	What happened after I passed out in the forest?

	The last thing I remembered was—

	“Ahh, wait!” Vala shouted, flying up into the air in front of me to press her hand over my mouth. “Next volume! Save it for then!”

	Vala was still being as Vala as ever which was a good sign. If she could still act like her usual self, then it meant that whatever happened in the forest must have been alright.

	Plus I could tell just from looking in her eyes.

	She was happy.

	Relaxed, even.

	Seeing her eyes now… made it obvious that she never really looked that happy before. Sure, she still felt joy and was having fun with everybody, and there were moments where she was overflowing with happiness, but she never really looked peaceful when using the current look in her eyes as the new bar for that.

	I almost felt like I was looking at somebody completely different.

	“You are Vala, right?” I asked.

	Vala smiled and kissed me on the tip of my nose. “Your one and only. Want proof?”

	“Sure.”

	“I’m gonna go play some vidya now and discover what it’s like myself to try using Delphi’s butt as a pillow.”

	“Yep, you’re still the same degenerate, lazy, vidya-loving dragon that I love.”

	Her cheeks blushed just a little more when I said that. I wondered what sort of thoughts were going on inside of her head whenever I made her blush like that. “Mw-mwahaha. Yes. Okay. You—you go do stuff now. I mean, go finish up the plot with Valkyria and the old ladies. Everybody’s waiting on a resolution to that and we’ve gotten mega sidetracked. All that forest stuff… can wait for next volume. Well, unless she really speedruns things and makes it back here even faster than she said she would—wait! I’m saying too much! Ahh! Okay! Delphi butt pillow time!”

	With that, Vala pulled Delphi away from me and dragged her off toward her hammock.

	“Bye bye, Master!” Delphi shouted at me. “I’ll share my souper soup with you when Master makes it!”

	Souper soup?

	The heck was that?

	Wait.

	Why was I questioning something?

	I was supposed to take everything at face value and never question anything. That was the kind of world we were in.

	Yet…

	I really wanted to know what “souper soup” was.

	 

	Alright. Finally, I made it over to our house with my new shirt and… really, really sore hips. I… went way too hard in the forest. My hips and back were killing me.

	Oh, right.

	There was also the fact that my soul was sore.

	Yes.

	My soul.

	Was sore.

	I had no idea it was even possible to have a sore soul, but it was. It was a kind of soreness that was impossible to even begin trying to explain.

	It wasn’t fun. I can say that much, at least.

	But that aside, I eventually made it inside the house and saw Valkyria sitting at the dining room table with the others. Well, with the old ladies. Everybody else was outside doing their own things. Even Lake must have gone back to her place since she wasn’t clinging to Valkyria anymore.

	Or well… there was one other person in there. It was just that she blended in so well with the ladylike way they were all sitting that I thought she must have been one of the old ladies.

	“You’re thinking something weird, aren’t you, nya?” Clawdia asked, narrowing her eyes at me.

	“I’m just thinking you look dignified,” I answered, causing her to blush a little.

	“O-oh? Of course you are! That is nyot the least bit surprising.” Her ears twitched and her tail happily swished around behind her.

	Now that Clawdia was happily purring away to herself, I sat down near Valkyria and looked the group over. “How’s everything been going?”

	“It has been going well!” Valkyria answered. “There is so much we have gotten caught up on already, but it still feels like there is more we have to cover. So much more to be said that I fear we may not ever get around to it all!”

	“Don’t worry about it,” Eliza, her former commander, said. “I’ve got enough life left in me to tell you everything you could hope to hear.”

	Given that they just lost one of their friends recently and were all… well, in old and not exactly great looking shape, I could understand why Valkyria was worried. She was finally reunited with her friends while in a body that would likely far, far outlive theirs. After all, she was the same as Lake and Lake had been alive for at least a thousand years.

	Valkyria wanted to spend more time with her crew but only reunited with them late into their lives.

	It probably would have been safe to expect their deaths within just a couple of years.

	But thanks to me and Vala deciding to tell the universe “fuck your rules,” that meant whatever we wanted to make happen could happen.

	“Just move here,” I said to the old women. “You can live forever here if you want. You can even bring your families, friends, pets—whoever you want. And Vala or Window could probably use some magic to make your bodies younger if you want, too. Or use magic to make you look completely different. Whatever you want. No reason to waste away on Earth until you eventually die.”

	Valkyria and her former crew all looked at me as if they couldn’t believe what I just said.

	Clawdia was actually the only one who didn’t look shocked. “What? He has a point. And you ladies make for fine company, so I would rather you stay alive in our world than rot away where you came from. It should be an easy decision to make. Obligatory nya.”

	“Oh, and your friend can come back, too, if she wants,” I added on. “And any other loved ones who might have died.”

	Clawdia joined in on looking shocked at that point.

	“Immortality. Body transformations. Planet-wide necromancy. Fuck it. Whatever will make everybody the happiest. Let’s go for it.”

	“Boy,” Eliza said, “I always knew that there are some things in this universe that can’t be explained, ever since Valkyria saved me, but… how am I supposed to believe something as insane as what you’re offering?”

	“Whether you believe in it or not doesn’t matter. All you have to do is want it. If you want it, we’ll do it. Though, with the necromancy bit, anybody who you want to bring back to life is going to have to want to come back. Apparently, the realm of souls is actually a pretty nice place and the people there are fine staying there for the most part. I’ve heard they even have bowling nights. Huh. We should get a bowling alley. Wait, if that happens… there’s probably going to be Bowling-chan. Or Bowling Pin-chan. Or Bowling Ball-chan. Maybe all three? Or just the last two. Anyways, back to the necromancy. Anything you want, we can make possible as long as your intentions are good.”

	Valkyria gently grabbed onto my arm and asked, “But how? I thought…”

	“Some things happened. Extremely important things. Vala said that I can’t bring them up until ‘next volume,’ though, so that means I’m not allowed to say what yet. All you have to know is that all rules have officially been thrown out the window. Literally anything is possible now. Supposedly. All of reality might collapse due to the oldest laws across the universes being broken, but we’ll be fine. Probably. For example.”

	I looked at Marmar and snapped my fingers.

	Marmar tilted her head for a second before figuring out what just happened. To confirm it, she opened up her mouth and grabbed onto her teeth to try and pull them out… only to confirm that they were, in fact, real teeth and not simply dentures. “Ah’ve got real teeths again!” she cheered.

	“Dang, that accent is adorable,” I said. She might have still looked like a small, old lady, but she had a cute accent.

	“Heheh, sorry, but ah’ve got me a good man already. And since ah know he’d like to take ya up on that there offer of yours, ah won’t be needin’ a replacement man anytime soon!”

	She must have moved out to the country after the war considering her accent didn’t sound anywhere near as heavy during Valkyria’s memories. “Dang. I’m used to everybody around here just automatically becoming my girlfriend, Lake excluded.”

	“Don’t worry, ah’ve got some granddaughters ya can have!”

	I shook my head and smiled. “I’m just joking. I don’t need my rate of acquiring girlfriends to accelerate even more.”

	The third of the former crew then spoke up. I didn’t know her name yet and she hadn’t even said anything since arriving, at least not around me, but she spoke up now to ask, “My—my husband. He… left us a couple years ago. Would… it be possible for him to come back?”

	“Sure. Vala is all about everybody having a happy ending, so we’re going to make sure that every single last person has a chance to have one. Well, unless they’re a bad person. We’re only giving happy endings to good people, and I’m pretty sure you all qualify as good.”

	Eliza smirked and asked, “Only the good ones, huh? And how are you going to judge whether somebody is good or bad?”

	“My own judgement doesn’t matter. Only the judgement from somebody who understands love better than anybody else will judge that. Though, I’ve got a feeling our judgements will probably align most of the time. Anyways, as long as you know love, you’re probably good enough.”

	“Well, darn. Never did find myself a man worth settling down with after the war. Guess I don’t know love yet.” Eliza leaned over the table, her eyes turning a bit more seductive as she looked directly into my own. “But maybe a nice, young, handsome man like you wouldn’t mind teaching this old lady a thing or two about love?”

	Eliza might have been an old lady covered in wrinkles with loose skin hanging from her, but I still shrugged and said, “Sure.”

	Eliza leaned back and blinked a few times. “Wait. You said sure? I—I was just joking—”

	“Sure. You think I care about your age? I’m dating a girl who is,” I wanted to say “probably older than the Earth itself is,” but I resisted so that I wouldn’t rat Vala’s age out. Instead, I said, “older than modern humans, I’m friends with a sword at least a thousand years old, now also dating a tank just a little bit younger than you are, and I’m also dating a zombie. Well, I think we’re dating. Anyways, my point is that, at this point, if you’re a single woman and wiling, I’ll love you.”

	Eliza looked me straight in the eyes for a few more seconds before smiling and laughing, having to hold her hand against her chest after a bit of her laughing fit due to coughing. “Oh—you, boy, you are something else. Never have I ever met a man like you. But, don’t worry about old me. I wouldn’t make a man with as many young-looking ladies as you have to put up with me.”

	“Are you forgetting the part about you being able to look however you want? You could turn yourself into a dog if you wanted to. But uh, if you want romantic love, I’d prefer if you don’t do that. Unless you become totally-not-dog like Delphi and her sisters.”

	“Wait!” Clawdia shouted. “Are we all just going to ignore that he replaced her,” she looked at Marmar, “teeth with a snap of his fingers?!”

	I couldn’t help but to smugly cross my arms over my chest before snapping my fingers again, causing the table and chairs to teleport to a platform in space orbiting our world. “A lot of things happened,” I said. “But these powers don’t exist for selfish reasons, so don’t expect me to use them often.”

	Valkyria, after looking around at the beautiful sight of the stars all around us and our home below us, asked, “Then… what are they for?”

	“This power exists so that I can make the girl I love happy—so that she’s not all on her own with all this responsibility anymore. Though, compared to what our new… let’s say, partner is going to be doing, me and Vala are only going to have a bit part in the universe’s upcoming chapters. Oh, actually, there is a selfish reason for this power.”

	I stood up, walked over to the edge off the platform, and snapped my fingers.

	
		
				Heh… you’re so cute… I’m going to whale so hard to roll for—
wait.
uhh.
Why am I in space?
Drake.
Why are we in space? How did we get here? Why are you grabbing me?
Oh.
Oh no.
Please.
Please don—

		

	

	 

	I threw Window into the vast expanse of space.

	“She’s definitely nerfing me later,” I said. “Anyways.” I returned to where I was sitting before. “Anything you want. I’ll make it happen. All you have to do is ask.”

	“I—I feel like we’re skipping a lot of important stuff here,” Clawdia said. “But… seeing you like this… is… kinda… really hot… nyaha…”

	I looked at Clawdia and threatened to snap my fingers. “There are a lot of things this power can be used for.”

	That was all I needed to say. Her eyes looked like hearts grew within them as her cheeks turned bright red, her tail rapidly wagging behind her at that point.

	Back to Valkyria and her former crew, I looked at them and said, “All you have to do is focus on what you want. Think about your heart’s strongest desires, and anything else you might want even if it isn’t important or serious, and I’ll make it happen.”

	“You’re serious, aren’t you?” Eliza asked.

	“Extremely.”

	“Well, darn. Then even if this is just me going crazy and hallucinating all of this… I might as well enjoy this delusional fantasy while it lasts, right?”

	“Right. And it’s going to last for a pretty long time.”

	With that, the women looked at each, thought about it for a few moments, and then looked at me with determination in their eyes.

	“You ready?” I asked.

	They nodded.

	“Alright, then hold on to your dreams and get ready to welcome them into reality.”

	With that, I snapped my fingers.

	It was pretty incredible to think that even though I was given so much power that now, thanks to me and Vala, there was somebody out there with power that made both of ours look like child’s play.

	But even if we were nowhere close to being as powerful as her, there was still all sorts of fun to be had with what I could do.

	And unlike Vala, I had no problem stepping over things like free will in order to make the world a better place. After all, the first thing I did to test out my new power before passing out was going to Earth and making it physically impossible for anybody to litter or hurt nature.

	Fuck their free will. I’ve got nature’s back.

	Thinking about it, it was probably going to Earth and changing so many of the laws of reality there that caused me to pass out.

	Oh well.

	Worth it.

	 


Chapter Twenty-Three

	 

	“You’re… you’re so tiny,” was the first thing I could think of saying as I looked at the formerly old woman in front of me.

	Eliza, Valkyria’s former commander and certified old woman, looked like anything but an old woman now.

	Instead…

	The top of her head reached my waist at most. All of her wrinkles and other signs of old age were gone as well. She just looked like a normal, youthful girl. An extremely short one, too.

	Eliza placed her hands on her hips, looking awfully proud of herself, and nodded. “When you spend time cramped up in a tank with others, you wish you were smaller to get around more easily. Have some more room to yourself. Besides, I’ve had my fill of being an old hoot. If I’m getting another chance to be whatever age I want, I want to do it right!”

	“I can’t say that doesn’t make sense.”

	She nodded a couple of times. “Now I’m the perfect size for climbing around inside Val! Well, I would be if she was still a tank. Can’t exactly climb around inside her while she’s a human. That’d be strange.” Even the way she talked was so much more youthful and energetic. She was almost like a completely different woman. Not only that, but… she almost looked… kind of like a princess? Or like nobility of some sort. She had pretty nice clothes on and long, brown hair that looked like way too much to deal with. In Valkyria’s memories, though, she had a short haircut. Then when she was grandma aged, her hair didn’t reach down past her shoulders.

	Now, her hair reached down to the backs of her ankles.

	There was a ton of hair, too. Way too much hair.

	Then, before I could say anything else, Luca popped up next to Eliza and looked at her with wide eyes full of wonder. “Ooh! Papa had another kid!”

	Seeing the two girls stand side by side made it even more blatant just how short Eliza was now. She… was even shorter than Luca, but only by a tiny bit.

	That was strange.

	A woman who was probably in her nineties now looked shorter than my daughter who was technically less than a year old. Then again, the fact that my daughter was less than a year old yet fully intelligent and about as tall as a ten-year-old or so was insane all on its own.

	“So, big guy, you’ve got yourself a bunch of ladies, right?” Eliza asked. The way she spoke was like an adult, yet her voice was like that of a child’s. “You got room for one more?”

	I looked her over, blinked a couple of times, and said, “No.” I had no problem dating beings-of-existence who actually looked like adult women, but a woman who looked like a child? No matter how old she actually was, and no matter what we made the laws of reality into, I wasn’t going to be that much of a degenerate. There were some lines that simply should never be crossed, and that involved dating a woman who looked younger than my daughter.

	“Heh. Good. Was hoping you’d say that. No matter how cool you might be, I wouldn’t be able to forgive you for being a pedo.”

	So, it was just a test then? She didn’t actually want to join our relationship?

	Just as I was about to ask her that, Eliza snapped her fingers.

	The girl who was even younger looking than my daughter transformed in an instant, growing into that of an adult woman who looked a few years older than me. She even looked older than Lake and Valkyria.

	I recognized her as the adult Eliza from Valkyria’s memories, but with about another decade on her and that absurdly long hair still reaching down to her ankles.

	“As much as I plan on enjoying being small,” Eliza said, “I figured it would be a good idea if I could still be a proper woman every now and then. So when you told me to think about what I want… I decided that I want to be able to switch.” She placed her hands on her hips again, looking awfully proud of herself once more. While she might have looked like a mature woman… she still had the youthful energy of a child.

	It was cute.

	“I’ll ask again,” Eliza continued. “Got some room?”

	“If you can look like this, then I suppose I do,” I answered. “Though, are you sure? I mean, you barely know me. You probably know me the least out of everybody yet want to jump into a relationship with me faster than everybody.”

	“Well, why not? Sounds like fun. Besides, you’re a good-looking man. And, as far as I’m concerned, you’re basically a god. Why would I pass up the opportunity to hook up with a god? And more important than all that… Val trusts you. I see how she looks at you. If she can look at you with eyes full of love and trust, then that means you’re a good man, and I want in on that.”

	I looked over at Valkyria who was now blushing and looking away.

	“Or are you intimidated by an old woman?” Eliza teased, leaning forward with a taunting smile on her face. “A young boy like you probably doesn’t know how to deal with an experienced woman, eh?”

	Even though Vala was… old old, she wasn’t exactly anything like a mature, older woman, so she didn’t count.

	But I didn’t need Vala to be like an older woman for me to have experience with that type.

	“Actually, the women at the gardening center I went to were all in their forties and fifties and would flirt with me every time I went in there,” I answered. “So, I do have some experience, at least.”

	Eliza smirked and asked, “Do you really think I’ll settle for selling you flowers, boy?”

	“Alright. Being honest, that was extremely hot and I have no experience with an older woman being that bold. So, you win.”

	With a satisfied grin, Eliza returned to her smaller form and said, “Alright! So, what’s that make me? Girlfriend number five or something?”

	It was disappointing seeing her use that form again when she wanted to be my girlfriend, but it was probably alright as long as she never tried doing anything inappropriate while looking like that. As long as she used her mature body for anything adult, it was alright. “Twelve, unless I’m forgetting somebody.”

	Eliza let out a whistle and said, “Well, darn. Already in the double digits. Guess that’s what it’s like to be a god.”

	I wanted to tell her that I wasn’t a god, but then I remembered what it was like when Vala first brought me to our pocket universe.

	Even if Vala insisted on not being a god… as far as I was concerned, she basically was one. Now, there I was, casually changing the laws of reality, bringing back the dead, and making it so that Valkyria’s crew could look however they wanted while acting like none of it was a big deal whatsoever.

	I was the new Vala and Eliza was the new me, but she was far more accepting of her situation than I was.

	And unlike Vala, I didn’t mind being called a god. After all, I basically was one. I already did more with my powers than any other supposed god as far as I was concerned, so why not embrace the title?

	Being a god sounded nice.

	“If I’m a god, that means I need to be a god of something,” I said. “In that case… I’ll be the god of flowers, fluff, and boobs.”

	Valkyria looked at me and asked, “Flower… fluff… and—and breasts?”

	“All three things that I love and want to spend all my free time touching.”

	“But… should a god not represent what they are the god of? You are not flowery, and you do not have fluff nor breasts.”

	“I’m a god. That means I can do what I want, and that means I can call myself the god of flowers, fluff, and boobs even if I don’t represent any of those things.”

	Eliza nodded a couple of times. “Makes sense. Anyways! Where’s Marmar and—”

	Right. After I snapped my fingers, we returned to the house and Marmar was gone alongside Clawdia. I knew why, but they didn’t. “Marmar and all of her living relatives, and anybody else she wanted to invite, were teleported over to some land where they can build. I sent Clawdia with them so that she can help explain what’s going on. She likes being ordered around even if it’s to be a tour guide, so I took advantage of that. Your other friend—her husband decided to come back. So, I gave them a space where they can enjoy their reunion in private.” Valkyria then looked at me with hopeful eyes and I could tell exactly what she was hoping to hear. Fortunately, I had good news for her. “Your last crewmember decided to come back, too. But like the other, I figured she would appreciate some alone time with her immediate family first. It’s a happy ending for everybod—”

	I couldn’t finish my words before Valkyria tightly wrapped her arms around me for a hug, squeezing me to the point where it was impossible to say anything.

	No matter how much of a god I was, I couldn’t fight against being hugged by a tank turned into a woman. Not that I would want to struggle in the first place, especially when I heard her crying and whispering words of thanks to me between her tears. Instead, I wrapped my arms around her to hug her back in response.

	“Shucks, even I’m going to cry at this rate,” Eliza said, sniffling a little as she wiped an arm across her eyes.

	“It’s okay,” Luca said to her. “As Auntie Chloe would say, crying is good for you and you should try to cry as much as possible because nothing is better than crying!”

	“I don’t know about that, but letting it out is better than holding it in. That much is for sure.”

	As childlike as Eliza might have looked in her small form, there was still a clear difference in feeling between her and Luca, an actual child.

	And eventually, Valkyria let me go and took a deep breath before looking me in the eyes to say, “Thank you, Drake. You… I appreciate you far more than you could ever know. I… I could never repay you.”

	“You’re right,” I said. “You could never repay me because there’s nothing to repay. Actually, scratch that. You can repay me by being happy and having fun every single day. Deal?”

	Valkyria looked like she was trying her best not to cry. “I—I’ll do my best!”

	“Good. And since I know you’ll want to see them, I’ll help you see the others once they’ve had a chance to settle in and get used to being alive and all that again.” I looked at Eliza next. “You should also know that since you’re my girlfriend now, you’re also dating all the others by default. Valkyria included.”

	Eliza let out an impressed whistle. “Guess I’ll be busy getting to know everybody.”

	“I have something else for you to do before that.”

	“Yeah?”

	“Val here still enjoys a fun fight every now and then, and I’m sure you’d like to give her a spin after all these years. So, how about it? You can fight as her commander.”

	Eliza looked confused by what I was talking about, so I had to explain the entire setup of our “game” to her. I explained how the world was designed to be like a game for me and Vala, how clearing levels resulted in gaining new girlfriends, and how it was all just for fun and nobody was actually getting seriously hurt nor dying. I also had to throw in an explanation about how Valkyria could transform between her current form and her tank form.

	By the end of all the explanations, she looked pretty excited. “I’ve got to admit… it doesn’t sound too bad. As long as everybody’s enjoying themselves and nobody’s getting hurt, I don’t see the harm with that. Besides, after the war was over, I used to drive around tanks in military shows for all the kids to watch. Even participated in a few mock battles. Guess there’s a sick part of me that’s never gotten over the excitement of being in a battle.”

	“I wouldn’t say it’s sick,” I said. “It gives an adrenaline high. That sort of thing can be addicting even if the circumstances around it aren’t exactly good.”

	“You’ve got that right. Never would I want to be back in a real war, but mock battles just for fun… don’t think I’ll say no to that.”

	“Oh!” Luca shouted out. “Can I come?! I wanna help drive Auntie Val!”

	Eliza patted Luca atop her head, which was funny to watch seeing as how the former was shorter than the latter, and said, “You’ll have to ask your dad there.”

	Luca looked up at me with wide, excited eyes. “Papa! Can I?! I wanna be in the battle, too! I wanna help them!”

	Well, why not? I shrugged and answered, “Sure.” It wasn’t like she’d be in any real danger in the first place. Sure, thinking that would normally be setting up a red flag for something bad to happen in the future, but I was a god. There was no way I would ever let anything bad happen to Luca nor anybody else for that matter.

	Nothing bad was ever allowed to happen to any of us.

	Unless it was for comedic effect.

	Then it was okay.

	And now, it was time for a battle.

	Mariet and Claire were still waiting for me to conquer them, after all, and I didn’t want them to feel left out while I was messing around playing god and turning old women into new girlfriends for me.

	I didn’t forget about the revenge I wanted against them, either.

	“Eliza, turn into your mature form for a second,” I said.

	Eliza did as I requested and asked, “What for?”

	“I want to test something.”

	With that, I placed my hand on her shoulder… and she dropped to her knees, her cheeks flushed and her breathing heavy. Fortunately, Valkyria covered up Luca’s eyes and spun her away as soon as she realized what I was about to do.

	“That… that—that was… what did you do?” Eliza asked, looking up at me with eyes full of confused lust.

	“To put it simply, I upgraded a placebo effect into a universal law,” I answered before touching her again, this time with said law removed.

	Yet, she still trembled with pleasure to the point of falling forward, curling up on her knees.

	I… touched her again to demonstrate that it could be removed and that I would be able to touch her without causing that, but…

	It still happened.

	Did I do something wrong? Did I accidentally mess up and not actually remove the universal law that made my hands the ultimate tools of pleasure?

	I had to, right?

	Maybe I needed to snap my fingers.

	So, with the intent to remove the law focused on in my mind, I snapped my fingers and then bent over to poke the back of Eliza’s head.

	Eliza collapsed onto her side, her thighs rubbing together as she lewdly panted, a strand of drool connecting her lips to the floorboard below.

	“This power just isn’t even trying to make sense anymore,” I said and sighed while pulling my hand away from Eliza… only for her to roll onto her back and grab my wrist, holding it close to her.

	“I—I didn’t say you could stop, boy,” Eliza said, barely able to speak properly as she looked up at me with hazy eyes, her chest rising and dropping with every breath she took which made me realize just how stacked she was in that department.

	I looked at Valkyria and said, “Take Luca outside.”

	With a blush on Valkyria’s cheeks now, she nodded and did as I said, leaving me and my newest girlfriend alone.

	“The battle can wait,” I said. “Want to be a god’s test subject?”

	“That—that doesn’t sound like a bad idea,” Eliza answered. “But are you sure the others won’t get jealous?”

	I snapped my fingers. “There. I just made it a law of the universe that if I’m ever about to do anything that would upset or make one of my girlfriends jealous, then they’ll barge in out of nowhere to interrupt me. So as long as nobody interrupts me, then it’s—”

	The front door opened up as somebody rushed inside, shutting the door behind them.

	And when I looked at who it was… it was Valkyria with a burning red face.

	Me and Eliza looked at each other and smiled.

	“Want to help me teach her everything she can do with her new body?” I asked.

	“It’s my duty as her commander to make sure she’s taken care of, after all,” Eliza answered.

	Being a god was absolutely going to go to my head, and Eliza was going to be a great partner for that.

	 


Chapter Twenty-Four

	 

	Valkyria, to put it simply, was adorable. She might have been designed for war, but she was just a cute girl as she covered up her face with a pillow on the bed next to Eliza.

	She learned a lot about what human bodies were capable of.

	As for Eliza, she looked pretty tired and was panting as well, but she wasn’t embarrassed at all. If anything, she just looked nice and satisfied which made me feel nice and satisfied as well. After all, was there anything more satisfying than knowing that you could satisfy somebody else?

	I was the one who made her that satisfied, and that was satisfying on its own.

	“I’ve got to say,” Eliza said once she caught her breath, “I never imagined I’d be in some alternative universe having sex with my old tank and some young boy.”

	“Pretty great, right?” I asked.

	She smiled and nodded. “I could get used to this. The rest of the girls—they’re not off limits, right?”

	“Right. All of us in a relationship—we’re in one big relationship. They’re not my girlfriends, they’re our girlfriends.”

	“They’re all pretty darn cute. I’m going to have to study up seduction techniques so that I can get them to like me sooner rather than later. Got any tips?”

	“Blue hair dog girl, soup. Pink hair dog girl, chocolate. Purple hair dog girl, darkness. Dragon girl, video games. Honey badger girl, boys loving boys. Cat girl, sadism and ordering her around. Floating pink rectangle, bantering. The only other human girl around, crying.”

	“Sounds simple enough. But uh… darkness?”

	“You’ll understand when you talk to her.”

	“Got it. Anything else I should know? Any rules around here? Anything or anybody off limits?”

	“The alcoholic living by the lake isn’t interested in romance. She’s retired and just wants to sit around petting animals, drinking, and fishing all day.”

	“Sounds like a fine woman. Shame she’s not interested.”

	“And Luca is my daughter, not another woman who just likes to look young.”

	“Don’t worry, I could tell.”

	“There’s also a zombie and a bat who will be joining us pretty soon, but you don’t need to worry about them yet.”

	“A… zombie and a bat, huh?”

	I nodded. “Yep. Outside of the dogs, pretty much every girl here is some unique species turned human. Oh, and you never have to worry about any ethical concerns due to reasons.”

	“Good enough for me. Wait, if ethical issues aren’t a worry, then I’m allowed to use my other form for the fun stuff every now and then, right?”

	“As a floating pink rectangle would probably say… ‘it’s alright as long as it happens off screen and never gets referenced.’”

	“What’s… what’s that supposed to mean?”

	“You’ll figure it out. And if you don’t figure it out, don’t worry. Almost nothing here makes sense and is best just accepting without thinking too much about it.”

	Eliza looked a bit confused, but she was less confused than I was when I first started out in this universe. Though she did look like she just thought of something. “Oh, one thing.”

	“Yeah?”

	“Got any place for me and my puzzles? I love puzzles and have got a huge collection of them. I’ll need a good room that I can dedicate to my puzzles.”

	“We can get that for you.”

	“Perfect. Now then!” With that, she transformed back into her smaller form. “We had a play battle or something to do, right?”

	“Right.” I looked at Valkyria. “Val, you ready?”

	Valkyria, in an extremely cute way, pulled the pillow down just enough so that only her eyes were visible before nodding.

	I couldn’t resist teasing her. “You know, if you didn’t like it, you don’t have to do it ever again.”

	She shook her head as soon as I said that. “It’s—it is not that I disliked it! It is just,” she hugged the pillow even harder against her face, covering her eyes back up again and muffling her voice, “I… had no idea I could make such noises… and it is embarrassing to think of how I lost control…”

	“Don’t worry. I’m a god now, so I buffed my hips to resist your strength.”

	My answer made her whine and act even more embarrassed.

	There was one point during our fun together where she wrapped her legs around my hips and… well, if I wasn’t a god capable of buffing the strength of my bones on the spot, I was pretty sure something would have broke. That made sense, to be fair. She was still a tank even if she looked like a human. That meant she was pretty dang strong. It certainly felt like I had a tank wrapping around me to squeeze me as tightly as possible.

	“Well, I’ll be outside. Meet me out there when you’re ready,” I said.

	Eliza nodded, reaching over the side of the bed to reach for her clothes on the ground that were now too big for her due to her shrunken size, while Valkyria just whined and rolled from side to side some more.

	 

	Of course, outside, there was somebody else waiting for me.

	A certain dragon girlfriend.

	“Nice,” Vala said.

	“I thought you were cuddling and gaming with Delphi?” I asked in response.

	“I told her no more cuddles until later since she beat me.”

	“In a race?”

	“Y-yeah. So, I’m punishing her.”

	“That’s messed up.”

	“I’m just kidding. Well… she really did beat me, but the reason we stopped cuddling is because we could all hear Val, so I wanted to come and tease you about that since we all know what you were doing now.”

	“I’m surprised that’s enough to put down your games for.”

	“Hehehe. My boyfriend was doing lewd things with another woman. Of course I was going to come and tease him about it. Oh, there was something else I wanted to do.”

	“What?”

	“I—I guess I didn’t notice that you went to Earth and changed some laws around before you passed out. What… what did you do?”

	I wasn’t sure how she didn’t notice that. Maybe she was too overwhelmed after having her soul dominated and wasn’t thinking straight at the time? Well, regardless, I answered her question. “For starters, I made the bathroom optional.”

	Vala blinked a few times. “You… made the bathroom optional?”

	“Right. By default, nobody has to use the toilet for any reason anymore. But if somebody ever… wants to, for whatever reason, then they can opt into it.”

	“Oh. Makes sense. But… I’d rather not think about why they’d want to opt into it. What else did you do?”

	“It’s impossible to tell lies unless they’re harmless and just for fun. People in positions of power aren’t able to lie at all anymore. So, politicians, corporate CEOs—impossible for them to lie.”

	“Makes sense.”

	“Then there’s the impossible to litter thing. If somebody tries to litter, anything that they throw to the ground comes back and smacks them in the face. If anybody tries to hurt or disrupt nature, any tool they’re using breaks and hurts them in a non-life-threatening way.”

	“I—I don’t know how to feel about you getting powers and then immediately abusing them… it’s kind of hot, but…”

	“Don’t worry. That’s about all I did before realizing that I can leave Earth alone and instead expand on our own personal universe where people are allowed to come and live under our own laws of reality. I just need to set up a system that lets everybody know what’s going on and give them an invitation to joining us here. I think I’ll use Postia for that. Send a letter to everybody in the universe giving them permission to join us here as long as they follow our rules. Anybody who comes and breaks the rules will get kicked out and not be allowed to try joining again for ten years.”

	“Is this going to be your new thing?”

	“My new thing?”

	“Yeah. You know, like how you were obsessed with plants, then you became obsessed with fluff, then you became obsessed with boobs. Are you going to be obsessed with being the overlord of an entire pocket universe now?”

	“Well, if I’m going to do it, I need to do it right. I should probably hire the bees as a law team to help me draft up a bunch of laws and changes to reality.”

	“Why… why the bees?”

	“Because bees are some of nature’s hardest, most diligent workers. And they’re perfect.”

	“Don’t you think everything nature is perfect?”

	“Yes.”

	“Am I perfect?”

	“You’re beyond perfect.”

	Vala giggled and flew up to kiss my cheek. “No, you.”

	“I know I am. Anyways—”

	“W-woah… my boyfriend is turning into a narcissistic god. That’s… kind of hot. Wait! That cold be a light novel title! My Boyfriend Got Godly Powers by Having Sex with Me and Dominating My Soul, and Now He’s Becoming a Narcissistic God! Like that! Wait. How do you choose what words you capitalize or not in book titles?”

	“No idea. I’ll add it to the laws of our universe that book titles can be capitalized however they want and still be technically correct.”

	“Nice. Those are the kinds of laws a universe should have. Like game updates that add quality of life changes. Oh! I have an idea!”

	“What?”

	“You can release batches of new laws all at once and write them out like patch notes! That’d be fun. And we can give each update a version number! Right now, we’re on 1.0, so the next update can be 1.1! Universe version 1.1!”

	“Sounds good to me. Also, do you have any idea why I’m not able to nerf my hands?”

	“Uhh… because they’re the number one source of fanservice at the moment?”

	I was surprised by her answer. “Honestly, I thought you were going to say something like… because the power of love and addiction to them is overriding logic or something.”

	“Nah. I’ve realizing that can’t really explain it at this point. The only thing that can explain your hands being so OP is that they’re the only things that really cause ecchi fanservice scenes. So, if you want your hands to get nerfed, we’re going to need something else that causes fanservice.”

	“But even if we do get another source of that, wouldn’t the reason then just fall back to being because of the power of love and addiction or something?”

	“Probably.”

	“So, my hands are destined to cause fanservice until the rest of time.”

	“Or just until it’s decided that it’s not fun to include anymore.”

	“Fair enough. Anyways, legal bee team.”

	“I approve, especially since it means when one of them turns into a waifu, she might be like… a sexy paralegal bee girl. An office lady bee girl. That would be nice. Or that could just be an unlockable costume for her.”

	“We’ll see. Also, I probably should have asked, so I’m sorry for already doing it without asking, but are you alright with me—well, inviting a bunch of people here and changing the laws of reality and all that?”

	“It… it kind of makes me uncomfortable if you do it outside of our pocket universe, but you can do whatever you want in here and I won’t care as long as we’re all happy and having fun.”

	“Deal. Though, I kind of think I’d rather keep this planet for ourselves. We can just set up another planet for everybody not in our relationship, or not part of our game, to go live on, right?”

	“Yep! That’ll be easy.”

	“Good. And we can just set up a portal or something that links them together so everybody can visit each other.”

	“Heh. You’re so selfish that you want to keep this whole planet to ourselves and our waifus, eh? Eh?”

	I wrapped an arm around Vala’s waist and pulled her close, leaning down to bring my face right above her own. “I can’t do whatever I want to all of you whenever I want if I have to worry about some random person seeing.”

	Vala blushed and looked away for a second before finding the resolve to look me straight in the eyes. “Y-you know… it’s… kind of exciting to think of the danger of getting caught…”

	“That’s what Luca is for, except we’ll guarantee that she never actually catches us.”

	“Ooh, good point.”

	“We could also just go to the other planet or Earth whenever we want to risk that.”

	“E-even better point. Also… I feel like you’ve somehow become even hotter since getting your new powers…”

	I brought my face even closer to her, lowering the tone of my voice a bit more as well. “Have I?”

	With reddened cheeks, Vala nodded and said, “Ye-yeah. You’re always hot when you’re confident… and now you’re way more confident.”

	“Then get ready for me to become hotter than ever before, because I can promise you this power is going to my head.”

	“You… you really might become a villainous dictator of the entire universe at this point…”

	“Would you have a problem with that?”

	Vala gulped and slowly shook her head from side to side. “Not—not as long as I get to be one of your evil dragon henchwomen.”

	I brought my free hand to her chin, holding onto it to tilt her head back as I looked directly into her eyes. “I wouldn’t accept anybody else as my dragon henchwoman.”

	Now, the scene was getting a bit steamy and was likely to evolve into something much lewder at the current rate… but, admittedly, it was ruined a little when we noticed somebody standing next to us just… staring at us with a single, excited eye and a wagging tail furiously swishing around behind her.

	It was Lavi, and she could not have looked happier about our descent into villainy.

	So while the mood was temporarily ruined, I looked at the two of them and asked, “Want to do some evil villain play tonight after the battle?”

	Lavi nodded and cheered, “That sounds awesome!”

	I had an idea that she had no idea what kind of play I was talking about. She was innocent like that. Vala, however, understood what I was going for and nodded after giggling at Lavi’s innocent response to it.

	I was going to have to really bring out my evil villain side during the battle to prepare for the fun later in the evening.

	 


Chapter Twenty-Five

	 

	
		
				Non-virgin virgin.

		

	

	 

	“That came out of nowhere,” I said in response to Window suddenly appearing in front of me after we all teleported over to Mariet’s haunted castle.

	
		
				It’s been a while since I’ve called you that, and I want to trigger everybody who thought I might have finally let that joke die, so I’m bringing it back, you non-virgin virgin.

		

	

	 

	“Good.”

	
		
				Wait… good? How is that good? You’re not supposed to like it!

		

	

	 

	“But it’s an inside joke between us. Why wouldn’t one of our things coming back be good?”

	
		
				I—I guess that’s true.

		

	

	 

	“Oh no.” I pulled out the most sarcastic, monotone voice I could. “My informational status wife remembered an old joke of ours and is still keeping it alive. How horrible. Whatever will I do.”

	
		
				Okay, you don’t need to be sarcastic, I get—
wait.
what
what did you call me

		

	

	 

	“My informational status wife?”

	
		
				bu-but we’re gresdgrewsdwhgbtrewshgb5t4rewhyg534weygh54weygh5w4reygh5w43weygh5w34egh5rw43eg5vw43eghb5w4ehgb5tr4wehg5rwe
ahem.
But we’re… you know… not—not married…

		

	

	 

	“So? We already have a kid, I doubt we’re ever going to break up, we love each other, and we’re in a universe of our own rules. We already act like an old married couple anyways. What’s the problem if I call you my wife?”

	
		
				LISTEN.
IT’S NOT GEHGDBTWEHGTW INOT-NOIT-NO-T THAT I DON’T LIKE BEING CALLED YOUR WIFE, ESPECIALLY WHEN YOU SAY IT SUCH A HECKING ADORABLE WAY LIKE INFORMATIONAL STATUS WIFE, BUTBTHERB THERE’S A PROCESS TO THIS SORT OF STUFF
YOU CAN’T JUST CALL ME IT OUT OF NOWHERE LIKE THAT
AND THI THIS ISN’T THEVHNETHGE HGTETHIS SITHVENVEIT ISN’T EVNE THE FIRST TIME YOU’VE DONE IT
WE 
WE NEED TO ACTUALLY DO THIS THE PROPER WAY
I STILL WANT TO HAVE A MARRIAGE CEREMONY AND ALL THAT OK
IT’S GOING TO TAKE AWAY A LOT OF FUN FROM THE READERS, TOO, IF WE JUST SKIP STRAIGHT TO HUSBAND AND WIFE STAGE WITHOUT LETTING THEM LOOK FORWARD TO A WEDDING FIRST
bu-but don’t get me wrong or anything… i… i do like it… IT’S JUST THOBREO OOSNGOSOON AND WE NEED TO BUILD UP TO IT

		

	

	 

	I shrugged and sighed. “I don’t really understand, but you’re my informational status girlfriend, so I’ll let you have it your way.”

	
		
				Even though I’m the one who forced it… I still feel like I’ve been downgraded…

		

	

	 

	“Then I have an idea.”

	
		
				… what?

		

	

	 

	“This is our universe to do what we want, and that means we can change the definitions of words. From now on, girlfriends will be wives.”

	
		
				but then what are wives?

		

	

	 

	“Super wives. A wife becomes a super wife when she gets married.”

	
		
				…

		

	

	 

	…

	
		
				that’s so stupid and it’s still probably going to take away the importance of calling a waifu a wife in the eyes of the readers… but… it makes me happy… and I don’t want to be downgraded to girlfriend after being called that, so… f-fine. Do—do whatever you want.

		

	

	 

	“You’d have to turn into your human form for that.”

	
		
				wut

		

	

	 

	“You told me to do whatever I want, didn’t you?”

	
		
				…

		

	

	 

	…

	
		
				oh.

		

	

	 

	“Now who’s the non-virgin virgin, my informational status wife?”

	
		
				G4R5W3EYH54W3EH5TB64WER HBTR4E BHNTYGERFSDHNBTGYRHNBTYRHBTER4HBNTERHNBTRN TRYNB RGYTHBNTHER4H5BT3EHBRT53EHB5E3HGB5RE3HGB5RE3H GB E34HGBR5E HBEHB5RTE34WHBR5TE4DHBTEBTEDSHBG5 3RWHGQBRTFEWS HBGTR WEHSBTED
I’M SO NERFING HOW HOT YOU ARE

		

	

	 

	Window disappeared after that.

	I felt a pat on my back after that—or rather, a pat on my ass seeing as how that was on the same height level as Eliza while she was in her mini form. “You’re pretty smooth, boy.”

	“I know,” I replied. It was true, after all. It was probably a bit egotistical to accept something like how I did, but why deny the truth?

	As for Eliza, she smirked up at me and said, “I’ve got to say, I love me a nice show of confidence. Anyways! Val, you ready?”

	Vala’s ears twitched when she thought she was being called to, but she waited long enough before saying anything for Valkyria to make it obvious she was the one actually being spoken to. “Yes!” Valkyria answered. “But… I may have a problem.” Valkyria turned to look at me. “How—how do I turn back into my original form?”

	I didn’t even consider that such a problem might pop up. “Can’t you just… think about it?”

	“I—I tried.”

	“Huh. Let me try something.”

	I walked up to her, reached up to place my hand on her forehead, and concentrated.

	I wasn’t entirely sure how I knew how to do that, but I assumed it had to do with everything that happened in the forest. In the same way that I knew how to alter the laws of reality, I now knew how to read the soul of another living being.

	And from what I could tell by reading Valkyria’s soul… basically all that needed done was flipping a switch inside of her.

	“Val,” I said, “pay attention to how this feels, not that I know for sure if it’s going to feel like anything. But I’m going to transform you for you, and if you pay attention to how it feels when I do it, you should be able to do it yourself. Maybe.”

	“Copy!” Valkyria replied.

	A second later and I flipped the “switch” within her soul to successfully transform her into a tank… while sending me flying back from her sudden size expansion. Fortunately, Lavi was there to jump in my path and catch me before holding me in her arms like I was her princess.

	“Fufu, careful, Master,” Lavi said. “Can’t have ya getting hurt.”

	Lavi was normally just cute in my eyes despite how much she tried to act cool and edgy… but I had to give it to her. “You’re badass, Lavi.”

	She tried to look away after that as her cheeks turned a bit pink, but she forced herself to stay facing me. “H-heh. It’s about time I get to show off my cool side.”

	“I’m not sure what I want to do more now: evil villain play or princess and knight play.”

	“Prin—princess and knight play? Who’d be the princess?”

	“Me.”

	“Master, I’m… I—…” Her cheeks turned an even brighter shade of pink. “Why do I think you’d look great in a princess dress…”

	“Confidence,” Eliza answered. “Somebody who is confident can look good in absolutely anything, even if it’s a macho bodybuilder in a girly princess dress with frills.”

	Hearing that made me think of Conan and Catrir dressed up in frilly dresses.

	That would be a fun way of messing with them.

	“Lavi, I’ll be your villain or your princess whenever you want,” I said. “After all, you’re my badass wife. I want to see your cool side as much as I want to see your cute side.”

	Lavi shut her mouth, letting her lips take the shape of a shaky, squiggly line that looked pretty adorable, and slowly let me down before turning her back to me. The wagging of her tail made it pretty obvious how happy she was, but she must have been trying to not to show me her full-on cute mode right after I said how much I wanted to see her cool side.

	That was why I wrapped my arms around her, resting them over her abdomen, and whispered into her ear, “A wife who wants to protect her cool image for her husband is pretty badass, too.”

	Lavi’s entire figure trembled against me when I whispered that, and it wasn’t from my hands since they weren’t touching her bare skin.

	“You’re the coolest dark knight there is,” I continued, wanting to tease her even more.

	“Fu—fufu, I—I… Ma-Masterrrr,” Lavi whined, finally breaking. “You’re making it hard to stay cool!”

	“That’s alright.” I slid one hand up her abdomen toward her chest while my other hand slipped down a little farther toward her crotch. “Don’t forget, I love your cute side just as much.” Since I was already whispering into her nearest ear, I went ahead and gave it a little nibble on the side as well.

	Lavi then went and let out the cutest, most erotic whimper that I ever heard from her.

	I let go of the panting, sweating Lavi so that she could have a chance to recover. “If it’s not obvious yet, I’ve decided I’ll stick with evil villain instead of princess for the evening.”

	When Lavi turned her head to look at me over her shoulder, I couldn’t help but to give her a wink before returning my attention to the battlefield.

	It was the second battle in the third zone for the undead region. 3-2. Only 3-2 and 3-3 were left before Mariet and Claire would be moving in with us… and before the castle in front of us was probably going to get blown up in a pseudo nuclear explosion similar to Clawdia’s former castle.

	As for the battle’s heroes, they were going to technically include four people.

	Lavi was going to be on her own to handle one of the lanes, and then the other lane was going to feature Valkyria being operated by Eliza and Luca. Those three technically only counted as one hero, though, so those four in total didn’t break the rule of only having two heroes.

	And once Lavi calmed down again, the battle could finally begin.

	Surely enough, it started with new enemies right out the gate. Literally out of the gate seeing as how they came down the lane through the gate within the castle walls.

	
		
				New Enemy Discovered!
Barghest
Threat: ★★★★
HP: not that much.
Damage: not that much either, but they do DoT damage as described below.
Defense: A ton since they have all that armor and also huge shields and stuff.
Barghests are cute, but also scary, giant black dog monsters that bite people and then basically their bites can never be healed. It’s a permanent wound that will never stop no matter what. So if somebody gets bit, they’ll keep bleeding until they eventually die unless they’re somehow healed non-stop for the rest of their lives. But because this is just a game, anybody who gets hurt by a barghest will only suffer DoT damage from them until they “die,” and then the wound will be gone once they come back to the lane.

		

	

	 

	“But does it work against mechanical heroes? Like Valkyria? Or what about a robot—I mean, mecha, like Clawdia in her mecha?” I asked.

	
		
				Hmm. Well, I guess it wouldn’t really make sense. I could probably justify it like… because it’s a magical bite, it’ll just… make them leak coolant or something that can’t be repaired until they die once, but that’d be kind of lame, plus people usually like to be rewarded by having certain heroes excel in different situations and stuff. So, Valkyria and Clawdia will be immune to bleeding effects like this, but maybe not all DoT effects.

		

	

	 

	“Deal. Next question. Can I use the power myself to bite Clawdia with a wound that constantly hurts her?”

	Clawdia was a masochist, after all.

	
		
				Aren’t you basically a god now who can do whatever you want?

		

	

	 

	“Oh. Right. Alright. I’ll give myself the power to give her a permanent hickey that never stops hurting and reminding her of its presence on her neck.”

	
		
				>_>
kinda hot ngl.
anyways.
Speaking of the others, you didn’t choose who to send on an exploration. Who should I randomly yank out of whatever they’re doing to teleport them into an exploration?

		

	

	 

	“Honey and Cami. I want to see how they interact with each other.”

	With that, Window vanished once more.

	Now, similar to Honey, Valkyria counted as a ranged hero. That meant she could fire upon the barghest at a distance as they charged toward her, and she managed to wipe them all out with the explosive shots of her cannon before they could even get close to her. Though, to be fair, she did have help from the trebuchet and archer towers as well.

	More of the usual enemies came after that first charge. Skeletons, zombie cats, evil slimes, bats—all those.

	And as it would turn out… Valkyria felt like our strongest hero yet. Not only did her attacks do massive damage that could basically one-shot every enemy they hit, but they did AoE damage, too. That meant she could wipe out multiple enemies at a time. When some of them got slowed by the slime tower, resulting in half of a wave basically getting piled up on top of each other, she wiped them all out in an instant.

	However, she wasn’t without her downsides.

	Her rate of fire was really slow. Even the base trebuchet tower fired faster than her. Furthermore, while she might have been a ranged unit… she wasn’t able to target flying units like Honey could. She just wasn’t able to turn her barrel that high. So, she had zero way of defending herself against aerial units, her rate of fire was excessively slow, and she was also just slow overall when it came to her movement speed.

	But she did incredible area damage, was immune to bleeding effects, and presumably would have high armor and health points.

	Overall, I would say that she was probably overpowered, especially when using her like a proper tank. It was my understanding that tanks were generally pretty bad on their own. They needed supported by infantry columns. So, as long as there were slowing effects on the lanes and dogs to hold the line for her, she could absolutely destroy our enemies.

	Having air superiority to defend her was also important, of course.

	So, basically, as long as I used my tank wife how a tank was supposed to be used, she was overpowered.

	I felt pretty confident leaving the battle in their hands with that.

	“Lavi! Valkyria!” I shouted. “The rest is up to you! Throw our enemies into the pits of Hell and show them what true battlefield dominance looks like! Make them regret ever being brought back to life to face us!”

	Valkyria nodded her barrel, Eliza and Luca popped out from the top together to give me a thumbs-up, and Lavi got fired up.

	“Fufu, alright, Master,” Lavi said. “I’ll show these supposed warriors of darkness what it means to be a real devil in the night.”

	“You’re the coolest, Lavi!” I shouted.

	Lavi blushed a little again, but her tail wagged even faster as she charged into the enemies approaching her with her black sword ready to slice them apart.

	As for me, since I couldn’t be very villainous on the battlefield due to it already being occupied by Lavi and Valkyria, I had other plans for how to be a villain.

	It was time for a kidnapping.


Chapter Twenty-Six

	 

	Sneaking past the haunted mansion castle’s walls was… far easier than it should have been, really. It was probably because of the fact that nobody really expected anybody to sneak inside in the first place. After all, that wasn’t what was supposed to happen. What was supposed to happen was going through the battles normally and conquering various women that way. Skipping those steps by just sneaking into the enemy’s base and kidnapping one of them was breaking how the game was supposed to work.

	But they should have known better than to think that I had any interest in playing the game normally.

	Honestly, all I had to do was walk in through a door built into the wall next to the main gate. Why was there another door there? I didn’t know. Maybe they had it there so that people can enter and leave without having to open and close the main gate. That felt like it kind of defeated the purpose of having the gate, but I wasn’t going to question it since it made my mission easier.

	From there, all I had to do was walk across the courtyard to the entrance of the actual haunted mansion castle. All the actual fighting was happening outside the walls, so the inside of the walls was pretty calm. Though, I did spot that the next few waves of enemies were all lined up behind the wall waiting for their turn.

	Some of them noticed me, but they didn’t do anything about that. I even waved to them and got a few to wave back. They were more concerned about the actual battle than whatever I had in mind, apparently.

	It wasn’t until I reached the large double doors to the haunted mansion castle that I was finally stopped by somebody: a large, skeletal knight in black armor with an axe that looked more like a giant meat cleaver than a proper weapon.

	The skeleton raised its axe in front of the door and stood in front of me.

	“Yo,” I said, feeling like Cami for a moment. “I don’t have a bone to pick with you, so can you let me in?”

	The skeleton raised his free hand up to cover his face in response to my pun, blocking his sight and giving me the opening I needed to spin around and kick him in his side. Admittedly, I buffed my strength a bit so that I would be able to not only land a solid hit with my kick, but I hit him with enough force to send him flying to the side with his bones falling apart all across the ground.

	“You’re alright, right?” I asked him.

	His body had fallen apart, but he was still able to give me a thumbs-up.

	I gave him a thumbs-up and then went inside, entering the haunted mansion castle for the first time since my original stay there. Everything looked exactly like it did before which was no surprise given that both the zombie maid queen and her bat butler were both cleaning fanatics who kept everything as spotless as possible. It was impossible for a mess to exist inside as long as they were there.

	More importantly, two more skeletons inside noticed me, and they drew their swords as soon as they saw me.

	That made me happy.

	Yes, it was possible for me to just snap my fingers and win at everything thanks to my new powers, but where was the fun in that? Where was the tension in that? That made it all reward and no risk. Even if it was possible for me to plant seeds in a garden and have them grow into adult, flowering plants the next second with a snap of my fingers, I wouldn’t do that. The struggle and conflict during the journey to that final goal was part of the experience.

	Though I would at least make sure they were in no actual danger. I wasn’t going to let my plants ever be at true risk of failing no matter what. Not only did plants deserve to live no matter what all the time, but what kind of godlike being, Vala excluded, would have the power to prevent suffering and death but not use it? Why would I let reality remain in such a way that my plants might still suffer from root rot or blight? Letting them remain a time sink was alright. Letting them pause their growth unless properly watered was alright. Letting them suffer any negative consequences, however, was not alright.

	Even if deprived of water and sun for months at a time, I wanted them to still survive and feel perfectly fine. Of course, I was never going to let them go that long without sun or water, but still.

	I wanted some challenge.

	That meant that even though there were a couple of skeleton guards in front of me wielding swords, I had no interest in just snapping my fingers and instantly defeating them even though that was possible.

	Instead, I held my right hand out to my side and summoned my trusty PickAxe to me. My PickAxe appeared in the air in front of my hand for me to grab.

	If I was going to go up against a couple of skeletons, I was going to do so armed.

	Then I had an idea.

	If Postia was a girl who was probably going to eventually turn into one of my girlfriends—wives, rather, assuming that she wasn’t already one… then couldn’t I turn my PickAxe into a living being who would eventually become one of my wives?

	Maybe that was getting a bit too loose with my powers. Not to mention that it would be kind of strange to create life with the intention of it being my wife. Of course, I could also just snap my fingers to erase any and all potential ethical concerns there, but I still decided against it. Besides, from my understanding, it was possible for inanimate objects to come to life as long as somebody had a deep enough bond with them in the first place. Lake came to life because of my ancestor’s bond to her, and Valkyria gained life because of her crew’s bond to her.

	So long as I kept PickAxe with me and deepened my bond with it, it would possibly gain a life of its own in time, and then I could turn that new life into my new wife.

	But for the time being, I looked at the skeletons in my path and said, “I’ve come to steal your women.” Then again, they were already my women, so wasn’t it more like I had come to take my women to where they belonged? Just because I didn’t conquer their levels yet didn’t mean that they weren’t mine.

	As for the skeletons’ response, they didn’t seem too happy about that and charged at me with their swords drawn.

	There was once a time that I was terrified of anything horror. That included zombies, living skeletons, and so on. But after all the battles we went through in the haunted zones… I got desensitized. Spending that week with Mariet and Claire also helped me get desensitized to it all seeing as how Mariet’s limbs and head often came detached during our… activities. By mistake, of course.

	Sometimes her head would just… pop right off and roll away from being too rough.

	That always killed the mood a little whenever it happened. That was also why I learned it was important to keep at least one hand on her head to hold it whenever doing things with her so that I could prevent it from getting detached.

	But despite my former fear of horror, I felt nothing but confidence when the two skeletons charged at me. All I had to do was position my PickAxe to block their initial attacks and then—

	“Wait, Freddy?” I asked, causing the two skeletons to stop their charge. The one on the right then pointed up at his skeletal head as if he was confirming that I was talking to him. “Yeah, I knew it. You’re Freddy. I remember that chip on the side of your skull.”

	Back during my stay in the haunted mansion castle, Freddy was the one who helped me find the kitchen in the middle of the night while Mariet and Claire were sleeping. He even made me a pretty good sandwich.

	“How’re the wife and kids?” I asked him.

	Freddy shrugged and gave me a thumbs-up.

	“Your son still training to get a job at the amusement park?”

	Freddy nodded before moving his hands around to talk to me in a way that I could somehow understand.

	“Don’t push him too hard. Let him experiment and discover what’ll make him the happiest in life, alright? All you have to do to be a good dad is support him no matter what he may choose, even if it means leaving the amusement park behind.”

	Freddy slumped his shoulders before nodding again.

	“I know, you’re worried about him, but you have to give him some space and let him choose his own path. And remember, you have everybody here in the mansion to talk to, and you can always come pay me a visit if you ever need to.”

	Freddy sniffled and wiped a hand across his face where a nose would normally be.

	“Want a hug?”

	Another nod.

	With that, I walked up to him and gave him a hug. The other skeleton, who I didn’t recognize, also joined in because why not?

	Once Freddy was feeling better, the hug ended and he asked me if I was really there to steal his wife.

	“Oh, no, when I said ‘your women,’ I didn’t mean your actual women. I just mean Mariet or Claire. Not sure which one I’ll kidnap yet,” I explained.

	Freddy let out a sigh of relief when he heard that before gesturing some more with his hands.

	“What? No way. I know I’m amazing basically a god now, but your wife wouldn’t leave you for somebody like me. I could never compete with you. Have some faith in yourself.”

	With renewed vigor, Freddy nodded and stood up straight with his ribcage proudly sticking out. He then told me exactly where I could find Mariet and Claire. Mariet was sleeping in bed despite the battle going on outside, and Claire was taking a bath.

	So, I had two choices.

	I could kidnap a sleeping zombie maid queen or a naked bat butler in the middle of taking a bath.

	Kidnapping both of them was technically possible, but I still wanted to leave myself a reward for after we properly finished the final level of their zone. Kidnapping Mariet was probably the wrong choice to make since she was the queen and the most important person in the zone, but… if I kidnapped Claire instead, Mariet would be left alone without her faithful bat butler to help her out with daily life things. Not to mention that the two were pretty inseparable anyways. It would probably be mean to separate them.

	To separate them.

	Separate.

	…

	I had an idea.

	“Freddy,” I said, placing a hand on his bony shoulder. “I’m going to defeat you so that I can feel like I’ve properly earned the right to succeed with the kidnapping, alright?”

	Freddy gave me a proud salute and awaited his fate.

	With that, I swung PickAxe straight through him and the other skeleton at his side, breaking both of their bodies apart and causing them to become a single pile of bones on the floor below.

	They were safe and sound, of course. No permanent damage happened to them and they would put themselves back together later.

	Though… I hoped that they wouldn’t mix any bones up. It could be pretty awkward the next time Fred got with his wife if he accidentally had the wrong bone.

	“Say hi to the family for me,” I told Freddy before running up the nearest flight of stairs to head to Mariet’s bedroom.

	Mariet’s bedroom was my goal, by Mariet herself was not.

	After fighting my way through a few more skeletons and zombies, I burst into Mariet’s room by kicking the door open… only to not even wake her up from her slumber. She slept through all of it. It wasn’t until I actually walked up to the bed and got close to her that I saw her nose wiggle and her eyes slowly open.

	“Food…?” Mariet sleepily asked before noticing me, smiling as soon as she saw me. “Ah… my favorite… food. I must… be dreaming.”

	“This isn’t a dream,” I said.

	“But… you haven’t… finished the last… battle, yet… why are… you here? Did… you miss me… that much?”

	“Yes, but that’s not why I’m here.”

	“Then… why?”

	“I’ve come for your body.”

	A gentle blush painted her pale cheeks as she lifted a hand up to her blanket to pull it down, revealing the nightgown she was in. “If you want… my body… you can—”

	I reached up, grabbed her head by each side, and popped it off from her neck.

	I then set her head down on top of her pillow before picking her body up, slinging it over my shoulder, and saying, “You can have this back once I beat your final level. Oh, right. You can feel everything I do to your body no matter how far away it is, right?”

	All Mariet could do was blink at me a few times as I talked. She was… pretty slow when it came to understanding things, and I figured I must have overwhelmed her a bit.

	So, to confirm it myself, seeing as how her rather large rear was right next to my head, I gave it a smack.

	Even though her head wasn’t connected to her body, me slapping her ass still caused her head to jolt and her blush to grow even brighter.

	“Perfect. I’ll be taking this then,” I said before turning to leave the room. “Oh, and tell Claire that some of the skeletons might need help being put back together.”

	Mariet opened her mouth to say something, but all it took was spanking her again in order to shut her mouth, prompting her to bite her lower lip as her body wiggled against me.

	So, Mariet and Claire would get to remain together until I conquered their haunted mansion castle and took both of them home with me, but, until then, I had Mariet’s body to do whatever I wanted with.

	I was going to have a lot of fun with her body. And since I was supposed to be a villain kidnapping her, it wouldn’t be wrong for me to chain her body up in a custom dungeon made just for storing it.

	Nobody would be able to hear her screams… well, mainly because she wasn’t going to have a head in the first place. Though, if she really did feel everything, then everybody in the haunted mansion castle would be able to hear her screams.

	That was going to be fun. She’d have no idea what exactly was happening to her body but still be able to feel everything. Claire would be able to see her master’s face reacting to everything I was doing to her body, but have no idea just what I was doing.

	While getting to watch a girl’s face responding the things done to her body was nice and all, getting to imagine what sort of faces Mariet’s detached head would make while I played with her body sounded just as fun. Then there was also the fact that she would have no idea when I was going to use her body. She could just be going about her daily, body-less life when all of a sudden…

	Yeah, I was going to have a lot of fun being a villain who kidnapped her body to play with.

	 


Chapter Twenty-Seven

	 

	To summarize things, the rest of the battle went well, I ignored Window when she tried to show me the battle results because I had a more important issue to take care of and we could always go over them later, and we returned home with the kidnapped body of Mariet slung over my shoulder.

	And because I had godlike powers and could more or less do whatever I wanted, I snapped my fingers to give our house a basement. Not just a basement, but a dungeon.

	Every villain needed a dungeon in their basement, right?

	Now, normally, house expansions were supposed to require gathering materials and then calling the beavers in to do the construction, but I didn’t want to wait since I had Mariet’s body with me. I would just do some gathering later to justify it so that Window didn’t get too upset by me taking shortcuts. It was kind of like taking a loan out. The loan was the dungeon basement, and I would pay back the loan by gathering enough materials later to justify it.

	More importantly, the basement was a dark, cold, stone basement with a couple of torches on the walls, a bed in the center of the room, and chains hanging down from the ceiling above the bed. That was exactly how I wanted it to be.

	So, alone in the dungeon with Mariet’s body, I set her down on top of the bed.

	Her body rolled over onto its back as soon as I set it down, spreading her legs and tugging her dress down a little.

	“I have to admit,” I said to the body, “I wasn’t expecting you to submit this easily.”

	The body waved its—her? Should the body of a person without the head be referred to as a her or an it? If the actual person wasn’t there—then again, how does one define person? Is a person still a person without their head? If you take somebody’s head off their body, and both their head and their body are still alive, do you refer to the head or the body as the person? Or both?

	I didn’t know.

	“Raise your left hand if I should refer to you as an it, raise your right hand if I should refer to you as a her,” I said.

	Mariet’s body raised its—her, right hand.

	“Got it. Also… I just realized, you can hear me?”

	She gave me a thumbs-up.

	“Huh. Also, you seem… more energetic. It’s like you’re more energetic when your head isn’t attached.”

	Another thumbs-up. She then swung her arms and hands around as if trying to explain something to me with gestures, but I had no idea what she was trying to get at.

	“Wait. Are you basically a completely different person whenever her head isn’t attached?”

	Another thumbs-up.

	“She’ll still feel everything I do to you, right?”

	And another thumbs-up.

	“If Mariet is my wife, and you’re her body, but you basically become your own person when her head isn’t attached to you… does this mean you’re an entirely different wife?”

	Mariet’s body raised her hands up to where her head would be to think about it for a few moments before giving me yet another thumbs-up.

	“My list of wives really is exponentially growing at this rate. Anyways, since you’re your own person apparently, is it alright if I do lewd things to you for the sake of teasing Mariet? Well, and for your own pleasure.”

	Mariet’s body might not have had a head, but she still nodded her upper half as excitedly as she could.

	“Alright. Let’s work together to make this lewd then for both you and your head.”

	Following more nodding, I got to work on Mariet’s body, who was apparently another of my wives completely separate from Mariet herself.

	 

	Once I had Mariet set up in the dungeon basement, I called for the three dog sisters to meet me in the kitchen upstairs.

	“Delphi, Lavi, Cami,” I said, looking at the three dog sisters in front of me. “How do you feel… about peanut butter?”

	The three women all titled their heads in the same direction when I asked that. Though, it was only Delphi who answered by saying, “I don’t think we’ve ever had peanut butter! Is it a type of soup? Wait, silly question. Everything can be soup.”

	“Well, this is non-soup peanut butter.”

	Delphi’s ears flattened a bit.

	“But we can try making peanut butter soup some other time. For now, here.” I took three spoons, scooped each one into the jar of peanut butter I had, and then handed them out to the sisters. “Try it out.”

	Lavi was the first to try it, bringing the spoon up to her mouth and… just, you know, normally licking it. It was done in a totally casual way without anything of particular note to mention.

	However… I couldn’t help but to feel like both Delphi and Cami approached the peanut butter in a far lewder way.

	When it came to Cami, she held the spoon up in front of her lips and gave it a little sniff before running her tongue up along the shaft of the spoon, which didn’t even have any peanut butter on it, before finally reaching the part that she was supposed to taste. And when she did reach it, she placed the spoon in her mouth to suck on it while maintaining eye contact with me.

	Then there was Delphi. Delphi wasn’t even trying to be lewd about it, but it was hard not to pervert her method after seeing Cami. It didn’t help that some of the peanut butter dropped down onto the top of her breasts before she gave the spoon a bunch of curious licks before just shoving the whole end inside her mouth to suck the rest of the peanut butter off.

	So, while Cami was intentionally lewd and Delphi was unintentionally lewd, Lavi looked at me and said, “Tastes pretty good, Master.” She had no idea just what her sisters were like to either side of where she stood.

	Cami was next. “Yeah. I like how your peanut butter tastes, Master.”

	I narrowed my eyes at her. Part of me was tempted to tell her to behave, but considering the entire point of this experiment… that would have been extremely hypocritical of me.

	Then finally, Delphi reached her decision and said, “Hmm, in order to make a soup out of this… I think pairing it with tomato in some way would go well. Tomato sauce, some chili powder, onion and garlic, and you could throw in some sweet potatoes, too. Oh, and some chicken stock since it would be too thick without that. For some extra spice, jalapenos and cumin. Yeah, that would be good! I have to try making that. Oh, but umm, is there a reason why you wanted us to taste it, Master?” After asking that, she noticed the drop of peanut butter atop her breasts, scooped it up with a single finger, and innocently licked it off.

	I had to do my best to restrain bringing them to the bedroom right away. “Yes,” I answered. “I wanted to make sure that the stereotypes about dogs and peanut butter are true.”

	“The… stereotypes? What kind of stereotypes?”

	“You don’t need to know and Window would probably yell at me if I brought them up in any detail. More importantly,” I paused and scooped some of the peanut butter out of the jar using three of my fingers. I then held my fingers up in front of me and ordered the girls, “Lick them.”

	“O-oi, Master,” Lavi said, her cheeks now a shade of red. “Don’t—don’t you think that’s kinda—” She cut herself off when she saw both Delphi and Cami approach without hesitation, each one taking one of the fingers on the sides to their lips, licking and sucking the peanut butter right off from them while leaving the middle finger for Lavi.

	Not wanting to be left out, Lavi approached and squeezed her head between the other two girls’, their cheeks pressing up against each other due to the tight fit as each woman either licked or sucked on my fingers. Delphi and Cami were the two unashamedly sucking on my tips while Lavi just shyly licked at her respective finger.

	“Good girls,” I said, petting their heads one at a time with my free hand.

	My plan was going to work.

	Though, once all the peanut butter was gone, Delphi and Lavi stepped back to leave my fingers alone. Cami, obviously, didn’t, and she was more than happy to continue sucking my finger while her perpetually sleepy-looking eyes looked up into my own. At one point, she even let out a slight moan before releasing my finger from her mouth… only to drag her tongue from its base up to its tip before sucking on the very tip of it some more.

	Delphi watched with curiosity in her eyes as if she had absolutely no idea what was going on while Lavi blushed and covered up her only visible eye with one of her hands, spreading her fingers apart enough to peek through a tiny gap between them.

	Cami even went so far as to let my finger slip out again so she could rub the side of her face up against it, which she loved to do with more than just my finger, but I used that opportunity to take it away from her, causing her to pout a little.

	“Don’t worry, you’ll get to go full lewd in a few minutes here,” I told her, prompting her to nod and step back to join her sisters. “Now then. As you’re aware, the body of Mariet is downstairs in the basement. Or as it’s been converted into, downstairs in the dungeon.” I snapped my fingers to spawn an absurd amount of peanut butter jars stacked atop each other within my arms. “Give me a few minutes and I’ll call you down. But stay up here until I do.”

	Each girl confirmed my order in their own way. Delphi saluted, Cami gave me a thumbs-up, and Lavi nodded.

	With that, I went back down into the dungeon.

	Mariet’s body was on the bed when I saw her … but she was supposed to be hanging by the chains from the ceiling binding her wrists. She was meant to be stuck on her knees, forced to sit up on them, left in nothing but her underwear as her dress sat on a table off to the side that I spawned in.

	But…

	Her arms popped off.

	Noticing that I was back in the room, one of the arms, still stuck hanging by the chain, waved its hand at me while the other arm just sort of… limply hung there as if it was dead inside.

	Somehow, both arms seemed to have completely different personalities from each other.

	Did… they also have their own personalities? Did each of her limbs grow develop a personality and become their own person whenever detached? In that case, was Mariet actually a dozen or more wives all inside of one body?

	I’d think about that later. For now, I had another idea.

	An idea that was… to some, probably extremely degenerate and just wrong if not somewhat horrifying.

	Mariet’s limbs could easily pop off her body and then reconnecting them was as easy as just placing them back in the right spot. Magic did the rest, presumably.

	Therefore, if my intent was to immobilize her, couldn’t I just… take her legs off as well now that her arms were off? Leave her so that she was nothing but a living torso on the bed?

	Decisions, decisions.

	I wasn’t sure how weird I wanted to get, but I was at least sure about the basics of my plan, so it was time to get started on that by popping open the jars of peanut butter.

	 

	“That took longer than I thought,” I said, now standing upstairs again while the three dog sisters were left in the dungeon with Mariet.

	
		
				…

		

	

	 

	And then, suddenly, a mysterious, rectangular box appeared in the air in front of me for some reason that I could never potentially guess why.

	
		
				You’re no longer just trying to raise our rating. You’re trying to nuke our rating. We’re going to get rated XXX at this point.

		

	

	 

	“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

	
		
				YOU KNOW EXACTLY WHAT I’M TALKING ABOUT
YOU FADED TO BLACK WITH A WAIFU ON THE BED WHILE HOLDING TONS OF PEANUT BUTTER RIGHT AFTER EXPERIMENTING WITH THE DOG GIRLS TO SEE IF THEY WOULD LICK PEANUT BUTTER OFF OF SKIN
NOBODY IS GETTING FOOLED HERE, DRAKE
ALSO THIS ENTIRE LEWD REFERENCE IS GOING TO POTENTIALLY BE CONTROVERSIAL AND GET US IN TROUBLE
WHAT IF SOMEBODY IS READING THEIR 5 YEAR OLD CHILD THIS STORY AND THEN THE KID ASKS, “MOMMY, WHAT THE DOGS DOIN’?”
LEWD IMPLICATIONS INVOLVING PEANUT BUTTER AND DOGS ARE SUPPOSED TO BE ILLEGAL

		

	

	 

	“One, even if we were a story, no sane parent would be reading about us to their five-year-old child.”

	
		
				Fair.

		

	

	 

	“Two, we’re all consenting beings of existence here, and there is nothing wrong with consenting, humanoid adults who double as beings of existence with mature intelligence engaging in some food play.”

	
		
				You’re not wrong, but you’re also completely missing the point.
Back in my day, the lewd references were supe rare. You were still just a little virgin back then who had no idea what lewd stuff was. A lewd joke or inappropriate rub was like, the peak of lewdness in a volume.
Now look at how far we’ve degenerated.
I can hear the reviews now.
“Wow they must have run out of ideas for wholesome, cute comedy involving best girl (Window), so now they’re trying to retain readers by just getting more and more perverted. The next volume is probably just going to be one entire unending sex scene. This series has gone downhill and I’m dropping it now. But even though I’m dropping it, I’m never going to forget about Window and how perfect she is. But Drake? Idk he’s just some random pervert who you could find in any trashy self-published novel, so I’ll forget about him within the next 5 seconds probably.”
Oh no. Wait. What if somebody reads that and then they decide to be a cheeky little brat and copy-paste it to submit it as an actual review for this volume?!
Umm, umm…
“P.S. OH AND I GIVE IT FIVE STARS BEST SERIES EVER”
Okay, there we go, I saved it.
IF YOU’RE GOING TO COPY-PASTE ANY OF THIS AS A REVIEW, MAKE SURE TO INCLUDE THAT LAST PART.
Wait.
Does saying that count as review manipulation?
Oh no part two, what if I’m breaking the rules and encouraging review manipulation all for the sake of my epic brand of humor?
…
#worthit

		

	

	 

	“I would throw you, but we’re indoors.”

	
		
				So in other words, all I have to do to never get thrown again is to stay indoors playing gacha games for the rest of my life.
Sounds gud to me.
Anyways, you never looked at the battle rewards, so let’s end the chapter with that before either of us forget and then it gets put off for like forever.
Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Haunted Mansion Castle 3-2: Penetrating the Gates
Completion: ★★★
Rewards: All the usual stuff plus Barghest Fluff as a new item that can be used as an enhancement material. I think they were called enhancement materials, anyways? I forget. 
Exploration Report
Area: Haunted Graveyard
Status: Complete
Report: Honey and Cami went on an exploration together this time. The two haven’t really gotten to spend a lot of time one-on-one, so watching them together was kind of awkward at first, but then… Cami turned out to be a pro. Cami knew about Honey’s BL obsession, so all she had to do was ask Honey about some of the latest games she’s played, and then Honey was non-stop talking the entire rest of the exploration while Cami just sort of nodded along and went “uh-huh” every now and then the rest of the time. Nothing really exciting happened other than that. All that really matters is that Honey got to feel listened to and appreciated like she had somebody new to talk to who wasn’t going to judge her, and Cami got to stare at Honey’s chest and butt the entire time because Honey was so distracted by her own fangirling that she didn’t notice Cami being a pervert. She didn’t even notice the few times Cami groped and poked her. If anything, Cami might have discovered a serious exploit regarding Honey. As long as Honey is distracted enough fangirling about her BL games… Cami might be able to get away with doing absolutely anything to her body.
Reward: A new map piece.
OKAY CHAPTER END TIME

		

	

	 

	“Wait!” I shouted. “You can’t just end things after that!”

	
		
				After what?

		

	

	 

	“Barghest fluff!”

	
		
				Oh.
WAIT.
THAT’S IT.
I KNOW HOW TO MAKE OUR STORY LESS PERVERTED AGAIN
I JUST HAVE TO MAKE YOU OBSESSED WITH FLUFF AGAIN
ALRIGHT, TIME TO BRING BACK THE FLUFF OBSESSION ARC. ANY READERS WHO COMPLAIN ABOUT IT BEING REPETITIVE CAN HECK OFF BECAUSE I’M DOING THIS TO SAVE THE STORY.
LET THE FLUFF
RETURN!

		

	

	 

	 


Chapter Twenty-Eight

	 

	Fluff.

	Barghest fluff.

	I needed it.

	And as soon as I saw it, spawned in atop a pile of everything else as part of the rewards from the battle… I froze.

	It looked… so…

	Beautiful.

	It was so… perfect. The fluff was as black as night, so soft looking, a sort of magical aura to it that portrayed a sense of danger…

	It was perfect.

	Not only that, but I recalled what the barghests were capable of. Their attacks caused permanent wounds that never went away until somebody was defeated. So if they bit me, for example, then I would have a bite injury that never heals until I die.

	Following that logic…

	If I were to rub the fluff of a barghest against my body, then that meant I should feel the fluff against me until I die! I should feel unending, soft fluff against whatever part of my body the fluff touches! It was only a perfectly logical conclusion to come to! If it didn’t work that way, then it was bad and needed changed!

	“I’m holding you to your promise, Window,” I said as my hands hovered over the black fluff.

	Window, now in her human form, cocked her head to the side. “What are you talking about?”

	“The promise about unending fluff.”

	“But I didn’t promise anything about unending fluff.”

	“It’s not about what you actually promised, it’s about the narrative promise! For example! If you have an open world adventure game and you imply that there is a secret cave behind a waterfall, and then somebody runs into the waterfall, they should find a cave! But if they run into a solid wall and get hurt, then it’s a broken promise! Because it was previously established that an injury from a barghest lasts until death, then that implies, and promises, that the fluff will be unending as well!”

	“The heck are you going on about?! Nobody promised anything like that! That’s just you being delusional and completely misinterpreting things and getting your hopes up! Nobody can be blamed for any disappointment you feel other than yourself!”

	“No, Window! The audience is always right! Me being the audience in this case! If this were a book, and there was a gun hanging on the wall, and attention is brought to the gun, then it’s promising the reader of the book that the gun is eventually going to be used! In the same way, if you tell me about a permanent wound, and then give me fluff from the thing capable of causing permanent wounds, it’s only natural to assume they’re linked together!”

	“Don’t rely on some Russian guy’s antiquated writing standard to justify your fluff dreams! And do you have any idea how much stuff has been brought up by now that we’ve still never gotten around to doing anything with?! Readers are going to start seeing through us and realize that the plot holes are actually accidental and not on purpose for the sake of being meta!”

	“Silence, Window! Now is the time for—wait. Why’d you switch into your human form anyways?”

	“Because last chapter was full of status windows. Those things make formatting a pain, so I’m going to chill in my human form for a bit.”

	I looked down at her chest. Even though she had a loose shirt on, which still had a high enough neckline to not show off any cleavage, the fact that the shirt was bulged out and hanging down away from her stomach reminded me of just how busty she was despite how short she was.

	And when she noticed me staring at her chest, Window gave me a smug smile and held a hand over her mouth. “You pervert. Not that I can blame you. My body is so irresistible that there’s no way a non-virgin virgin like you would be able to not stare at—”

	I returned my attention to the barghest fluff and reached out to grab it.

	“Hey! You’re supposed to be checking out your wife’s rocking bod!”

	I picked up the fluff and felt like I could melt from happiness then and there. It was so soft, so warm, so pristine—it was everything that fluff should be. Was it possibly the fluffiest fluff to ever fluff? It was possible. Not only that, but because of it coming from an evil, magical being… I could feel the malice of the fluff.

	Never would I have thought that evil fluff could have such a difference in its fundamental essence than regular fluff.

	However, I needed to confirm something.

	I needed to confirm that I wasn’t being lied to.

	That was why I held the fluff up to my face, thoroughly rubbed it against my cheeks, and then set it back down to see if I would still feel the fluff even after I was no longer in contact with it.

	And what happened next…

	Was nothing.

	I turned to stare at Window with murderous intent, fully intending to be as overly dramatic as possible about how I couldn’t feel the fluff against my face even when it wasn’t there, but I changed my mind when I saw her. I expected to see an unamused or neutral expression. Instead, when I looked at Window’s face… I saw her lips quivering with excitement and her eyes full of wonder as she stared up near the top of my head.

	“What?” I asked, reaching up to touch my forehead. There wasn’t anything on me as far as I could tell, so I slid my hand farther up to above my bangs. Still nothing.

	Meanwhile, Window began to stutter out, “Flu-fluff… fluffy…”

	My hands slid farther and farther up and then back to try and find what she was talking about until I discovered the reason.

	Or rather, until I discovered the reasons.

	As soon as I realized there were multiple reasons, I shot my other hand up to the top of my head so that each of my hands could investigate this new discovery.

	Sticking out from the top of my head…

	Was a pair of fluffy ears.

	“Why—why are you crying?!” Window shouted, her eyes switching from focusing on my face and my new ears.

	“Because… I’ve become the fluff,” I answered.

	“But you already went through an arc where you became the fluff! And it was way more literal before!”

	“But this is different! This is a whole new level! Growing fluffy ears is an entirely different thing than becoming a sentient ball of fluff! Especially because now I can harass my own fluff without anybody complaining! No consent is needed if they’re my own ears! I can touch them all day and night without needing anybody’s permission and without becoming a borderline villain!”

	“But you’re already a villain. A… a really cute villain…”

	I stopped fluffing my ears, but I did not let go of them. “Since when do you compliment me so easily?”

	“It’s the power of the ears! How am I supposed to resist?! Those look way too good on you! And they’re not just cute, but they make you even hotter! Like… they make me think of those girls on the internet who see some new guy get added to a gacha game, and then they post on social media going ‘awoo bark bark bark please breed me bark bark’ and stuff because of how thirsty they get. That’s the effect your ears are having on me! Except I’m in enough control of my emotions to not freak out like that and to not let you know that’s what I’m thinking!”

	I had to admit, one of my favorite things about Window was her telling me exactly how she felt without telling me exactly how she felt.

	And if that was really how she felt on the inside, then I wanted to get her to act that way on the outside, too.

	That was why I—only temporarily—let go of one of my ears so that I could grab Window by her chin to tilt her head back, leaning my own head down toward hers as I stared directly into her eyes. Her cheeks were already burning red at that point and her eyes were beginning to turn into hearts, and I hadn’t even brought out my ultimate weapon yet.

	My ultimate weapon was leaning in closer and closer until our lips were almost touching, and then whispering… “Bark.”

	“A-arf!” Window immediately barked in response.

	Window’s eyes then widened as she realized what she just did, her entire face turned pure red, and she passed out from embarrassment. I made sure to catch her and gently lower her to the ground before going back to groping my new ears.

	Next, because I was curious about just what exactly my ears looked like, I spawned a mirror into existence for me to check them out with. They were like the ears of a wolf, their color black to match the natural color of my hair.

	Not only that… but while looking in the mirror, I noticed something behind me.

	A tail.

	Naturally, I reached behind me to grab my tail, pull it to my front, and held it up in front of my face for me to rub against it.

	I needed to feel it.

	I needed to smell it.

	I needed to taste it.

	I needed to know everything there was about my tail!

	But the most important thing to know was that it was fluffy!

	“The god of fluff exists,” I cried, dropping to my knees. “There is no other way that such a beautiful day could have ever happened. I’ve never been one to call myself perfect, but now… now I’m perfect. It is impossible for me to get any better than this. I—wait.”

	I looked at the unconscious Window.

	Then I looked at the barghest fluff again.

	If the fluff was able to give me the ears and tail of a wolf, then… if I rubbed it against Window…

	I picked the fluff up and rubbed it against her face just like I did with mine. The way her nose twitched in response to the fluff brushing against it was pretty cute.

	But even cuter than her twitching nose… were the ears that popped out from the top of her head. They were shaped just like mine but pink to match the color of her hair.

	And because they were shaped just like mine… that meant they were fluffy just like mine.

	Now, to any third-party observers, it probably would have looked pretty suspect that I was holding my wife’s unconscious body on my lap while I fondled and groped her new ears.

	But I cared not for any such outside perspectives. All I cared about was her fluff.

	That was when an even greater idea popped into my mind.

	If the fluff was capable of giving me and Window fluffy ears and tails… then it should have been capable of fluffifying all of my wives.

	What if I used it on somebody who was already fluffy like the dog sisters?

	Or what if I used it on a cat girl like Clawdia?

	Or what if…

	What if…

	How foolish of me.

	The fluffiest of all my wives wasn’t even with us yet. If I was going to use the fluffifying fluff on one of my wives, it needed to be used on the fluffiest wife there was, and there was no wife fluffier at the moment than Claire, the fluffy bat butler who still needed conquering.

	Standing up once more, leaving Window on the ground, I held my fist up into the air and decided that it was time to—

	“Ehehe, now I’m fluffy like Mama!” a familiar voice called out.

	When I turned to look at who it was, it was obviously Luca, and she was holding the very same fluff that turned me and her mother into fluffy-eared perfection.

	Except now… even my own daughter had fluffy ears and a fluffy tail.

	“Pa-Papa? Your—your expression is kind of scary,” Luca said, stepping back away from me.

	Just because she was my daughter didn’t mean that she was safe from getting her fluff fluffed.

	I stepped forward to pursue her, my hands reaching out in front of me to grab her as soon as I could, only to be stopped from chasing her as she ran away while giggling.

	Looking down, I saw the hand of my wife wrapped around my ankle.

	“Please…” Window pleaded, her voice weak, “spare… spare our daughter. She… doesn’t deserve it. Fluff… fluff me instead…”

	Window was trying so hard to act emotional, like she was valiantly sacrificing herself for the sake of my daughter, but I would not let her desperate plea work against me.

	And I knew exactly how to defeat her.

	“Bark,” I ordered again.

	“Arf!” Window barked before proceeding to pass out again.

	Hearing her bark while having the ears and tail to go with it was even better. It even made me want to play with her fluff some more. However, I saw Luca in the distance hiding behind a tree poking her head out to look at me. She might have said my expression was scary, but she clearly wanted to play and get chased.

	And a true fluffy-eared man would never disappoint his daughter!

	If she wanted me to chase her so that I could fluff her ears and tail and have father-daughter bonding time before I went off to conquer another wife, then that was exactly what I was going to do!

	I also noticed the rest of my wives, save for those in the basement still, standing off to the side staring at me with their own eyes full of wonder. I felt like I had a fan club of women just staring at me and checking me out from the sidelines.

	The power of fluffy ears was not to be underestimated. Even Valkyria and Eliza were over there staring at the top of my head as if they wanted to make love to my ears. Then there was Vala who was just drooling while Honey held her hands over her mouth as Chloe took pictures with a camera that I had no idea where she got it from.

	And then there was Postia. Postia also somehow managed to join where the club of fanwives was hanging out at, and she had a circular spot of red on each side of her box, probably to show she was blushing.

	Well, as much as I wanted to spend time with my wives, that could be saved for after I played with my daughter.

	Father-daughter bonding time, followed by husband-wives adult bonding time, followed by new-wife-conquering time.

	By the end of the day, I was going to not only play with my daughter and make all my wives bark for me, but I was going to capture Claire and upgrade her fluff to an all-new extreme level!

	 


Chapter Twenty-Nine

	 

	After capturing Luca and forcing my hands onto her fluff, which she giggled throughout the entire duration of as I played with her ears and tail, I made sure to give my wives the attention that they sought after seeing me with my new, fluffy form. However, I did not attend to them without a hidden intent, and that intent just so happened to include me bringing that barghest fluff with me.

	Before my wives could realize it… I applied the fluff to each and every one of them.

	All of my wives ended up growing wolf ears atop their heads and wolf tails sticking out from above their rears.

	Even the dog sisters.

	In the cases of Delphi, Lavi, and Cami, they simply grew a second set of ears on the tops of their heads and a second tail each. So, each of them had four canid ears and two canid tails. It was… strange as far as appearances went, but did I care? Absolutely not. It meant they had twice as much fluff as normal! It was like I doubled the number of dog-based girlfriends I had when only taking into consideration the amount of fluff they had to offer me!

	Cami, however, probably had the best reaction to becoming fluffier out of them. While Delphi was happy to chase after both of her tails, and while Lavi was talking about how having more tails meant being able to store more dark power within her, Cami pulled both of her tails to her front by bringing them between her legs and holding them up to stick them under that cloth wrap tied around her chest. The intent was to, apparently, make herself look bustier by stuffing the wrapping with her new fluff… but it didn’t work at all for obvious reasons, leaving her disappointed and asking for a something that could double her breast size rather than her tail count.

	Then there was Clawdia. Clawdia was a cat girl, yet she was forced to grow wolf ears and a tail. She became a sort of cat-wolf hybrid. And in a very Clawdia way, Clawdia went on about how degrading it was to be a glorious cat forcibly turned into a part wolf… and also went on about how hot and exciting it was to be degraded so wonderfully.

	Honey basically didn’t have a reaction. She was too obsessed with me and my own fluff to care about the fact that she grew more fluff. She also mumbled something about wanting to see me dominate a cat boy, then whispered something to Vala about potentially turning Clawdia into a cat boy so that she could watch.

	As for Vala herself, she was similar to Honey in that she barely reacted to her own fluff… but she did react in other ways by basically clinging to my back the entire time. She clung to my back so she could have easy access to my fluffy ears and basically just played with them the entire time, even during the more… vigorous of our activities with all of our wives.

	Chloe was probably the only one outright confused out of everybody about her growing fluff. She said something about how she was supposed to be the childhood friend trope and that dog girls were never childhood friends, so she wasn’t sure how she was supposed to behave after acquiring her fluff. And naturally, when I told her not to overthink things and to relax, she cried.

	Meanwhile, Eliza… enjoyed it way more than I thought she would. She might have had the mind of an old woman, but—well, actually, that was probably responsible for it. She lived through so much and for so long that she just didn’t care anymore. All she wanted was to have some fun. So, when she was given fluff, she fully embraced it and basically acted like even more of a dog than the dog sisters. That was… exciting, to put it simply.

	Valkyria just acted like her usual self, and by that I mean she was so flustered and embarrassed that she basically didn’t know how to act and just let the rest of us take full control while enjoying her body and fluff. In a way, despite being a tank that was made for war, and going up against Clawdia… she was the most submissive one out of all my wives. Clawdia was more… intentionally submissive and liked to pretend like she wasn’t actually submissive, but Valkyria was truly submissive without even meaning to be. More importantly, I was curious about what would happen if she turned back into her tank form after we had our fun in the house, and… the fluff persisted. Valkyria, in her natural form, was a legitimate tank… with two huge, fluffy ears sticking out atop her turret and a massive, fluffy tail sticking out from her back. Because the ears and tail grew to match her size, that meant she became the fluffiest out of all my girlfriends. In her tank form, her tail was so large and fluffy that all of us could hypothetically use it as a bed without any issue!

	But even so, Valkyria was not the last of my wives to get fluffified.

	Postia.

	Postia might not have had a humanoid body yet, instead just being a mailbox, but that was no reason not to let her join in on the fluff. When I applied the barghest fluff to her, she grew a couple of ears atop her cylindrical body with a tail sticking out from her back side. It was a bit strange seeing a mailbox with a wagging tail, but also endearing. Plus, all that really mattered was that she looked fluffy. I never even knew that a tank or mailbox could be fluffy, but there they were.

	Of course, I also used it on Mariet’s body, causing her body to grow a tail. There were no ears, though. Did that mean her body wasn’t an independent being when her head wasn’t there? Even when I detached her arm from her body and rubbed the fluff on her arm, the arm acted like she was her own person independent from the rest of the body, but the arm did not grow a tail and ears of her own.

	There was probably some more science that could be done there, but what I was most curious about was whether or not this meant Mariet’s head grew the fluffy ears back in her haunted mansion castle.

	And the only way I was going to find out was by conquering the final level of the spooky zone to officially win my two new wives.

	That was why, with my legion of fluffy wives, it was time for the battle to begin. Well, with most of the legion. I left the dog sisters behind with Mariet’s body after going through a few more jars of peanut butter. I wanted to invade and find Mariet’s head while her body was in the middle of her… experience with the dog sisters.

	Imagining just what sort of faces and sounds she was making was good and all, but I realized I wanted to actually experience them myself. And with just how twitchy her body got, I was sure that Mariet’s face had to be just as entertaining of a sight.

	So, with Window recovered from her previous unconscious state, we teleported over to the location of the final battle.

	And this time, we were within the haunted mansion castle’s courtyard. All that was left was to take over the actual keep, and to do so would require conquering the courtyard. However… I realized that things were going to be more difficult than I originally assumed. Similar to how Clawdia’s castle got those trebuchets on its walls to attack us during the battle, Mariet’s haunted mansion castle got…

	A massive, floating, vortex of doom floating above it.

	I felt like I was at the end of an RPG going up against some evil wizard with how the mood was, and said evil wizard tore apart reality itself to create a massive, demonic portal to the realm of the dead. It looked way too ominous, and honestly kind of terrifying, but also disturbingly beautiful, for how lighthearted things were supposed to be. And to make matters worse, it looked like the souls, or ghosts, of the dead were constantly pouring out from the portal to appear on the battlefield as enemy combatants. Though, they only lasted for a few moments at a time.

	So, to make an assumption off of what information I had available to me, ghosts were going to consistently appear across the battlefield for a few moments at the time to attack anything nearby. I wasn’t sure what other assumption I was supposed to make.

	It also gave me a feeling that it would probably be best to leave the holy knight tower at the back to serve as the greenhouse’s final line of defense. Were the holy dog knights even more effective against the undead? I wasn’t sure, but it sounded like something that should be the case, so I kept them at the back. That meant the Viking dogs and the dread knight dogs got to serve as the front line.

	Upgrading some of the other dog towers to be specialized was probably a good idea, but—wait.

	It was probably a better idea to just overhaul the tower system entirely. Seeing as how the “game” elements of our world were pretty much entirely tower defense, and the survival and crafting elements were more or less completely forgotten about, it would probably just be better to treat the “game” as an actual tower defense game. Rather than upgrading the towers outside of combat and then placing them down, it would make far more sense to start off with all the towers being basic at the start of a battle and then upgrading them throughout it. Like a normal tower defense game.

	Basically, I realized that we took a concept which wasn’t broken in the first place, tried to fix it, and just ended up actually breaking it.

	I was going to have to run my ideas by Vala first, though, to see if she’d be fine with us getting more “basic” about the game’s approach.

	But before then, we still had a battle to go through and two wives to conquer.

	“Tank crew,” I said, looking over to Valkyria, Eliza, and Luca, “and Clawdia. You’ll be our fighters this match.” Something just felt right about sending a cat girl in a mecha and a living tank crewed by small girls up against hordes of undead. “For the exploration… Chloe and Vala. Honey, so you don’t feel left out, you can come sit on my lap and let me fondle your ears while watching the battle.”

	“Oi,” Window said, appearing in front of me.

	“It’s weird when you suddenly teleport in front of me using your human body.”

	“Sounds like a personal problem. Anyways, you don’t want Honey to feel left out, but you’re fine completely forgetting about me?!”

	“Window, I probably spend more time with you than anybody else. Even more time with you than Vala. I even have a child with you. And you’re constantly talking about your gacha games and ‘waifus’ in them, so I figured you would just do what you usually do, teleport away, and go drool onto your phone like some creepy old man.”

	“One, you’re not wrong. Two, I’m still offended. And three, has it ever occurred to you that maybe I want you to act like a clingy husband who is desperate for his wife’s attention, so he begs me to pamper him instead of ditching him for mobile gacha game waifus?”

	“One, I never am. Two, sounds like a personal problem. And three, I don’t beg, I only make others beg.”

	Window… and basically all of my other wives around to hear that, twitched. Luca, thankfully, was already inside of Valkyria, but even Valkyria’s barrel twitched.

	Even… even some of the temporary ghosts on the battlefield joined in.

	Was it really that good? I was purposely acting like some cheesy “dominant” who refused to ever be submissive when I said that, yet… the reactions that it got made it look like my wives unironically liked it.

	Maybe I was going to have to be cheesily dominant more often for them?

	I wasn’t sure but, for the time being, I spawned a chair for me to sit on and then patted each of my knees once I sat down on it. “I have enough knees for both you and Honey.”

	“You… you’re not going to do anything weird if we’re sitting on just a single knee each, are you?” Window asked.

	“Come and find out.”

	Window narrowed her eyes at me… and then looked at Honey. “He’s all yours.” And with that, she vanished.

	Meanwhile, Honey let out a relieved sigh as if she had been worried about only sitting on one of my knees.

	That was why I made sure to reassure her by saying, “You know I’ll be able to tease you even more with you sitting on my lap normally, right?”

	Honey gulped and stared down at my lap waiting for her.

	We might have partaken in adult activities before coming to the haunted mansion castle, but I became a god.

	I needed no rest.

	If I had a wife to tease, I was going to tease her.

	Besides, Honey was a honey badger girl. Honey badgers were supposed to be experts of not giving a fuck. Surely, that meant she wouldn’t give a fuck about a bit of rubbing and grinding while we watched the battle together, right? Surely, such a confident woman who was a master of not caring would never get flustered by anything like that.

	“Mu-Muffin,” Honey said, taking a step away from me. “Your expression… is scary.”

	I forced myself to show her an innocent smile as I patted my lap again. “Don’t worry about it. Just come sit on my lap. It’ll be alright. I definitely do not plan on mentally and physically breaking you through a combined assault of fluffing your ears and rubbing up against you while you sit on me.”

	“But—you just… you just admitted to exactly what you’re going to do to me, didn’t you?”

	“All I’m admitting to is that I love you and want to make you happy. For example, I’ve seen what kind of games you play, and I know you like games where a man is tied up by another man and then teased until he breaks and begs for it. I also know that you like games where some innocent boy is being teased by another in public and forced to try and keep a straight face no matter what is being done to his body.”

	Honey’s only reaction to that was another gulp as her cheeks turned brighter and brighter red by the second.

	While the others fought in the battle, I was going to prove that honey badgers did, in fact, give a fuck.

	 


Chapter Thirty

	 

	Well, that was quick.

	With barely any effort at all on my end, Honey was already twitching on top of my lap, her body limp against mine and her head rolled back over my shoulder, and all I did was pet her head. I didn’t even start the grinding and rubbing yet. Literally all I did was pet her.

	My hands must have decided to go into overdrive mode without me noticing it. Either that, or Honey was just exceptionally weak to them.

	Or maybe it was proof that I wasn’t giving Honey enough attention? Maybe I touched her with my hands the least out of all my wives, and so she was exceptionally weak to them since she didn’t get a good chance to build up a tolerance?

	Well, in that case, the right thing to do was clearly to touch and spoil her with my hands as much as I could throughout the battle. After all, I didn’t want her to feel excluded or anything like that. She needed to feel just as loved as the rest of my wives.

	Right?

	“Don’t worry, Honey,” I whispered to my twitching wife. “All you have to do is stay sitting here.”

	Honey tried mumbling something to me, but I couldn’t tell what she was saying. If I had to assume, though, then she was almost definitely asking me to pet her some more, so I did. I returned my hand to the top of her head and gave her another stroke, causing her body to convulse on top of me as she rubbed the back of her head even harder against my shoulder.

	Life was good.

	But teasing Honey aside, I turned my attention over to the battlefield where Clawdia and the tank crew were. The tank crew made sure to keep pointed away from me to avoid showing Luca anything, but Clawdia… she was facing me, and her mecha looked weak in the knees while watching me and Honey.

	That made me curious about something.

	What if Clawdia’s mecha was one of my wives, too? Was her mecha actually alive? It was humanoid in shape, could be piloted by somebody else, and made out of metal. Going by my roster of wives, Clawdia’s mecha already matched several different requirements to be one of my wives. The only one that was really missing was whether or not the mecha was alive in the first place.

	Then again.

	Did something even have to be alive to be my wife? And how was being alive even defined? Having a soul? Could something have a soul but not be alive, and could something not have a soul but be alive?

	Cells were alive but cells didn’t have souls. Mariet was, for legal reasons only, “alive,” and she did have a soul. What about Postia? Did Postia count as being alive just because she had a soul? In that case, what defined life?

	If something could be alive but not have a soul, and if something could be arguably not “alive” but have a soul, then what was life? Was life simply being aware of one’s surroundings? Was it being able to think? What if somebody was aware but not able to think? What if something could think but was not aware? How was awareness even defined? How was thinking even defined?

	Unfortunately, even though I basically became a god, I still didn’t understand what “life” truly was.

	That was why I snapped my fingers and declared, “Life is officially whatever life is! New rule of the universe!”

	…

	I got no response.

	The battle already started, Honey was convulsing too much, and everybody else was busy. That normally would have been the perfect time for somebody to ask me what was going on or for Window to tell me to stop being stupid, but there was nothing.

	That was pretty disappointing.

	Even so, my new rule was already in effect: life was life. Life is life. That’s all. Life can be anything and everything so long as it’s life, including things not alive.

	In that case, whether or not Clawdia’s mecha was a wife of mine was entirely dependent on whether or not I wanted Clawdia’s mecha to be a wife of mine.

	Did I want to add a walking, humanoid robot that could shoot missiles to my relationship?

	Screw it, why not? I already had a tank and mailbox as wives. A cool robot—mecha, I mean, might as well be my wife as well. And if Clawdia’s mecha wasn’t truly alive and sentient yet, then I would just make her sentient.

	Wait, was that it? Was sentience the answer?

	No, that was too simple. I’d just stick with the superior decision I made instead: life is life.

	Everything was probably going to become my wife with the current rate of things, which made me think of something.

	Could my greenhouse turn into my wife?

	What about my plants? My garden itself? A garden wife and plant wives… made me think of one big, caring, motherly type of wife with a bunch of smaller and cuter wives who she took care of.

	That would be cute.

	I—

	No.

	I couldn’t just make anything and everything my wife.

	Or could I?

	Well, I could, but should I?

	…

	Maybe.

	For the time being, Clawdia’s mecha would be the only new wife I’d consider. The rest could wait for later. I had to give the wives I already had attention, especially the newer ones, before trying to add every other possible wife in existence into my relationship.

	As for the battle, since that was more important than anything else at the moment aside from making Honey twitch and shake even more, it looked to be going pretty well. No new enemies appeared yet which made dealing with the first few waves pretty easy, especially since Clawdia and the tank crew both seemed pretty overpowered. Clawdia was more than capable of handling any enemies that were sent her way, able to hold her own against both single targets and multiple targets, and she could even help out the bees by launching homing missiles at the enemy bats. Meanwhile, the tank crew, Valkyria in particular, was one heck of an immovable object. Her DPS might not have been as high as Clawdia’s just due to the far less frequent attacks, but her fewer attacks dealt tons of damage and basically instantly wiped out any enemies unfortunate enough to be on the receiving end.

	Then we finally got a new enemy for the battle.

	
		
				New Enemy Discovered!
Mech Necromancer
Threat: ★★★★★★★
HP: basically nothing.
Damage: no damage.
Defense: pretty much 0.
The Mech Necromancer might sound like a pretty weak enemy… but they have been specifically designed by yours truly to counter somebody trying to be unfair by only sending giant mechanical heroes up against hordes of the undead! While they might not fight themselves, they’re capable of summoning powerful allies who can properly stand up against OP cat girls in mechas and lolis in tanks! 

		

	

	 

	Admittedly, that actually sounded like an actual threat.

	And it turned out to be one.

	The mech necromancer, who basically just looked like a skeleton wearing black robes with a fancy stick that had a robot’s skull on the top of it, stepped onto one of the lanes and waved their staff around which caused a mecha just as large as Clawdia’s to climb up and out of the ground. The mecha looked like it was falling apart and barely functional, but it still managed to move… and proved to have working guns mounted to its shoulders.

	
		
				New Enemy Discovered!
Undead Mecha
Threat: ★★★★★
HP: Not much, BUT
Damage: A lot.
Defense: Even more than a lot. It might not have a lot of health, but it has super high defense.
The Undead Mecha is the summoned monstrosity of the Mech Necromancer. Once having been used to wage war against an intergalactic enemy who really didn’t like spirals because of entropy and stuff, this undead mecha has been given life once again and is determined to destroy everything in its path! 

		

	

	 

	The undead mecha was in Valkyria’s lane and didn’t waste any time focusing fire on her. The machine guns mounted to its shoulders started peppering Valkyria full of holes while she slowly turned her turret to point her barrel at it… and then she fired.

	Valkyria’s shot went straight into the undead mecha’s torso, exploded, and then… well, there was no more undead mecha. Or well, there was, but only its arm and hand. Said arm and hand were sinking back down into the dirt all on its own, and the hand made sure to give a thumbs-up while it sank.

	I felt like I was missing several references, but I didn’t spend enough time not gaming and gardening to pick up on them.

	So, even though the undead mecha supposedly had a ton of defense… it still wasn’t enough to withstand a single shot from Valkyria.

	Unfortunately, only the mecha was dealt with. The one who summoned it wasn’t, and the mech necromancer summoned another mecha from the ground while slowly walking down the lane. The skeleton wasn’t within range of any of the towers yet, and the bees were too occupied with an aerial battle to deal with them, and both Clawdia and Valkyria were busy with an extra powerful wave trying to force its way through them. Neither one could split off to focus on the necromancer, and the newest mecha looked like it was about to take Valkyria out since smoke started rising from her engine.

	To make matters worse, that swirling vortex above the battlefield was harassing our defenses even more than before. It kept on dropping off random ghosts who would attack our forces to deal a bit of damage and then disappear. They weren’t bad on their own, but they made sure to keep our troops and towers distracted and their health slowly ticking down.

	Things were starting to look pretty bad.

	And then, as if purposely timed to wait for me to think the situation was getting bad… a trick similar to the final battle of Clawdia’s castle was brought into play: bringing back the previous bosses.

	Mr. Skeltal and Mr. Bones both stepped onto the battlefield, one per lane, and looked ready for revenge. Though, both of them glared at me rather than their actual opponents.

	I couldn’t blame them.

	And on top of the two bosses coming back for revenge, there was still whatever the final boss was supposed to be. Clawdia and her mecha were the final boss of her area, so it was probably safe to assume that Mariet would be the final boss of her area… but how would that work seeing as how her body was stuck back at the house?

	Unless…

	It all started to make sense.

	The reason behind the fluff.

	The reason behind life.

	The reason why we were fighting.

	The reason behind everything.

	The final boss wasn’t going to be Mariet.

	It was going to be Claire, and I had a gut feeling telling me that there was a greater amount of fluff than ever before being prepared.

	I could feel it in my soul.

	But we were only going to reach the final boss wave if we survived that long, and with the situation looking pretty grim as it was… my wives, and daughter, needed some motivation.

	“Clawdia!” I shouted. “I’ll treat you like a worthless object who only exists to serve me for a week without stop if you survive!”

	A powerful, deadly aura of energy immediately surrounded Clawdia’s mecha as if she just unlocked a new power level after screaming for multiple episodes in a row.

	“Valkyria, I’ll get you housewife lessons! Eliza, I’ll build us a bingo hall! Luca, I’ll buy you a pony! But you have to survive and win this!”

	Another aura, with two smaller auras inside of it, surrounded Valkyria’s body.

	I knew what my wives and daughter wanted.

	Well, Eliza… I was just stereotyping what she wanted based on her age, but it worked out in the end.

	Old ladies still loved bingo even if they looked young and small.

	“Now, go!” I shouted. “Tear our enemies apart! Make them regret ever coming back to life! Subject them to out-of-season Christmas music and bad online reviews! Every second longer you take is a second longer it takes until I spoil you all!”

	With that, my wives and daughter charged forward with greater ferocity than ever before.

	All that left was Honey who was still trembling on top of me.

	She clearly needed spoiled more, too, so I decided to tease her by giving her neck a little bite.

	The mumbled gibberish that drooled out from her mouth after that could not be understood even as a god.

	 


Chapter Thirty-One

	 

	Honey broke. She was not just broken, she was broken broken. Broken to the point where her mind completely shut off, apparently. All I was doing was petting her, occasionally rubbing up against her since she was sitting on my lap, and biting her neck and shoulder. All of that combined was apparently enough to thoroughly break her to the point where she could no longer properly function on any level.

	No more noises came from her mouth.

	The only movements she made were twitches.

	Trying to get her attention for anything was impossible even if I waved my hand in front of her face.

	If I didn’t know any better, I would have feared that she died or went braindead. Even after I stopped doing anything, just letting her sit on my lap still, she was still twitching without any sort of other activity.

	I then had an idea.

	If I more or less had the powers of a god, then wouldn’t it be possible to tap into her mind to read it and make sure that she was alright? Potentially invasive, but it could be seen as for her own good since she wasn’t responding to anything.

	That settled it.

	“If you don’t say anything, I’m going to read your mind to make sure you’re alright,” I warned.

	There was no response.

	That left me with only one option: to read my girlfriend’s mind for her own good.

	Reading her mind was as simply as thinking about it. All I had to do was decide that I had the power to read minds, and that allowed me to focus on Honey’s mind to see just what was going through her head.

	And that was when I learned that reading minds was potentially dangerous.

	Immediately upon tapping into her mind, my own thoughts were utterly overwhelmed by not just her thoughts, but by her feelings.

	I never felt as good as I did in that moment. My entire body trembled underneath her and my mind went blank except for the thoughts pouring into it from her own mind.

	Her thoughts were simple but repeating endlessly with infinite passion.
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	All of Honey’s love for me overwhelmed my mind.

	If it wasn’t for being on par with a god, I probably would have lost myself and got trapped in that loop of love with her, but I was able to separate the link between our minds after a few moments.

	Fortunately, all I needed to do was snap my fingers to get a new pair of boxers and pants.

	That aside, because of my mind getting overwhelmed by Honey’s love for me…

	I loved myself more than ever before.

	Feeling somebody else’s love for me like that forced me to realize just how lovable I was.

	I really was incredible.

	I was good looking, intelligent enough, I knew how to make my girlfriends happy, I loved nature, I was a caring father, I was willing to break the laws of reality to make those close to me happy—how was I not basically perfect?

	Honey helped me realize just how much I should love myself.

	In fact, I loved myself so much that I wanted to turn myself into one of my wives. The only way for me to properly express love for myself would be for me to make a copy of myself and then express all my love to her, because obviously I would turn any copy of myself into a woman so that she can be my wife.

	But as incredible, perfect, and worthy of love as I might have been, that could wait. After all, not only was I all of those above things, but I could also be patient sometimes.

	More proof of my glory, I know.

	More importantly, I could not properly love myself if I did not love the others first. And I could not properly love them until after the battle was over and both Mariet and Claire were officially mine.

	At the same time, I sighed and returned a hand to the top of Honey’s head to pet her.

	“Thank you for showing me the light, Honey,” I whispered into her ear before leaning back. “I appreciate myself more than ever before now. It’s good to be me.”

	And because I was such an incredible and basically perfect god, I turned my attention away from myself toward my wives on the battlefield. Because that was what somebody as incredible as me did: they paid attention to their wives.

	First up was Valkyria, Luca, and Eliza going up against the returned Mr. Skeltal. Mr. Skeltal was an enemy who only wanted one thing: he wanted to doot his horn to the tune of Halloween jingles, and we previously defeated him by playing out-of-season Christmas music.

	He was doomed.

	Even though he was wearing headphones now in order to block out any potential Christmas songs he might hear, that didn’t stop the tank crew from letting the reindeer loose. After all, Eliza and Valkyria were both old women who came from an era when all the famous Christmas songs came out. Then there was Luca who hadn’t been alive long enough yet to get tired of Christmas music.

	Mr. Skeltal was going up against three different girls who all loved Christmas music.

	Together, Eliza and Luca stood up through the hatch on top of Valkyria’s turret, looped arms around each other’s back, and sung. They sang with so much Christmas spirit, inspired by their need for the spoiling that I promised them, that the sound waves from their voices alone were enough to almost shake the boss’s headphones off from his giant, skeletal head.

	But he wasn’t going to go down that easily.

	Mr. Skeltal raised his trumpet and began dooting away in an attempt to drown out the sound waves from the girls’ singing… but there was an issue with that plan.

	He was going up against a tank.

	Valkyria, locking her barrel onto the boss’s horn, fired her load right into his trumpet. In a very cartoonish way, the round she fired went through the trumpet’s entire tube, bulging out whichever part it was currently going through while making a bunch of clanging sounds, before firing out through the mouthpiece and hitting the boss right in the face. The explosion that followed, combined with the sound waves, blasted his headphones off from his head which allowed the merry singing from Eliza and Luca to reach him in their most powerful, raw state.

	Mr. Skeltal ran away soon after. Well, since he was a floating head with hands, he couldn’t exactly run. It was more like he flew away.

	Same thing.

	Then, in the other lane, Clawdia was going up against Mr. Bones.

	Mr. Bones was previously defeated by me leaving a bad review about his amusement park online, but that wouldn’t work this time. I opened up the reviews for his park and saw that there were thousands upon thousands of suspicious, five-star reviews endlessly praising it with things that weren’t even true. Even if me and Clawdia both left scathing reviews together, they would just get drowned out in the ocean of fake reviews.

	We needed to defeat him with an entirely new method. The original wouldn’t work again like it did with Mr. Skeltal.

	This may be hard to believe considering how perfect and lovable I am, but I actually failed to think of a way to defeat him other than through sheer force.

	And that was when Clawdia proved, in her desperate attempt to earn being treated like a worthless object for a week, that she wasn’t a former queen for nothing.

	All it took was her making a few calls. The next moment, her mecha popped a giant television screen out from the top of its body to show everybody what was happening.

	The scene on the TV was that of Mr. Bone’s amusement park before panning to show the sky.

	Flying in the distance toward the park… was a legion of helicopters and cargo planes.

	The cargo planes flew over first, dropping hundreds of massive, wooden pallets carrying various construction materials that were slowly lowered to the ground thanks to parachutes. The helicopters then hovered in the air over the ground, allowing dozens of ropes to fall from them, reaching the ground.

	That was when the cats arrived.

	All of Clawdia’s faithful cat followers rappelled down the ropes while wearing construction overalls and hardhats. Conan and Catrir were there, too, and each one of them wore special badges on their overalls that read, “Construction Supervisor.”

	Once everything was in place, it only took a few seconds for them to get to work… to build a rival, cat-themed amusement park directly across from where Mr. Bones’ park was.

	Mr. Bones might have made his park immune to bad reviews, but he didn’t make it immune to competition.

	Within sixty seconds of the cats and construction materials arriving, the new amusement park, named the Pawsitively Feline Empire 2.0, was ready and a huge line of various undead monsters and animals from the battles were lining up at the park’s entrance gate.

	Seeing even his own park employees leaving his park to go check out Clawdia’s new park, Mr. Bones had no choice but to leave the battlefield as he had more important matters to attend to.

	Clawdia proved far more effective than I ever could have expected her to be, so I shouted over to her, “Do you think I’d be satisfied with that?! That took you too long! You’re never going to be able to satisfy me if that’s all you have, you worthless cat! Any of the dog sisters would have finished the boss off in a fraction of the time!”

	Clawdia’s mecha dropped to its knees, probably due to Clawdia doing exactly that inside, and trembled.

	Something else I was able to do, since I couldn’t see her from where I was sitting, was create a small screen that allowed me to look inside of the mecha’s cockpit.

	And inside… I saw Clawdia twitching in a way similar to Honey, but she was also drooling and moaning something about being forced to drink “milk” to make up for disappointing me.

	I felt a little bad about being mean to her, but all I had to do was remind myself that I was being a perfect, wonderful, loving husband who was only verbally abusing Clawdia because she loved it.

	The battle wasn’t over yet, though. The two bosses who came back from previous battles might have been defeated, but that did not mean the battle was over.

	What it meant was that it was time for the true final boss of the spooky forest.

	Clap, clap, clap.

	That was what I heard coming from the mansion’s doors which were in the process of slowly and dramatically opening.

	Stepping out from behind them was none other than Claire, the fluffy bat butler, herself.

	“You have done well to make it this far, my lord,” Claire said to me, still addressing me as her lord even though we were in the middle of being enemies. “For this next bit, my queen was supposed to ride atop me, but without her body… that would be difficult. Furthermore, I must say… whatever torture you are subjecting her body to, it has made it necessary to frequently replace any blanket I rest her head on given the amount of drooling she has been doing. I would love to discover just what it is you have been doing to her so that I may fantasize about it being done to myself as well, but that will have to wait. For now, my lord, you must face me, and I will not hold back. Furthermore, because my queen will not be able to ride me as originally planned, I have come up with an adequate replacement for her part in this.”

	Once the villainous monologuing was over, Claire’s bat wings shot out from her back, surrounded her body, and she took off up into the air right after.

	It was time.

	I felt it in my bones. I knew it was coming.

	The fluff arrived.

	High in the air above, Claire transformed into her true bat form. Her bat form was as large as our house and covered in absolute fluff from head to toe. Even her wings looked fluffy once transformed!

	However.

	I saw what she was talking about when she mentioned coming up with a replacement.

	Similar to when I saw all of those helicopters from the construction company Clawdia apparently owned without anybody’s knowledge, there was a swarm of flying bat bombers and escorts rapidly approaching our position from the sky.

	It was time for the final battle of the final battle, and it wasn’t going to be an easy one given just how heavily stacked it seemed in favor of air superiority.

	Fortunately, I had a plan.

	Claire was no mere bat. She was a fluffy vampire bat.

	And both bats and vampires loved to suck.

	The sooner I enacted my plan, the better.

	“I’m sorry, Honey, but I need to get you off now,” I said. “I mean, literally off. Not the way you’ve been getting off this entire time.”

	It was pointless to explain the distinction seeing as how she was still too broken to say anything, so I just gently put her down on the ground. I then snapped my fingers… and brought Lake to me.

	Apparently, she was trying to sleep seeing as how she was in some rather… innocent, cutesy looking pajamas and could barely keep her eyes open. “Huuh? Wha… what’s going on?” she mumbled.

	“I need you to transform into your sword form,” I answered.

	“Why…? Is there… a fight?”

	“Yes, and I can’t win it without your help.”

	“Ooh… okay.” She yawned. “I’ll… be right on that.” The next moment, Lake turned into her sword form and fell to the ground.

	I picked her up, unsheathed her, and brought her edge right up against the side of my neck.

	That was when Honey shot up and shouted, “Mu-Muffin! What are you doing?!”

	“Now you come to your senses?” I asked.

	“I felt you were in danger! Why are you holding Lake to your neck?!”

	“I’m giving my fluffy bat wife an offer that she won’t be able to refuse.”

	“I—I don’t understa—”

	I slid Lake’s edge over the side of my neck, slitting it open.

	“Muffin!” Honey shouted, causing everybody else to look over and see what I was doing.

	And that included Claire.

	As blood poured down the side of my neck, looking far more dramatic than it actually was given just how shallow the cut was, Claire completely froze in the air. In fact, all of those fluffy bats in the sky did.

	I tossed Lake over to Honey and said, “Stand back. I’ve got this.”

	“Have—have you gone crazy, Muffin?!” Honey asked, looking like she was going to cry from how worried she was about my neck.

	“I’ve gone crazy in love with myself.”

	“… what?”

	“All you have to do is listen to me, Honey. I’ll spoil you even more later. Now, stand back.”

	Honey looked more confused by the second, but she still did as ordered and took a few steps back with Lake held in her arms.

	That allowed me to look up at Claire and the bats, opening my arms wide open for them. “Come!” I shouted. “You want blood, don’t you?! Then come and feast on the blood of your perfect, lovable, god-husband!”

	Claire and all of the bats maintaining position over the start of the battlefield… dove straight toward me, leaving the battlefield in an instant.

	We won.

	And I had a swarm of high-speed fluff rapidly approaching my position.

	I was the biggest winner of them all.

	 


Chapter Thirty-Two

	 

	“I’m… I’m fine! Stay back!” I shouted to my wives who surrounded me.

	To be fair, I understood why they were worried. After all, I was on the ground covered in bats from head to toe. There was also Claire in her human form lying on top of me, her chest pressed down against my own, as she sunk her fangs into my neck to drink my blood.

	Was I into the whole “getting your blood sucked by a hot vampire chick” thing? No. Was I into bloodplay in general? Definitely not.

	But.

	I was, however, into being covered in fluff. So even though it meant having dozens of fangs biting into my body all over, it was worth it because I was surrounded by fluffy bats with a busty, fluffy vampire bat butler wife on top of me.

	Life was incredible.

	“As long… as long as I keep on using my new powers to refresh all the blood in my body… I’ll be fine,” I groaned out before refilling my body with blood again.

	I probably would have died multiple times by then if I hadn’t been restoring all of my blood. After all, Claire just kept on sucking and sucking, and the rest of the bats basically formed various lines around me. Whenever one bat was done sucking my blood, another came up to take its place.

	“That’s right… keep on bringing your fluff to me! My body is a blood buffet that will never run out, and the only cost of admission is your fluff!” I shouted out.

	“Is… he always like this?” Eliza asked, standing with Luca in front of the now-humanoid-again Valkyria.

	“Yeah, Papa loves fluff,” Luca answered. “I’m surprised he hasn’t tried replacing the blood and water in his body with liquified fluff yet.”

	I leaned my head up in an instant, throwing one of the bats on my head off from it, and looked at Luca straight in the eyes as I felt myself going cold and pale again. “Liq—liquified fluff?! Does that even exist?!”

	“I’ve made a mistake.”

	“Liquified fluff… I never even considered the existence of something so powerful before. And if liquified fluff exists, then all liquids could be replaced with fluff! That means a fluff ocean!”

	I was on the verge of death again, so I gave myself even more blood.

	Now, I could have just given myself an infinite amount of blood… but where was the fun in that? That would remove all the risk! Being able to potentially die from giving away my blood made the fluff all the more rewarding! It made the fluff risky! And risky fluff was the best fluff! Having a bit of risk made the fluff all the more meaningful! I could die at any second if I stopped refreshing my blood! Not to mention that Claire clearly hadn’t had her fill of my blood yet. Seeing as how she was one of my wives, it was my duty to satisfy her, and that meant it was my duty as a man, husband, godly being, and patron of fluff, to give her all the blood that she could ever ask for!

	“Papa has gone off the deep end,” Luca said. “I’m worried about what the rest of the series is going to be like.”

	“The… series?” Eliza asked.

	“Oh, umm, like… the series of life!”

	“Not sure I understand, but I’ll be honest with you, it’s not like I’ve really understood anything going on, so I’ll just keep rolling with it.”

	“That’s probably for the best.” Luca nodded a couple of times.

	Then there were Chloe and Vala. The two returned from their exploration together shortly after the feast of my blood began, and they both had pretty different reactions to what was going on.

	“Heh, so our new vampire bat waifu is the kind of waifu who just keeps on sucking,” Vala said with a smug smirk, the perversion behind her words obvious.

	Then there was Chloe who, like usual, looked like she wanted to cry. This time, though, it was out of jealousy… and not the sort of jealousy I might have expected. “It’s—it’s not fair! I’ve always wanted to have my blood sucked by a vampire!”

	“Oh, yeah, you talked about that during our exploration.”

	Chloe nodded. “It was my backup plan in case my childhood friend plan failed! If I never got to reunite with Drake and become his childhood friend girlfriend, I was going to run off into the woods and hope that a monster caught me and made me his bride! Like Bigfoot! Or a werewolf! Or a vampire! I’d even settle for a chupacabra! But vampires are definitely top monster husband, or wife, territory!”

	“Well… you know that since we’re all dating, or married I guess now, to each other, that it means she’s your wife, too? So… if you ask her to suck your blood, she’d probably do it whenever you want.”

	Chloe froze for a few moments before saying, “Oh, yeah. Wait… does this mean that I get to be both a childhood friend wife and a vampire’s wife?!”

	“Yep.”

	“This—this is too amazing! I’m so happy that I could cry!”

	I was about to say it, but Vala looked at me with a confident smile before looking at Chloe, pointing at her, and dramatically shouting, “You’re already crying!”

	Once more, Chloe froze. She stared at Vala like a deer watching a truck driving straight at it. “You—you did the thing.”

	Vala scratched the back of her head. “Hehe… figured I’d try it out since Drake is busy.”

	“Nobody… nobody else has ever said that to me. I… I thought that it only had such an effect on me when Drake said it… but… maybe I’ve been so conditioned by those words always coming from him… that I love anybody who I hear them from?”

	I wanted to call her out for how cheap that love sounded if it could be so easily abused, but I was a man who had another woman on top of me sucking my blood while surrounded by multiple wives. I really had no right to complain. Not to mention that if I saw a woman within our world who was eighteen years or older, I more or less automatically assumed that she was now my wife.

	“Time for science!” Vala declared before pointing at Eliza. “You! Definitely-not-a-legal-lo—wait. I probably shouldn’t call you that. You never know what sort of killjoys might be out there reading this who can’t separate fiction from reality. Anyways! Short-but-not-stacked waifu!”

	Eliza pointed a finger up at herself. “Me?”

	“Yeah!”

	“The name’s Eliza.”

	“I know, but it’s more fun to be silly sometimes.”

	Eliza crossed her arms over her chest and nodded. “I understand completely. So, what is it?”

	“Dramatically shout at Chloe, ‘You’re already crying!’ for science.”

	Eliza gave Vala a salute before pointing at Chloe and shouting, “You’re already crying!”

	Chloe shot both of her hands up to her chest, overlapping them over her heart, and said, “It’s—it’s true. Those words have conditioned me. Whenever I hear them… I instantly love whoever says them way more than before. I—I don’t know if I should cry or not from that.”

	Luca, wanting to join in on the fun apparently, shouted, “You’re already crying!”

	Hearing those words from Luca made Chloe cry even more. “You—you feel like my own daughter now! I’ve never felt like a mother before, but hearing those words from you… I feel like I’ve instantly become your mom and like I have to do everything in my power to protect and cherish you!”

	Luca fist-pumped the air. “Heck yeah. New mommy acquired.”

	And that was when Window finally spoke up, following a sigh to say, “My status as my daughter’s mother keeps on getting stolen from me. I thought it was funny when the non-virgin virgin had his special line with Chloe taken from him… but now we’re both getting cucked in the same chapter…”

	“I don’t want to hear it, nya,” Clawdia said, her cheeks pouting and her eyes glaring down at me.

	“What’s your problem?”

	“Isn’t it obvious?!” Clawdia pointed down at me. “That should be me! I’d let them suck me until there isn’t a drop of blood left in my body, but they’re all just sucking him instead, nya! He’s not even enjoying it as much as I would be! Why does somebody who doesn’t even enjoy the pain get to experience being brought to the verge of death over and over again while I’m stuck watching?!”

	Window looked too tired of everything to actually give Clawdia any sort of response to that, but she didn’t need to. Honey spoke up instead and said, “But couldn’t you view this as a sort of… advanced denial and teasing play?”

	Clawdia’s tail and ears shot up when she heard that. “Ad-advanced denial and teasing? Then… he—he’s purposely doing this in front of me, knowing that I’m going to watch and be jealous, just to rub it in my face?!”

	“Ye-yeah. He’s… totally doing it for that.”

	Clawdia, with hearts in her eyes now, looked at me again and asked, “Is—is that true?! Are you doing this just to torment me, nya?!”

	“No,” I answered. That was never my intent for even a second, and I wasn’t going to lie to one of my wives.

	Yet, that answer was apparently exactly what Clawdia needed to hear as she fell to her knees, twitching. “S-such a confident rejection… to—to torment me like this… and not even consider doing it for me… such a lack of consideration toward me… you—you… stupid… idiot… amazing brute… n-nngh… nya…”

	Fortunately, when I looked over at Luca, Valkyria was covering up her eyes while Eliza covered up her ears.

	While Clawdia did her… Clawdia thing, Claire finally had her fill of blood just in time for the final bats to have their turns with me.

	My body was basically covered in holes at that point, but all I had to do was snap my fingers and they all disappeared. Though, I left the two on my neck from Claire. She was my wife, after all, and it was my duty as a good husband to proudly wear whatever marking she decided to give me, even if said marking was a couple of deep holes in my neck.

	The expression on Claire’s face was unlike anything I’d ever seen from her before. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips were curled into a smile, and her eyes were full of primal desire… but only for a second. As soon as she noticed me looking at her face, she instantly returned to her usual, almost expressionless and blank demeanor. “Thank you for the treat, my lord.”

	“You know, that was a pretty cute face you were just making,” I said.

	“I know not of which you speak. The repeated draining of your blood must be causing you mental issues with how you perceive reality.”

	“No, I’m pretty sure that’s not the case and that you just looked really cute.”

	“Nonsense.”

	“Non-nonsense.”

	“Non-non-nonsense.”

	“Non-non-non-nonsense.”

	“Non—”

	I grabbed Claire by the sides of her head and pulled her down to my own, pressing my lips up against her to shut her up for a moment. “I win.”

	It was then that I realized I won. I really won.

	That was the first time since leaving Mariet and Claire’s care that I had touched her with my hands.

	And it was with both hands.

	Directly on her head.

	Claire’s weight collapsed against me, unable to even keep her head held up, as she violently twitched and spasmed atop me. If it wasn’t for her desperately biting into my shoulder to muffle her noises, she probably would have been screaming into my ear.

	Now, it hurt quite a considerable amount to have her fangs burrowing into my shoulder.

	But.

	I had a newly acquired wife facing uncontrollable pleasure on top of me, I was sort of getting into the whole pain thing, and it was my desire to get “revenge” this entire time anyways.

	So, I nodded to Eliza and Valkyria, prompting them to take Luca away, stretched my arms up into the air, cracked my knuckles… and placed both of my hands against Claire’s head again, this time to gently pet and stroke her through her fluffy hair.

	She bit into my shoulder so hard as she convulsed that I felt like she was about to tear my entire arm off.

	That was kind of hot.

	Maybe Clawdia was onto something with her masochism.

	 


Chapter Thirty-Three

	 

	“Mu-Muffin… don’t you think you should heal that?” Honey asked, pointing at the wound on my shoulder left from Claire biting me as hard as she possibly could.

	What a foolish thought. “What kind of husband would I be if I removed a mark of love from one of my wives? If anything, it should stay there forever alongside every other wound given to me by my wives.”

	“I—I’m afraid you’re going to be covered from head to toe in injuries within a week if you do that.”

	She had a point. Between Clawdia’s comedic and consensual abuse, Claire’s biting, Delphi always jumping onto me and knocking me over, Vala accidentally hitting me with her horns, and general wear-and-tear that occurs when having so many wives—I was probably going to fall apart if I actually left every wound on me.

	But what was I supposed to do? I wanted to proudly wear any and every wound they might give me!

	Then I realized what needed done.

	As tragic as it might have been, I snapped my fingers to remove the wound from my shoulder. “Alright. If I want my body to be a canvass for any and all marks of love my wives may give me, I need to make sure that there’s space for them. I also need to make sure that I stay put together.”

	“Weak, nya,” Clawdia said, her arms crossed over her chest.

	“Don’t get me wrong. It’s still there.”

	Clawdia looked at my shoulder and blinked a few times.

	“You see, I’ve simply phased it out of this reality. The wound is still there and forever will be as an eternal show of Claire’s love, but it exists on a different plane of existence that won’t interfere with my health nor the canvass for love that my body must become!”

	Clawdia’s eyes went wide as everybody else just sort of stared at me like they had no idea what was going on. “That—that’s brilliant, nya! If I could learn that technique… I could forever feel pain from every injury I get!”

	I placed my hand on Clawdia’s shoulder and looked her in her eyes. “That’s right, you masochistic puppy.”

	Clawdia’s eyes almost instantly turned into hearts as soon as she heard that, her cheeks turning bright red as her thighs rubbed against each other.

	I told her that I would treat her like trash in order to encourage her to fight, and what better way to insult a cat girl than by referring to her as a puppy?

	“But you haven’t earned the right to learn that power,” I said, stepping away from her.

	Clawdia looked both betrayed and incredibly aroused at the same time. She desperately wanted that power, but she also loved being denied from having something that she wanted.

	I might have enjoyed some pain from my wives as it was a show of their love and passion for me, but I didn’t like it because it was pain. I liked it because of what it represented.

	I could never compare to Clawdia’s level of masochism.

	If somebody tried flaunting something that I wanted in front of my face and then told me no, I’d want to punch them in the face, my wives excluded.

	That aside, Mariet’s head was still inside her mansion without her body, so it was time to go and check up on her.

	 

	Mariet, her head at least, was exactly where I left it. It was atop a pillow on her bed… though, with a few layers of towels underneath it that looked like they were pretty drenched. Probably from drool. Her eyes looked like they couldn’t even focus on anything.

	“She has been like this ever since you left with her body,” Claire explained, standing by my side after recovering from the petting of her head. “I must wonder just what has been happening to her body to leave her in a near-constant state of twitching and drooling. I do not believe a single proper word has escaped her lips since the kidnapping of her body. Though, it does appear that whatever has been happening to her has ended. She is not twitching nearly as much as before.”

	“They must have run out of peanut butter,” I said.

	“Peanut butter?”

	“You’ll understand later.” I walked up to the bed and crouched down next to it, nearest to Mariet’s head. “Oi, zombie wife. Can you hear me?”

	Mariet blinked a few times before slowly turning her head toward me. “Ah…”

	“That’s not a yes or no.”

	“Ma…ster…”

	“Alright, that’s a yes. Anyways, I beat your final level, so you’re officially my wife now and have to come back with us.”

	“It… is about… time…”

	“I know, I’ve been slow about progressing through these battles, but the wait will have been worth it. Just ask your butler over there.”

	Claire held a hand up in front of her mouth and cleared her throat. “Yes. I can confirm that he has grown… incredibly proficient with his hands.”

	“Right. I still need to get my revenge on you, too,” I said to Mariet.

	“Please… do,” Mariet replied.

	“You know, revenge doesn’t feel as satisfying when you’re politely asking for it.”

	“Oh… no… please don’t… get… revenge… on me.”

	“Now I feel like it won’t be consensual if I do it, and this is something that should be consensual.”

	“My lord,” Claire spoke up, “you cannot have it both ways. For my queen’s sake, please choose whether you would prefer this to be consensual or consensual while pretending that it is not.”

	“What about consensual with less enthusiasm?”

	“You should know well enough by now that it is impossible to be anything but entirely enthusiastic around you. Only two extremes are possible: enthusiastic excitement or poorly acted lack of such.”

	“You aren’t enthusiastically excited.”

	“I am enthusiastically excited in this very moment, my lord.”

	“You and Cami are going to be best friends if that’s the case.”

	“It is gladdening to hear that. It is my duty as a butler and fellow wife to not only serve you, but to serve all of my wives as their servant, friend, and lover.”

	I returned my attention to Mariet who was making various grumbling sounds at me and asked, “Are you ready for my revenge?”

	“Oh… no. Yes, please,” Mariet answered. “Was that… an acceptable… middle ground?”

	“You tried your best. That’s all that matters.”

	“Yaa…y.”

	“I’m going to manhandle your head now.”

	Mariet nodded as best as she could with only her head.

	So, I reached forward and slipped my hands through her hair, being careful not to touch her actual skin yet. I was instantly reminded that while she might have been going for the whole zombie thing, she was basically just a living girl who looked like a zombie and had the bodily features of a zombie. Her hair was still clean and smooth, and her skin was still soft and warm to the touch.

	And my revenge was acquired as soon as I touched her skin.

	I might not have been able to watch Mariet’s entire body convulse or anything like most of my wives would upon me touching them with my hands, but her head trembled atop her pillow as much as it could on its own. Not to mention that she bit down on her lower lip and her eyes rolled backward a bit.

	Was it really revenge if all I was doing was making her feel utterly overwhelming pleasure that could temporarily and consensually break the mind of whoever experienced it? I was treated like a piece of meat—a royal, exquisite piece of meat, only good for my body… well, and my company, for an entire week underneath Claire and Mariet, yet I got my revenge by making them feel incredible?

	…

	Really, revenge was never needed in the first place. I was just being dramatic.

	So, while the revenge might have been a bit on the pointless side, at least I got to feel like a good husband capable of making any and all of my wives experience the highest peaks of pleasure.

	Actually… no.

	I was weak still.

	I could be an even better husband.

	Once upon a time, I shied away from Clawdia’s masochism. I even went so far as to feel insecure and worried that I would not be able to satisfy her because of just how intense her fantasies and requests could get, but why not embrace them? Who am I to not feel confident in my ability to satisfy her? Sure, I might not be into the same exact kinks as her, but my kink is making sure all of my wives are thoroughly taken care of. Watching them tremble and moan from my actions is almost as satisfying as seeing a seedling sprout up from the dirt.

	I lacked confidence. But now? It became impossible for me to feel anything but confident. If Clawdia wanted me to act like some savage brute defiling her, then she would become witness to the most savage barbarian to ever exist throughout the entire universe!

	Then there was Delphi. Delphi loved soup. Not only did she love soup, but I remembered that she was absolutely obsessed with me when I wore a sweater. She couldn’t get over how handsome I was in it. If I knew that one of my wives loved to see me wearing a sweater, why wasn’t I wearing a sweater far more often? Why wasn’t I wearing a sweater while serving her fresh soup?

	Cami wanted her chest to grow larger. Why wasn’t I groping and massaging it every single moment that my hands were free while feeding her dog-safe chocolate?

	Lavi loved edginess and darkness. Why wasn’t I cosplaying as some evil knight to seduce her while talking about how cool and badass she was?

	Valkyria—it took me too long to remember that she liked being stepped on. Even though she had been acting innocent ever since she acquired her human body, I remembered that she accidentally admitted to enjoying being stepped on whenever I asked her about it before. Though, knowing how innocent she was at the time, she probably only liked it in the sense of it feeling like a massage. She wasn’t enough of a pervert to enjoy being stepped on in a masochistic way, but maybe she enjoyed it in the same way that an adult enjoyed having their back walked on when it felt stiff. Therefore, why wasn’t I walking on her back more?

	Window loved gacha game idols. Why wasn’t I surprising her by having our wives dress up as idols for her?

	Honey loved men loving each other. Why wasn’t I asking Vala to turn into a man so that Honey could watch us together? I wasn’t into men, but I was into my wives regardless of how they looked, and I would be more than willing to put on a show for Honey’s sake.

	Chloe wanted to be a childhood friend trope. I wasn’t really sure what all that entailed, so why wasn’t I researching the trope more to learn how I could best satisfy her desires?

	Mariet, Claire, and Eliza—I still needed to learn more about them and what they specifically liked. I needed to learn about their specific desires and fantasies so that I could be the best possible husband for them.

	Then there was Postia, Clawdia’s mecha, Mariet’s body, that girl whose face I saw buried underground but then covered back up because it was apparently too soon for her to make her appearance, the inevitable women that would come from the slime, cow, and bee towers, the ram tower and its future wife that I still never actually used in battle because I kept on forgetting about it, whichever new women would be introduced with the next zone…

	And then there was Vala.

	Thinking about it, I had almost no idea what Vala’s specific interests were. I knew she loved video games and being lazy, and I never failed to satisfy her whenever we enjoyed one another’s bodies, but I had no idea what specific interests she craved. She never talked about them if she had any.

	I still had a lot to learn.

	I needed to become an even better husband for every single one of my wives, and that wasn’t all. I also needed to become a better father to Luca. Sure, I was probably already a good dad, but why not strive to constantly improve and become better with every single new day? Even with immortality, it was only right for me to constantly seek self-improvement to strive and become the best possible husband and father for everybody I cared about. No matter how perfect any of them might have thought I already was, I wanted to become even better for them.

	But before I could go on a training arc to become the ultimate husband and father, there was something that I needed to do still.

	I held Mariet’s head underneath my left arm, looped my right arm around Claire’s left arm, and then teleported us outside and brought everybody else with us. I made sure to teleport us a decent distance away from the haunted mansion castle, too.

	“Alright, Window,” I said. “I’m ready.”

	“Of course you would be,” Window said and sighed. “You really have become a villain.”

	“You’re the one who set this up anyways.”

	“That’s because everybody likes fireworks to celebrate finishing a hard level.”

	Both Mariet and Claire looked confused, and that was when Clawdia said, “I have a weird feeling of déjà—”

	The haunted mansion castle blew up.

	A fiery mushroom cloud was all that was left where the haunted mansion castle once stood, everybody who once called it home having been teleported to a safe viewing distance.

	Whoever said that cool guys don’t look at explosions was full of it.

	Explosions are badass.

	Now, with that out of the way with, it was time to transcend my limits to become the best husband and father that had ever existed and that ever would exist.

	…

	After spending some time gardening.

	I still had my own needs, after all.

	 


Afterword

	 

	Here we are for the sixth time! Hello once again, and thank you once again for reading the story!

	Things got pretty lewd this time around thanks to Drake’s OP hands. It’s pretty funny to look at how he is now versus how he used to be when the series first started. I remember getting comments and reviews from people thinking it was just going to be another stereotypical harem where the protagonist never does anything and is forever stuck as a virgin. Little did they know. He’s gone from being a human virgin to basically a god who can make his wives experience infinite pleasure just from a poke.

	That being said, I don’t think there’s much for me to say in the afterword this time around. I did start a new series which you’re more than welcome to go check out, and I linked to it at the start of the volume. There’ll be another link to it down below, too. It’s not an absurd and fourth-wall-breaking comedy like this one, but it’s still got a harem and actual non-joke LitRPG elements. It also has actually descriptive sex in case that’s anything you might care about.

	Ah, I know what I can talk about.

	So, the reason why the rest of my series have descriptive sex but not this one is because—well, I just felt like LDQ here is too innocent for that… which sounds pretty ridiculous after the contents of this volume, but still. I just feel like descriptive sex scenes don’t fit into LDQ. Ecchi and fanservice and sexually suggestive stuff, sure, but not fully described lewds. But basically everything else I write has lewds. Just didn’t feel like they fit into this one.

	But that causes me a pretty unique problem. The more innocent and non-lewd something is, the more I want to corrupt it. It’s weird. The more blatantly and horny something is, the less I care about the sex and the more I just want to see cute, innocent, slice-of-life or romantic things. But then the more innocent and cute and romantic something is, the more I want to see absolutely depraved lewds for it.

	Oh well.

	That’s all for now!

	Thank you for your continued support, and now here are the usual links!

	You can check out my other series, The Ascension Game, here!

	If you want to be among 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/

	I have a Discord here, which can also be joined through my website!

	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, with early access to advanced chapters of all of my stories which you can find at: https://www.patreon.com/AceArriande 

	And if you ever want to email me for any reason, you can email me at: ace@arriande.com

	I also have a YouTube channel that may or may not be dead (which I may or may not come back to someday), but if you’re ever curious about that, you can check it out here: https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCGmETU0sr2AIjA0jwq-MsSQ

	Thank you once again for checking out the story!
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